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27s a ſevere Reflection which Montaigu has made on Princes, that we ought not- 


in Reaſon, to have any Expectations of Favour from them, and that tis Kind- 
neſs wy if they leave us in poſſeſſion of our o.w]n. The boldneſs of the 
Cenſure ſhews the free Spirit of the Author: And the Subjects of England 
may jaſtly congratulate to themſelves, that both the Nature of our Government, and the 
Clemency of our King, ſecure us from any ſuch Complaint. I, in particular, who ſub- 
fiſt wholly by lis Bounty, am oblig'd to give Poſterity a far other Account of my Royal 
Maſter, than what Montaign has Wo of his. Thoſe Accuſations had been more reaſonable, 
if they had been plac'd on inferiour Perſons. -. For in all Courts, there are too many who 
make it their Buſineſs to ruin Wit. And Montaign, in other places, tells us, what Effects 
he found of their good Natures. He deſcribes. them ſuch; whoſe Ambition, Luſt, or pri- 
vate Intereſt, ſeem to be the only end of their Creation. If good accrue to any. from 
them, tis only in order to own their Deſigns 3 conferr'd moſt commonly on the Baſe and 
Infamous; and never given, but only hapning ſometimes on Well-deſervers, Dulneſs has 
brought them to what they ate; and Malice ſecures them in their Fortunes. But ſome- 
what of Specious they muſt have to recommend themſelves to Princes, (for Folly will not 
eaſily go down in its own natural Form with diſcerning Judges,) and Diligence in waiting 
is their gilding of the Pill; for that looks like Love, tho tis only Intereſt. *Tis that which 
gains em their Advantage over witty Men; whoſe love of Liberty and Eaſe, makes em 
willing too often to diſcharge their Burden of Attendance on theſe Officious Gentlemen. 
*Tis true, that the Nauſeouſneſs of ſuch Company is enough to diſguſt a reaſonable Man; 
when he ſees he can hardly approach Greatneſs, but as a moated Caſtle, he muſt firſt pal 
through the Mud and Filth with which it is encompaſs'd. Theſe are they, who, - want- 
ing Wit, affect Gravity, and go by the Name of Solid Men: and a Solid Man is, in plain 
Engliſh, a Solid,  Solemn Fool. Another Diſguiſe they have, (for Fools, as well as 
 Knaves, take other Names, and paſs by an Alias) and that is the Title of honeſt Fellows. 
But this Honeſty of cheirs ought to have many Grains for its Allowance; for certainly 
they are no farther honeſt than they are filly : they are naturally miſchievous to their Pow- 
er; and if they ſpeak not maliciouſly, or ſharply of witty Men, 'tis only becauſe God 
has not beſtow'd on them the Gift of Utterance. They fawn and crouch to Men of 
Parts, whom they cannct ruine : quote their Wit when they are preſent, and when they 
are abſent ſteal their Jeaſt : But to thoſe who are under em, and whom they can cruſh with 
eaſe, they ſhew themſelves in their natural Antipathy ; there they treat Wit like the com- 
mon Enemy, and give it no more Quarter than a Dutchman would to an Engliſh Veſſel in 
the Indies; they ſtrike Sail where they know they ſhall be maſterd, and murder where they 
can with Safet yr. „ 9 5 5 
This, wy Lord, is the Character of a Courtier without Wit; and therefore that which 
is a Satyr to other Men, muſt be a Panegyrick to your Lordſhip; who are a Maſter of it. 
If the leaſt of theſe Reflections could have reach'd your Perſon, no neceſſity of mine could 
have made me to have ſought ſo earneſtly, and ſo long to have cultivated your Kindneſs. As 
a Poet, I cannot but have made ſome Obſervations on Mankind: The lowneſs of my 
Fortune has not yet brought me to flatter Vice; and tis my Duty to give Teſtimony to 
Virtue. *Tis true, your Lordſhip is not of that Nature, which either ſeeks a Commen- 
dation, or want it. Your Mind has always been above the wretched Affectation of Popu- 
larity. A popular Man is, in Truth, no better than a Proſtitute to common Fame, and 
to the People: He lies down to every one he meets, for the Hire of Praiſe z and 
his Humility is only a diſguis'd Ambition. Even Cicero himſelf, whoſe Eloquence de- 
ſerv'd the Admiration of Mankind; yet by his inſatiable Thirſt of Fame, he has leſſen d 
his Character with ſucceeding Ages: His Action againſt Catiline may be ſaid to have ru- 
in'd the Conſul, when it ſav'd the City; for it ſo ſwell'd his Soul, which was not truly 
Great, that ever afterwards it was apt to be over, ſet with Vanity. And this made his 
Virtu: ſo ſuſpected by his Friends, that Brutus, whom of all Men he ador'd, refus'd him 2 
Place in his Conſpiracy. A Modern Wit has made this Obſervation on him, That coveting 
to recommend himſelf to Poſterity, he begg'd it as an Alms of all his Friends, the Hi- 
ſtorians, to remember his Conſulſhip: And obſerve; if yon pleaſe, the odneſs of the E- 
vent; and their Hiſtories are loſt, and the Vanity of his Requeſt ſtands yet recorded in 
his own Writings. How much more great and manly in your Lordſhip, is your Con- 
tempt of popular Applauſe, and your retir d Vittue, which ſhines only to a few; with 


whom you live ſo eaſily and freely, that you make it evident; you have a Soul Which is 

capable of all the Tenderneſs of Friendſhip; and that you only retire your ſelf from choſe; 

vho are not capable of returning it. Your Kindneſs, where you haye once plac d it, is inyvie- 
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lable : And 'tis to that only I attribute my Happineſs in your Love. This makes me more 
eaſily forſake an Argument, on which I eonld otherwiſe delight to dwell : I mean, your 
Judgment in your choice of Friends; becauſe I have the Honour to be one. After which, 
I am ſure you will more eaſily permit me to be ſilent, in the care you have taken of my 
Fortune; which you bave reſcu'd,', not only from the Power of others, but from my 
worſt of Enemies, my own Modeſty and Lazineſs. Which Favour, had it been em- 
ploy d on a more deſerving Subject, had been an effect of Juſtice in your Nature; but, as 
plac'd on me, is only Charity. Yet, withal, tis conferrd on ſuch a Man, as prefers - 
your Kindneſs it ſelf before any of its Conſequences; and who values, as the greateſt of 
your Favours, thoſe of your Love, and of your Converſation. From this Conſtancy to your 
Friends, I might reaſonably aſſume, that your Reſentmeñts would be as ſtrong and laſt- 
ing, if they were not reſtrain d by a nobler Principle of good Nature and Generoſity. 
For certainly tis the ſame Compoſition of Mind, the ſame Reſolution and Courage, 
which makes the greateſt Friendſhips and the greateſt Enmities. And he who is too light- 
ly reconci'd, after high Provocations, may recommend himſelf to the World for a Chri- 
ſtian, but I ſhould hardly truſt him for a Friend. The [talians have à Proverb to that pur- 
poſe, To forgive the firſe timeſhews ms a good Catholick, the ſecond time a Fool. To this firmneſs. 
in all your Actions (though you are wanting in no other Ornaments of Mind and Body, 
yet to this) I principally aſcribe the Intereſt your Merits have acquir'd you in the Royal 
Family. A Prince, who is conſtant to himſelf, and ſteady in all his Undercakings, one with 
whom that Character of Horace will agree. | 
= Si fractus illabatur orbis, Impavidum ferient ruing. | | 
Such an one cannot but place an Eſteem, and repoſe a Confidence on him, whom no Ad- 
verſity, no change of Courts, no Bribery of Intereſt, or Cabals of Factions, or Advantages 
of Fortune, can remove from the ſolid Foundations of Honour and Fidelity. 
Ille meos, primus qui a Jurxit, amores Abſtulit; ille habeat ſecum, ſervetque ſe pulero. 
How well your Lordſhip will deſerve that Praiſe, I need no Inſpiration to foretel. You 
have already left no room for Propheſie; your early Undertakings have been fuch, in the 
Service of your King and Country, when you offer'd your ſelf to the moſt dangerous Em- 
ployment, that of the Sea; when you choſe to abandon thoſe Delights, ro which your 
Youth and Fortune did invite you, to undergo the Hazards, and, which was worle, the 
Company of common Seamen, that you have made it evident, you will refuſe no Op- 
portunity of rendring your ſelf uſeful to the Nation, when either your Courage or Con- 
duct ſhall be requir'd. The ſameZeal and Faithfulneſs continues in your Blood, which ani- 
mated one of your noble Anceſtors to Sacrifice his Life in the Quarrel of his Sovereign; 
though, I hope, both for your fake and for the publick Tranquility, the ſame Occaſion will 
never be offer d to your Lordſhip, and that a better Deſtiny will attend you. But I make 
haſte to conſider you as abſtracted from a Court, which (if you will give me leave to uſe 
a Term of | ogick) is only an Adjunct, not a Propriety of Happineſs. The Academicks, 
I confeſs, were willing to admit the Goods of Fortune into their Notion of Felicity; but 
Ido not 1emember, that any of the Sects of old Philoſophers did ever leave a room for 
Greatneſs. Neither am I form'd to praiſe a Court, who admire and covert nothing but 
the eaſineſs and quiet of Retirement. I naturally withdraw my Sight from a Precipice ; and 
admit the Proſpect be never ſo large and goodly, can take no pleaſure, even in looking on 
the downial, though I am ſecure from the danger. Methinks there's ſomething of a ma- 
liznant Joy in that excelleht Deſcription of Lucretins. | . 

Suave mari magno turbantibus æquora ventis Non quia vexari quenquam ee fucunda woluptas, 
 Eterrd magnum alterins ſpettare laboremzs Sed quibus ipſe malis careas, quia cernere ſuave eff. 
Jam ſure his Maſter Epicurus, and my better Maſter Cowley, preterr'd the Solitude of a 
Garden, and the Converſation of a Friend to any Conſideration, fo much as a regard, 
of thoſe unhappy People, whom in our own wrong, we call the Great. True Greatneſs, 
if it be any where on Earth, is in a private Virtue; remov'd from the Notion of 
Pomp and Vanity, confin'd to a Contemplation of it ſelf, and centring on it ſelf: 

Omnis enim per ſe Divoum natura, neceſſe est Curd ſemota, metuque 

Immortali æ uo ſumma cum pace fruatur ; | Ipſa ſuis pollens opibus— 7 
If this be not Life of a Deity, becauſe it cannot conſiſt with Providence; tis at leaſt a 
God-like Life: I can be contented, (and I am ſure I have your Lordſhip of my Opi- 
nion) with an humbler Station in the Temple of Virtue, than to be fer on the Pi- 
nacle of it. | 8 5 

Deſpicere unde queas alios, paſſimque videre Errare, atque viam palantis quarere vitæ. 
The Truth is, the conſideration of fo vain a Creature as Man, is not worth our Pains, 
I have Fool enough at home without looking for it abroad; and am a ſufficient Theatre to 
my ſelf of ridiculous Actions, without expecting Company, either in a Court, a Town, 
or Play-Houſe. Tis on this account that I am weary with drawing the Deformities of 
Lite, and Lazars of the People, where every Figure of Imperfection more reſembles me 
than it can do others. If I muſt be condemnd to Rhime, I ſhouid find ſome eaſe in 
my change of Puniſhment. I deſire to be no longer the Syſiphus of the Stage; to rowl up 
a Stone with endleſs Labour (which to follow the Proverb, Gathers no Moſs) and which is 
perpetually falling down again, I never thought my ſelf very fit for an Employment, 
where many of my Predeceſſors have excell'd me in all kinds; and ſome of my Contem- 
poraries, even in my own partial Judgment, have out-done me in Comedy. Some little hopes 


I have yet remaining, and thoſe too, conſidering my Abilities, may be vain, that 1 may 
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make the World ſome part of amends, for many ill Plays, by an Heroick Poem. Vour 


Lordſhip has been long acquainted with my Deſign; the Subject of which you 


know is great, the Story Engliſh, and neither too far diſtant from the preſent Age, nor too 
near approaching it. Such it is my Opinion, that I could not have wiſl'd a nobler Oc- 
cafion to do Honour by it to my King, and Country, and my Friends ; moſt of our an- 
cient Nobility being concern'd in the Action. And your Lordſhip has one particular Rea- 
ſon to promote this Undertaking, becauſe you were the firſt who gave me the Opportuni- 
ty of diſcourſing it to His Majeſty, and his Royal Highneſs : They were then pleas'd both 
to commend the Deſign, and to encourage it by their Commands. But che unſetledneſs 
of my Condition has hitherto put a ſtop to my Thoughts concerning ic. As I am no 
Succeſſor to Homer in his Wit, ſo neither do I deſire to be in his Poverty. I can make no 
Rhapſodies, nor go a begging at the Grecian Doors, while I ſing the Praiſes of their 
Anceſtors. The times of Virgil pleaſe me better, becauſe he had an Auguftus for his Patron. 
And to draw the Allegory nearer you, I am ſure I ſhall not want a Mecænas with him. 
Tis for your Lordſhip to ſtir up that Remembrance in His Majeſty, which his many 
Avocations of Buſineſs have caus d him, I fear, to lay aſide. And, (as himſelf and his 
Royal Brother are the Heroes of the Poem) to repreſent to them the Images of their 


Warlike Predeceſſors, as Achilles is ſaid to be rous'd ro Glory, with the fight of the Com- 


bat before the Ships. For my own part, I am fatisfy'd to have offer'd the Deſign; and it 


may be to the advantage of my Reputation to have it refus'd me. Sn 
In the mean time, my Lord, I take the confidence to preſent you with a Tragedy ; the 
Characters of which are the neareſt to thoſe of an Heroick Poem. *Twas dedicated to 
you in my Heart, before twas preſented on the Stage. Some things in it have pats'd your 
Approbation, and many your Amendment. You were likewiſe pleas'd to recommend it 


to the King's Peruſal, before the laſt Hand was added to it, when I receiv'd the Favorr 


from him, to have the moſt conſiderable Event of it modell'd by his Royal Pleaſure. It 
may be ſome Vanity in me to add this Teſtimony then, and which he graciouſly con- 
firm'd afterwards, that it was the beſt of all my Tragedies ; in which he has made Au- 
thentick my private Opinion of it; at leaſt, he has given it a Value by his Commendation, 
which it had not by my Writing. JJ EN I Ne as 
That which was not pleaſing to ſome of the fair Ladies in the laſt Act of it, as I dare not 
vindicate, ſo neither can I wholly condemn, till I find more Reaſon for their Cen- 
ſures. The Procedure of Indamora and Meleſinda, ſeems yet, in my Judgment, natural, and 
not unbecoming of their Characters. If they who arraign them fail not more, the World 
will never blame their Conduct: And I ſhall be glad for the Honour of my Country, to 
find better Images of Vertue drawn to the Life in their Behaviour, than any I could feign 


to adorn the Theatre. I confeſs. I have only repreſented a practicable Virtue, mix'd with 


the Frailties and Imperfections of Humane Life. I have made my Heroine fearful of Death, 
which neither Caſſandra nor Cleopatra would have been; and they themſelves, I doubt it 


not, would have out-done Romance in that particular. Yet their Mand ima (and the Cyra 


was written by a Lady) was not altogether fo hard-hearted ; for ſhe ſat S.]n on the cold 
Ground by the King of 4ſjria, and not only pity'd him, who dy'd in her defence, but al- 
low'd him ſome Favours, ſuch, perhaps, as they would think, ſhould only be permitted to 
her Cyras. I have made my Meleſinda in oppoſition to Nowmabal, a Woman paſſionately lo- 
ving of her Husband, patient of Injuries and Contempt, and conftant in her Kindneſs to 
the laſt, and in that, perhaps, I may have err'd, becauſe it is not a Virtue much in uſe. 


Thoſe Indian Wives are loving Fools, and may do well to keep themſelves in their own 


Country; or, atleaſt, to keep Company with the Arria's and Pertias of Old Rome: Some 
of our Ladies know better things. But, it may be, I am partial to my own Writings : yet 
J have labour'd as much as any Man to diveſt my ſelf of the Self. Opinion of an Author, 
and am too well ſatisfied of my own Weakneſs, to be pleas'd with any thing I have written: 


But on the other ſide, my Reaſon tells me, that, in probability, what I have ſeriouſly and 


long conſider'd, may be as likely to be juſt and natural, as what an ordinary Judge (if there 
be any ſuch amongſt thoſe Ladies) will think fit, in a tranſient Preſentation, to be plac'd 
in the Room of that which they condemn. The moſt judicious Writer is ſometimes mi- 
ſtaken, after all his Care; but the haſty Critick who judges on a view, is full as liable to be 
deceiv d. Let him firſt conſider all the Arguments which the Author had to write this, or 
to deſign the other, before he arraigns. him of a Fault; and then perhaps, on ſecond 
Thoughts, he will find his Reaſon oblige him to revoke his Cenſure. Yet, after all, I will 
not be too poſitive. © Homo ſum, bumani d me nihil alienum puto. As I am a Man, I muft 
be changeable ; and ſometimes the graveſt of us all are fo; even upon ridiculous Accidents: 
Our Minds are perpetually, wrought on by Temperaments of our Bodies; which makes me 
ſuſpe&, they are nearer ally'd, than either our Philoſophers or School-Divines will allow 
them to be. I have obferv'd, ſays Montaign, that when the Body is out of Order, its Com- 
panion is ſeldom at his eaſe. An ill Dream, or a cloudy Day, has power to change this 
wretched Creature, who is ſo proud of a reaſonable Soul, and make him think what hs 
thought not Yeſterday. And Homer was of this Opinion, as Cicero is pleas'd to tranflate him 
for us: e : . V 
Talis ſum bominum mentes quali pater ipſe Fupiter, auctiferd luſtravit lampade terras. 
Or as the ſame Author in his Thuſculine Queſtions, fpeaks with more Modeſty thani 
uſual of himſelf : Nos in diem vivimus ; quodcunque animos noſtros probabilitate percuſſit, id dicimus. 
Tis not therefore impoffible, but that I may alter the'concluſion of my Play, 6 reſtore 
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my ſelf into the good Graces of my fair Criticks. And your Lordſhip, who is ſo well 


wich them, may do me the Office of a Friend and Patron, to intercede with them on my 
romiſe of Amendment. The impotent Lover in Petronius, though his was a very unpardo- 


nable Crime, yet was receiv d to Mercy on the Terms I offer. Summa excuſations mee 


hc eft : placebo tibi, fi culpam emendare per miſeris. 8 : 
Bur T am conſcious to my ſelf of offering at a greater boldnels in preſenting to your view 


what my meanneſs can produce, than in any other error of my Play. And therefore make 
haſte to break off this tedious Addreſs which has, I know not how, already run it ſelf into ſo 
much of Pedantry, wit" an excuſe of Tully's, which he {ent with his Books De Finibus, to his 
Friend Brutus, De ipſis rebus autem, ſæpenumero Brute vereor ne reprebendar, cum hær ad te ſcribam, 
gui tum in Poſe. (I change it from Philoſophia) tum in optimo genere Poeſeos tantum proceſſeris. 
Quod ſi facerem quaſi te eruidens, jure reprehenderer. Sed ab eo Plurimum abſum : nec, ut ea cog- 
moſcas que tibi notiſſima ſunt ad te mitto : ſed quia facillimè in nomine tuo acquieſco, & quia te habeo 
equiſimum eorum ſtudjorum qua mini communia tecum [1 unt eſt imatorem & judicem. Which you 
may pleaſe, my Lord, to apply to your ſelf, from him, who is, 
: Your Lordſhips moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 


PROLOGUE. EPILOGUE 


\ UV R Author by experience finds it true, | A Pretty Task ! and ſo T told the Fool, 
| 'Tis much more hard to pleaſe himſelf.than ou: Mao needs would undertake to pleaſe by Rule. 
And out of no feign'd Modeſty, ths day, He thought that, if his Characters were good, 
Damms his Laborious Trifle of a Play: | The Scenes entire, and freed from Noiſe and Blood. 


Not that its worſe than what before he writ, | The Action great, yet cireumſerib'd by Time, 
But he has now another taſte of Wit; | The Words not forc'd, but ſliding into Rhime, 
And to confeſs a Truth, ( though out of time) | The Paſſions rais d and calm'd by juſt Degrees, 
Grows weary of his long-lov'd Miſtriſs, Rhyme. |} As Tides are ſwell q, and then retire to Seas. 
Paſſion's too fierce to be in Fetters bound, | He thought, in hitting theſe , his bus'neſs done, 
And Nature flies him like Enchanted Ground. Though he, perhaps, has fail'd in ev'ry one. 


What Verſe can do, he has perform'd in this, 1 But, after all, a Poet muſt confeſs, _ 
Which he preſumes the moſt correct of his. | Hs Art's like Phyſick, but a happy gueſs. 
But ſpite of all his Pride, a ſecret Shame Your Pleaſure on your Fancy muſt depend: 


Invades bis Breaſt at Shakeſpear's ſacred Name: The Lads pleas'd, juſt as ſhe likes ber Friend, 
Aw'd when he hears his God-like Romans Rage, No Song no Dance] no Show ! he fears youll ſay, 
He, in a juſt deſpair, would quit the Stage. | Tou love all Naked Beauties but a Play. 1 9 
And to an Age leſs poliſtd, more unsRill'd, He much miſtakes your Methods to Delight; . 
Does, wjth diſdain, the foremoſt Honours yield, And, like the French, abhors our Target fight : 8 
As with the greater dead he dares not ſtrive, © But thoſe damn Dogs can never be i th right, 

He would net match his Verſe with thoſe who live: | True Engliſh hate your Monficur's Paultry Arts; 


For you are all Sil Meavers in your Hearts. 


Let him retire, betwiæt two Ages caſt, | | 
Bold Britains, at à brave Bear-Garden Fray, 


The firſt of this, and hindmoſt of the Laſt. 5 rd 
A lofins Gameſter, let him ſneak, away; 


He bears no ready Money from the Play. Mean time, your filthy Foreigner will ſtare, 


The Fate which governs Poets thought it fit, And mutter to himſelf, Ha gens Barbare ! 

Fe ſhould not raiſe his Fortunes by his Mit. And, Gad, ti well be mutters ; well for bim; 
Tie Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar; Our Butchers elſe would Tear him Limb from Limb. 
Dull Heroes fatten with the ſpoils of War; _ Tis true, the time may come, your Sons may be 
Al Serrhern Vices, Heav'n be prais'd are here; | Infected with ths French Civihty. 

But Hits a Luxury yeu think too dear. But this in after Ages will be done : 
hen you to cultivate the Plant are lot. Ou Poet writes la Hundred Years too ſoon. 
'Tis a ſtrewd ſign 'twas never of your growth : This Age comes on too flow, or he too faſt : 

And Hit in Northern Climates will not blow, And early $ prings are ſubject to a Blaſt ! 

Except, like Orange-Trees tis Hous'd from Show. bo would excel, when few can make a Teſt 
There needs no care to put a Play-Houſe down, Betwixt indiff rent Writing and the beſt ? 

'Tis the moſt deſart Place of all the Town. For Favours cheap and common who would ſtrive, 
Ni and our Neighbours, to ſpeak proudly, are Which, like abandon d Proftitutes, you give? 

Like Monarchs, ruin d with expenſive War. Yet ſcatter'd here and there, T ſome behold, 
IVbile, like wiſe Engliſh, unconcern'd, you fit, | Who can diſcern the Tinſel from the Gold. 


To. theſe he Writes; and if by them allow'd, 

"Tis their Prerogative to rule the Crowd. 

For he more fears, (like a preſuming Man) 

Their Votes who cannot judge, than theirs who can. 


And ſee us play the Tragedy of Nit. 


DRAMATIS PERSON=E. 


HE Old Emperour. By Mr. Mobun. 
| Aurenge-Zebe his Son. Mr. Hart. 
Morat, bis Younger Son. Mr. Kynaſton. 


Arimant, Governour of Are. Mr. Winterſhal. 1 
Dianet, Solyman, Mir Baba, Abas, Aſaph 4 Indian Lords, or Omrabs of 
| Chan, Faxel Chan. bes S  - ſeveral Factions. 
Nourmahal, the Emprels, | Mrs. Marſhal. - 

Indamora, a Captive Queen. - Mrs. Cox. 
Meleſinda, Wife to Morat. | Mrs. Corbet. 
Zayda, Fay urite Slave to the Empreſs. © _ Mrs. Upkil, 

SCENE Agra, in the Year 1660. | 


Jobn Dryden, 


Arerouz'd : and clattring Sticks, cry, Play, Play, Play. 


AURENGE- 


15 


Arim. 


Arimant, Afaph Chan, Fazel Chan. 


E A' N ſeems the Empire of the Eaſt to 17 
On the ſucceſs of this important Day: 

Their Arms are to the laſt deciſion bent, 

And Fortune labours with the vaſt Event: : 


She now has in her Hand the greateſt Stake, 


ACT. 9 2 


Which for contending Monarchs ſhe can make 


Whate'er can urge ambitious Youth to right, 
She pompouſly diſplays before their fight : 


Laws, Empire, all permitted to the Sword, 


And Fate could ne'er an ample Scene afford. : 
Aſapb. Four ſeveral Armies to the Field are led, 
Which, high in equal Hopes, four Princes Head : pf 
Indus and Ganges, our wide Empires Bounds, | 


” - 

} : 
1 f 
F . 


Swell'd their dy'd Currents with their Natives wounds: 


Fach purple River winding, as he runs, 
His bloody Arms about his ſlaughter'd Sons: 
*  Fazel. I well remember you foretold the Storm, 
When firſt the Brothers did their Factions form: 

When each, by cursd Cabals of Women, - ſtrove 
To draw th' indulgent King to partial Love. 


Arim. What Heav'n decrees, no prudence can prevent. 
To cure their mad Ambition, they gs ſent © 


To Rule a diſtant Province each alone. 
What coul4 a careful Father more have done? 


He made proviſion againſt all, but Fate; 


While, by his Health, we held our Peace of State. 
The weight of Seventy Winters preſt him down, 


He bent beneath the burthen of a Crown : 
Sickneſs, at laſt, did his ſpent Body ſeize, 
And Lite almoſt ſunk under the Diſeaſe : _ 
Mortal 'twas thought, at leaſt by them deſir d, 
Who, impiouſly, into his Vears enquir d: 

As at a Signal, ſtraight the Sons prepare 
For open Force, and ruſh to ſudden War: 


Meeting, like Winds, broke looſe upon the Main, 
_ To prove, by Arms, whole Fate it was to pos. 


Aſap. Rebels and Parricides ! 


Arim. Brand not their Actions with fo foul a name: 


Pity, at leaſt, what we are forc'd to blame, 


When Death's cold hand has closd the Fathers Eye, 
You know the younger Sons are doom d * die. 


Leſs Ills are choſe greater to avoid, 


And Nature's Laws are by the States deſiroy'd. a. 


What Courage tamely could to Death conſent, 


And not, by ſtriking firſt, the blow prevent. * 
Who falls in Fight, cannot himſelf accuſe, © 
5 And he dies greatly, who a Crown purſues, at 
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| To them, Solyman Agah. 
Solym. A new Expreſs all Agra does affright : 
Darab and Aurenge-Zebe are join d in Fight, 
The preſs of People thickens to the Court, 
Th' impatient Crowd devouring the Report. 


Arim. T each changing News they chang'd Affections bring, 


And ſervilely from Fate expect a King. 


Solym. The Miniſters of State, who gave us Law, 
In corners, with ſelected Friends, withdraw : 
There, in deaf Murmurs, ſolemnly are wiſe ; 
Whiſp' ring, like Winds, e're Hurricanes ariſe. 


The moſt corrupt are moſt obſequious grown, 


And thoſe they ſcorn'd, officiouſly they own. 
Aſaph. In change of Government, | 
The Rabble rule their great Oppreſlors Fate : 
Do Sovereign Juſtice, and revenge the State. 
Solym. The little Courtiers who near come to know 


The depth of Factions, as in Mazes go, 
Where Int'reſt meet and croſs fo oft, that they 


With too much care are wilder'd in their way. 
Arim. What of the Emperor? 


Sohm. Unmov'd, and brave, he like himſelf appears, | 


And, meriting no ill, no danger fears: 
Let mourns his former vigour loſt ſo far, 
To make him now Spectator of a War: 


Repining that he muſt preferve his Crown 


By any help, or Courage, but of his own : 
Wiſhes each Minute he could unbeget 


Thoſe Rebel-Sons, who dare t'uſurp his Seat + 


To ſway his Empire with- unequal Skill, 


And mount a Throne, which none but he can fill. 
Arim. Oh! had he {till that Character maintain d, 

Of Valour, which in blooming Youth he gain d. 

He promis d in his Eaſt a Glorious Race; 

Now ſunk from his Meridian, ſets apace. 

But as the Sun, when he from Noon declines, 

And with abated heat, leſs fiercely ſhines, 

Seems to grow milder as he goes away, 

Pleaſing himſelf with the remains of Day: 


So he who, in his Youth, for Glory- ſtrove, 


Would recompence his Ape with Eaſe and Love. 
Aſaph. The name of Father hateful to him grows, 
Which, for one Son, produces him three, Foes. - 
Fazel. Darah, the Eldeſt bears a generous Mind; 


But to implacable Revenge inclin'd. 


Too openly does Love Hatred ſhow : 
A bounteous Maſter, but a deadly Foe. 


Solym. From Sujalꝰs Valour I ſhould much expe, 


But he's a Bigot of the Perſian Sect : 


And, by a Foreign Int'reſt ſeeks to reign, 


Hopeleſs by Love the Scepter to obtain. 


Aſaph. Morat's too infolent, too much a Braye, 


His Courage to his Envy is a Slave. 
What he attempts, if his Endeavours fail 


T' effect, he is refolv'd no other ſhall... 
Arim. But Aurenge-Zebe by no ſtrong Paſſion, a d, 
Except his Love, more temp'rate is, and weigh'd: 
This Atlas muſt our ſinking State uphold; 
In Council cool, but in performance bold: 
He ſums their Vertues in himſelf alone, 
And adds the greateſt of a Loyal Son: 
His Father's Cauſe upon his Sword he wears, 
And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears. 
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n 


Of thick ſprung Lances in a wa, Field. 


Surat he took; and thence, preventing Fame, 
By quick and painful Marches hither came. 


His Governments but as your Vice-Roy way d: 
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5 Two vaſt Rewards may Well his cy —_— "op 
A Parent's Bleſſing and a Miſtreſs Love. * 
If he ſucceed, his recompence, we hear, 
Muſt be the Captive Queen of Caſimere. 

To then, Abs. 

Abas. Miſchiefs on Miſchiefs, greater ſill, and more: 
The Neighb'ring Plain with Arms is cover'd & er: 3 
The Vale an Iron Harveſt ſeems tö yield 3 


The poliſh'd Steel gleams terribly from 8 mY mY | 

And every Moment nearer ſhews the War. 15 al 

The Horſes Neighing by the Wind is blown, 

And Caftl'd Elephants o'er-look the Town, , 15 
Aim. If, as I fear, Morat theſe Pow'rs Commands, 

Our Empire on the brink of Ruin ftands : * | 

Th' Ambitious Empreſs with her Son is joyn'd, 

And, in his Brother's abſence has deſign'd 

The unprovided Town to take with eaſe, 

And then, the Perſon of the King to ſeize. 
Solym. To all his former Iſſue the has ſhown 

Long-Hate, and labour d to advance her own. 
Abas. Theſe Troops are his. 


Since his approach, he to his Mother ſent, 
And two long Hours in cloſe Debate were ſpent. 
Axim. Tl to my Charge, the Cittadel repair, 


And ſhew my Duty by my timely Care. 


To them the Emperour with a Letter in his Hand: After bis an Ambaſſador, 


with a Train following. 
Aſaph. I fee, the Emperour! a fiery Red, 


His Brows and olowi ing Temples does Gerke, 
Morat has ſome diſpleaſing Meſſage ſent. 


Amb. Do not, Great Sir; miſconſtrue his intent: 
Not call Rebellion what was prudent Care, e 
To guard himſelf by neceſſary War: | NN 
While he believ'd you living, he obey'd; | 


But, when he thought you gone, 
T augment the number of the Bleſs'd above, 
He deem'd 'em Legacies of Royal Love: 


Nor arm'd his Brother's Portions to invade, 


But to defend the Preſent you had made. 

Emp. By frequent Meſlages, and ſtrict Commands, 
He knew my pleaſure to diſcharge his Bands: 
Proof of my Life my Royal Signet made; 


Jet till he arm'd, came on, and diſobey'd. 


Amb, He thought the Mandat forg d, your Death conceal d: 
And but delay'd, till Truth ſhould be reveal'd. 
Emp. News of my Death from Rumor he receiv d; 
And what he wiſhed, he eaſily believ d: 
But long demurr d, though. from my Hand he knew 
I livd, fo loth he was to think it true. _ 
Since he pleads Ignorance to that Command, 
Now let him ſhew his Duty, and disband. 
Amb. His Honour, Sir, will ſuffer in the Cauſe, 
He yieids his Arms unjuſt if he withdraws ; 
And begs his Loyalty may be declar d. 5 MARIO 
By owning thoſe he leads to be your. n . 
Emp. 1, in my {elf, have all the Guard Ines oo ra wt. | 1 
Bid the preſumptuous Boy draw off with ſpeed : 
It his audacious Troops one Hour remain, 
Wy Cannon trom the Fort ſhall ſcour. the Plain. 
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Hence from my fight without the leaſt reply : 


With length of Days, and every Day like this. 1 
For, from the Banks of Cenma news is brought, 1 


And, ſhould my Joy more high for this appear, 
it would have argud me before of Fear. 


Himſelf comes firſt, and will be here this Day; 


Who would not be the Hero of an Age ? 


ARE N EE EEE WW 


| Amb. Since you deny. = entrance, 18 demands 
His Wife, whom cruelly you hold in bands: 


Her, if unjuſtly, you from him detain, . 


He July will by force of Arms regain. 
Emp. Oer him and his, a right from Heaven 1 have : 


Subject and Son, he's doubly born my Slave. ö 


But whatſocer his own demerits. ä 
Tell him, I ſhall not make on Women, War. 


And yet Il do her Innocence the Grace, 


To keep her here, as in the ſafer place. ED : 
But, thou, who dar'ſt this bold defiance bring, 
May '{t feel the rage of an offended King. 


One word, nay, one look more and thou ſhalt dye. Exit Ambaſſador. 
Re-enter Arimant. 5 
Arim. May Heav'n, great Monarch, ſtill augment your bliſs 


Your *Army has a. bloody Battel tought : 3 | 1 5 * 

Darah from Loyal Aurenge-Zebe is fled ; a WM 

And Forty thouſand of his Men lie dead. | 

To Swjah next your conquring Army drew; FL 5 

Him they ſurpriz'd, and caſily o erthrew. = 
Emp. Tis well. 1 bw 
Arim. But well! What more could at your wiſh bs done, = | UN 

Than two ſuch Conqueſts gaind by ſuch a Son 2 1 


Vour Pardon, Mighty Sir; . . 5 
Lou ſeem not high enough your Joys to rate; | 


You ſtand indebted a vaſt Sum to Fate : 
And ſhould large Thanks for the great Bleſſing pay, 
Emp. My Fortune owes me great every Day. 


How is Heavn kind, where J have nothing won, 

And Fortune only pays me with my own ? 
Arim. Great Aurenge-Eebe did duteous Care exprels : 

And durſt not puſh too far his good Succels. 

But leit Morat the City ſhould attack, 

Commanded his Victorious Army back; 


Which, left to March as ſwiftly as they may, 0 : 


Before a cloſe form d Siege ſhut up his way, 
Emp. Prevent his purpoſe, hence, hence, with all thy ſpeed. 
Stop him; his entrance to the Town forbid. 
Arim. Ho w, Sir, your Loyal, your Victorious Son: 
Emp. Him, would I more than all the Rebels ſnun. 
Arim. Whom with your Powr and Fortune, Sir, you truſt. 
Now to ſuſpect is vain, as 'tis unjuſt. 
He comes not with a Train to move your fear, 
But truſts himſelf to be a Pris'ner here. 
You knew him brave, you know him faithful now : 
He aims at Fame, but Fame from ſerving you. 
'Tis faid, Ambition in his Breaſt does rage, 


All grant him prudent : Prudence Intereſt weighs, 

And Intereſt bids him ſeek your Love and Praiſe. 

| know you grateful ; when he march'd, from hence, 

You bad him hope an ample recompence : 

He conquer'd in that Hope, and from your hands, | 

His Love, the precious pledge he left, demands. 5 5 


Emp. No more; you ſearch too deep my wounded Mind : 
And thew me what 1 tear, and would not find. 


My Son has all the Debts of Duty patd : | En | 
Our Prophet ſends him to my preſent Aide: 


Such 
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_ Nay, now | have conteſs'd - 


And Virtue, though oppreſs'd, is ſtill alive. ttt 6 1 9 
But what ſucceſs cid your Injuſtice find ? „ö; ͤĩQ 
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"Wh Virtue to Alla were baſe and low: 
I'm not ungrateful - or I was not 0 | 
Inquire no further, ſtop his coming on: 
I will not, cannot, dare not ſee my Son. 
Arim. Tis now too late his entrance to prevent : 
Nor muſt I to your Ruin give conſent. 


At once your Peoples Heart and Son's you loſe : 


And give him all when you juſt things refuſe. _ 
Emp. Thou lov'ſt me ſure; thy Faith has oft been 8 
In ten pitch'd Fields not ſhrinking from my ſide, 
Yet giv'it me no Advice to bring me eaſe. ' 
Arim. Can you be cur'd, and tell not your Diſeaſe. ; 


1] askd you, Sir. 


Emp. Thou ſhould'ſt have ask d again: 


There "REM a ſecret Shame on guilty Men. 


Thou ſhouldt have pull'd the Secret from 7 Breaft, 
Torn out the bearded Steel to give me relt : 


At leaſt thou ſhould'ſt have guels d — 


Let thou art honeſt, thou could'ſt ne'er . gueſs d. 


Haſt thou been never baſe? Did Love ne er bend 
Thy frailer Virtue, to betray thy Friend? 
Flatter me, make thy Court, and ſay, it did: 

Kings in a Crowd would have their Vices hid.” | 
We would be kept in Count nance, fav'd from Shame: 
And own'd by others who commit the ſame. 


— > 


Thou ſeeſt me Naked, and 80 diſguiſe 
: Jour on Aurenge Lc FA With Rivals Eyes. 
has abroad my Enemies o'ercome, 
15 nd I have ſought to ruin him at Home. 
Arim. This free Confeſſion ſhews you long did ftrive : a 


Emp. What it deſerv'd, and not what 1 defign'd. 
Unmov'd ſhe ſtood, and deaf to all my dice F 
As Seas and Winds to ſinking Mariners. FF 
But Seas grow calm, and Winds are recoricil'd : 1 e 
Her Tyrant Beauty never grows more mild. . 
Prayers, Promiſes, and Threats Were all in vin. 

hay Then cure your ſelf by peperous Diſdain.” TT Po 

. Virtue, Diſdain, Diſpair, Toft have try'd, JC 
And "fois, have with new Arms my Foe defif'd ; „ 0 Wt wy 
This made me with ſo little Joy to hear © ft N 5 


© LES T5 TONE ME ES . 
The Victory, when I the Victor fear. 3 E 
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Arim. Something you ſwiftly mult reſolve to . „ 
Leſt Aurenge-Zebe your fecret, Love ſhould know.” ; iD ants 
Morat without does for your Ruin wait; Paws OY ne Te OD 
And would you loſe the Buckfer of your State : 555000 
A jealous Empreſs lies within: your ʒʒ © HH ernndtt = ern tee 
Too haughty to endure neglected Charms, FEET 
Your Son is duteous, but (as Man) he's irajf: CCC 
And juſt Revenge Oer Virtue may prevail. e 

Emp. Go then to Iudamora, ſay from me, | a. E ad 1.6 1 23 4 75 
Two Lives depend upon her Secteſie. ed e e eee ee 
Bid her conceal my Paſſion” from iny So. 5 1 amel. W e FR 
Though Aurenge-Zebe return a- Conquerorr. ae Alte 5 
Both he and ſhe are ſtill within m 7 power, 26 2 bob eb ee a 
Say, Im a Father, but a Lover td; 1 ee D unn hwy 
Much to my Son, more to my Self E OWwẽ .. rb eee WOE. ec. 


» 
* 
VS 


J 
— 


When ſhe receives him, to her words give Law: 1934 ber 217 ds Oh 


And even the kindneſs of her a— awe. . ” e 97 vel 1. 75 * _ ai 
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Euter Aurenge-Zebe, Dianet, and Attendants. au ener eb nels to bis Father, 


and kiſſes his Hand. 
Aur. My Vows have been ſucceſsful as my Sword: 
My Prayers are heard, you have your Health reſtor d. 
Once more tis given me to behold your Face: 
The beſt of Kings and Fathers to embrace. 
Pardon my Tears; tis Joy which bids em flow, 
A Joy which never was ſincere till now. | 
That which my Conqueſt gave, I could not prize; 
Or 'twas imperfect till I ſaw your Eyes. 

Emp. Turn the Diſcourſe : I have a reaſon why 
1 would not have you ſpeak ſo tenderly. 

Knew you what Shame your kind Expreſſions bring, 
You would in pity ſpare a wretched King. 

Aur. A King! you rob me, Sir, of half my due: 
You have a dearer Name, a Father too. ag 

Emp. | had that Name. 

Aur, —— What have I ſaid or done, 0 
That I no longer muſt be call'd your Son? 

'Tis in that Name, Heaven knows, I glory more, 
Than that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 

Emp. Then you upbraid me; I am pleas d to ſee 

Youre not ſo perfect, but can fail like me. 
I have no God to deal with. | 
1 Now I find 
Some ſly Court-Devil has ſeduc'd your Mind : 
Fill d it "wah black Suſpicions, not your own w: 
And all my Actions through falſe Opticks ſhown. 
I neer did Crowns ambitiouſſy regard : 
Honour I fought, the generous Mind's Reward. 
Long may you live! while you the Scepter ſway, 
I _— be ſtill moſt happy to obey. _ 
Oh Aurenge-Zebe ! thy Virtues ſhine too bright, 
They aſh too fierce : I, like the Bird of * 
Shut my dull Eyes, and ſicken at the ſight. 
Thou haſt deſery'd more Love than I can ſhow : 
But tis thy Fate to give, and mine to owe. | 
Thou ſeeft me much diſtemper d in my Mind: 
Pull'd back, and then puſl'd forward to be. kind. 
Virtue, and ——— fain I wou'd my ſilence break: 
But have not yet this confidence to ſpeak, 
Leave me, and to thy needful Reſt. repair, 
Ar. Reſt is not ſuiting with a Lover's Care, 
I have not yet my Inadamora ſeen. 

Emp. Somewhat I had forgot : Come back again: 
So weary of a Father's Company ! 

Aur. Sir, you were pleas'd your ſelf to Licenſe me. 

Emp. You made me no relation of the Fight, 
Beſides, a Rebels Any is in ſight. 

Adviſe me firſt : 
He goes to 1 I ſhould take 

A kind of envious Joy to keep him back. 

Vet to detain him makes my Love appear: : 

I hate his Preſence, and his Abſence fear. 

Aur. To ſome new Clime, or to thy Native Sky, 
O Friendleſs and forſaken Virtue 1 | 
Thy Iudian Air is deadly to thee grown: 
Deceit and canker d Malice rule thy Throne. 
Why did my Arms in Battel proſp rous prove, 
Jo gain the barren praiſe of Filial Love? 

The beſt of Kings by Women is miſled, 
Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a ſecond Bed. 
Againſt my ſelf I Victories have won, 
And by my fatal abſence am undone. 


O— — 


LI going. 


The Great-Mooul. 


gn To him Indamora, with Arimant. 
Bur here ſhe comes C 
In the calm Harbour of whoſe gentle Breaſt, 
My Tempeſt-beaten Soul may ſafely reſt. 
Oh, my Heart's Joy! what-c'er my Sorrows be, 
They ceaſe and vaniſh in beholding thee : 5 
Care ſhuns thy Walks; as at the chearful Light, 
The groaning Ghoſts and Birds obſcene take flight. 
By this one view, all my paſt pains are paid: 
And all 1 have to come more eaſie made. | 
Ind. Such ſullen Planets at my Birth did ſhine, OY 
They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine. 
Fly the purſuit of my diſaſtrous Love, 
And from unhappy Neighbourhood remove. 
Aur. Bid the laborious Hind, „ 
Whoſe harden'd Hands did long in Tillage toil, 
Neglect the promis'd Harveſt of the Soil. 3 
Should I, who cultivated Love with Blood, 
Refuſe poſſeſſion of approaching good 2 _ 
Ind. Love is an airy Good Opinion makes: 
Which he who only thinks he has, partakes. 
Seen by a ſtrong Imagination's Beam, _ 
That tricks and dreiies up the gaudy Dream; 
Preſented ſo, with Rapture 'tis enjoy d: 
Rais d by high Fancy, and by low deſtroy'd. 
Aur. If Love pe Viſion, mine has all the Fire, 
Which, in firſt Dreams, young Prophets does inſpire : 
J Dream, in you, our promis'd Paradiſe : 
An Ages tumult of continu'd Bliſs. 
But you have ſtill your Happineſs in doubt: 
Or elſe tis paſt, and you have dreamt it out. 
Ind. Perhaps not fo. : e 
Aur, —— —. Can Indamora prove 
So alter' d? Is it but, Perhaps you love ? 
Then farewel all, 1 thought in you to find 
A Balm, to cure my much diſtemper'd Mind. 
I came to grieve a Father's Heart eftrang'd ; 
But little thought to find a Miſtreſs chang'd : | 
Nature her felt is chang'd to puniſh me: , 
Virtue turn'd Vice, and Faith Inconſtancy. 
Ind. You heard me not Inconſtancy confeſs : 
"Twas but a Friends Advice to love me leſs. 
Who knows what adverſe Fortune may befal 2 
Arm well your Mind; hope little, and fear all. 
Hope, with a goodly proſpect, feeds your Eye: | 
Shows, from a riſing Ground, poſſeſſion nigh, „5 
Shortens the diſtance, or o'er-looks it quite: 
80 eaſie tis to travel with the hrt 
Aur. Then to deſpair you would my Love betray, 
By taking Hope, its laſt kind Friend, away. 
You hold the Glaſs, but turn the Perſpective, 
And farther off the leſſen d Object drive: 

' You bid me fear: in that your change I know : 
You would prepare me for the coming Blow. 
But, to prevent you, take my laſt Adieu; 

III fadly tell my ſelf, you are untrue, 

Rather than ſtay to hear it told by you. | 
Ind. Stay, Aurenge-Zebe, I muſt not let you go,) 
And yet believe your ſelf your own worſt Foe, > 
Think I am true, and ſeek no more to know. 
Lei in my Breaſt the fatal Secret lie, 
*Tis a ſad Riddle, which, if known, we die. | 
Aug. Fair Hypocrite, you {eek to cheat in vain ; 

Your ſilence argues you ask time to feign, 
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[Going. 


[Seeming to pauſe. 


75 


Both is a ſound of Joy y. 


Baſe as hes great; and need I tell you who : 


Once more, farewel : The IP in Ove is laid, 
'Tis my own fault if I am now betray d. | 
Ind. Yet once more ſtay ; you ſhall believe me true, 
Though in one Fate I wrap my ſelf and you. 
Your abſence 
Arim. ———Hold ; you know the hard Command 
I muſt obey ; you only can withſtand 
Your own miſhap, I beg you on my Knee, 
Be = unhappy by your 'own Decree. 
. Speak, Madam, by (if that be yet an Oath) 
You Love, I'm pleas'd we {hould be ruin'd both. 


In Death's dark Bow'rs our Bridals we will keep: 

And his cold Hand 

Shall draw the Curtain when we go to ſleep. | "3h 
Ind. Know then, that Man whom both of us did truſt 0 

Has been to you unkind, to be unjuſt. 

The Guardian of my Faith ſo falſe did prove, 

As to ſolicite me with lawleſs Love: 

Pray'd, Promis'd, Threatn'd, all that Man could do, ..- 


Aug. Les; for vil not believe my Father meant : 
Speak quickly, and my impious Thoughts prevent. 

Ind. You've ſaid ; wiſh I could ſome other name 

Arim, My Duty muſt excuſe me, Sir, from blame. 
A Guard there. 


Enter Gan 5 
Aur. Slave, for me» 
 Arim. - My Orders are 
Jo ſeize this Princeſs, whom the Laws of War 
Long ſince made Priſoner. 
Aur. —— — Villain. 
arm. Sir, I know 
Your Birth, nor durſt another call me ſo. 
Aur. 1 have redeem'd her; and as mine ſhe's free. 1 
Arim. Lou may have right to give her liberty : | — 
But with your Father, Sir, that right diſpute, — 
For his Commands to me were abſolute; | 1 
If ſhe diſclos'd his Love, to uſe the right 15 
Of War, and to ſecure her from your ſight. : 8 
” a Til reſcue her, or die. [ Dravs. 5 
And you, my Friends, tho few, are yet too bude x 3 
To ſee your Gen'rals Miſtreſs made As Draw, 4 
Ind. Hold, my dear Love / if ſo much Pow'r there lies, ; I 
As once you own'd, in Indamora's Eyes. = 
' Loſe not the Honour you have early won; 3 
But ſtand the blameleſs Pattern of a Son. 1 
My Love your Claim inviolate ſecures: 
Tis writ in Fate, I can be only yours. 
My Suflerings for you make your Heart my due: 
Be worthy me, as I am worthy you. 
I've thought, and bleſs'd be you who gave me time: Aur. Putting up his Sword. 
My Virtue was ſurpriz'd into a Crime. 
Strong Virtue, like ſtrong Nature, ſtruggles ill : 
Exerts it (elf, and then throws off the ill. 
I to a Son's and Lover's Praiſe aſpire : | 
And muſt fulfil the parts which both require. | 8 | = 


Ho dear the cure of Jealouſie has coſt ! 
With too much Care and Tenderneſs y are loſt ! 


So the fond Youth from Hell redeem” his Prize, 


Till — back, ſhe vaniſh'd from his * TO [Exeunt ſeverally. 
ACT 


Morat was thrice repuls'd, but thrice by you. 


Deſpair and Death among the Soldiers ſent! 
You, the bold Omrah tumble from the Wall : 


Our Wives and Children reſcu'd from the Prey: 
Know your own Intereſt, Sir, where e er you lead, 


Employ their Swords, like mine, for noble ends. 
No more: Remember you have bravely done : 
Shall Treaſon end, what Loyalty begun : 

Town no wrongs, ſome grievance I confeſs, 


The Great-Mogul. Dog . = 13 


Tr . 


Betwixt the A cTS a Warlike Tune is plaid, ſhooting off Guns, and ſhouts of 
Soldiers are heard as in an Aſſault. 


Aurenge-Zebe, Arimant, Aſaph Chan, Fazel Chawn, Solyman: } 


Aur. \ \ Hat Man could do, was by Morat perform'd : 
The Fortrefs thrice himſelf in Perſon ſtorm'd. 
Loour Valour bravely did th' Aſſault ſuſtain : 
And fill'd the Moats and Ditches with the Slain. 0 
Till, mad with Rage, into the Breach he fir d: 
Slew Friends and Foes, and in the Smoak retir d. 
Arim. To us you give what Praiſes are not due: 


High, over all, was your great Conduct ſhown : 
You fought our ſafety, but forgot your own. | 
Aſaph. Their Standard, planted on the Battlement, 


And ſhouts of Victory purſu'd his Fall. 
| Fazel. To you, alone, we owe this proſp'rous Day: 


We jointly vow to owe no other Head. „ or 
Soiym. Your wrongs are known, impoſe but your Commands. 

This hour ſhall bring you twenty thoutand Hands. ” 
Aur. Let them who truly would appear my Friends, 


But Kings, like Gods, at their own time redreſs. 
Yet, ſome becoming boldneſs I may ule: : ; 


I've well deſerv'd, nor will he now retule. : [Afide. 
FI ſtrike my Fortunes with him at a hear. „ . : 
And give him not the leiſure to forget. [Exit attended by the Omrahs. 


Arim. Oh! Indamora, hide theſe fatal Eyes: 
Too deep they wound whom they too ſoon ſurprize: 
My Virtue, Prudence, Honour, Intereſt, all 
Before this Univerſal Monarch fall. 
Beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray 


Who can tread ſure on the ſmooth ſlippery way. 


Pleas'd with the Paſſage, we ſlide ſwiftly on, 
And ſee the Dangers which we cannot ſhun. 
To him Indamora. 
Ind. 1 hope my Liberty may reach thus far: 


Theſe Terras-walks within my limits are. 


came to ſeek you, and to let you know, 


How much I to your generous Pity owe. _ 4. 263 


The King, when he delign'd you for my Guard, 
Reſolv'd he would not make my Bondage hard: 
If otherwiſe, you have deceiv'd his end; 


And whom he meant a Guardian, made a Friend. 


Arim. A Guardian's Title I muſt own with ſhame : 
But ſhould be prouder of another Name. 
Ind. And therefore twas I chang'd that Name before: 
I call'd you Friend, and could you wiſh for more: 
 Arim, I dare not ask for what you would not grant: 
But wiſhes, Madam, are extravagant. 
They are not bounded with things poſſible: 
I may wiſh more than I preſume to tell. FO EEE, 
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Defire's the vath extent of Humane Mind, 
It mounts above, and leaves * Hope behind. 


1 could with ——— 


Jud. What: 


Arim. Why did you ſpeak 2 you've daſh'd my Fancy quits : : 


Ev'n in the approaching Minute of Delight. 
] muſt take breath 
Ere I the Rapture of my wiſh renew, 
And tell you then, it terminates in you. 
Ind. Have you conſiderd what th' event would be ? 
Or know you, Arimant your ſelf, or me? 
Were I no Queen, did you my Beauty weigh, 
My Youth in Bloom, your Age in its decay ? 
Arim. I my own judge, condemn d my ſelf before: 
For pity aggravate my Crime no more. 
So weak I am, I with a frown am ſlain: 
You need have us'd but half ſo much diſdain. 
Ind. 1 am not cruel yet to that degree : 


Have better Thoughts both of your (elf, and me. 


Beauty a Monarch 1s, | 
Which Kingly Power Magnificently proves, 
By crowds of Slaves, and Peopled Empire loves. 
And ſuch a Slave as you, what Queen would loſe ? 
Above the reſt ; I Arimant would chuſe: 
For Counſel, Valour, Truth, and Kindneſs too, 
All could with in Man, I find in you. 
 Arim. What Lover could to greater Joy be rais at 
Jam, methinks, a God, by you thus prais'd. 
Ted. To what may not deſert, like yours, pretend 2 
You have all Qualities —— that fit a Friend. 
Arim. So Mariners miſtake the promis'd Coaſt : 
And, with full Sails, on the blind Rocks are loſt. 
Think you my aged Veins ſo faintly beat, 
They riſe no higher than to Friendſhips heat: 
So weak your Charms, that, like a Winter's Night, 


 Twinkling with Stars, they freeze me while they light? 


Ind. Miſtake me not, good Arimant, I know 
My Beauty's Powr, and what my Charms can do. 
You your own Talent have not learn'd ſo well ; 


But practiſe one, where you can ne er excell. 


You can at moſt, 


| To an indiffrent Lovers praiſe pretend: 


But you would ſpoil an admirable Friend. 

Aim. Never was Amity ſo highly priz d; 
Nor ever any Love ſo much deſpis d. 
Evn to my ſelf ridiculous I grow; 

And would be angry if I knew but how. 

Ind. Do not. Your Anger, like your Love, 1s vain : 
When eer I pleaſe, you mult be pleasd again, 
Knowing what pow'r I have your Will to bend, 

TI uſe it; for I need juſt ſuch a Friend. 
You muſt perform, not what you think is fit: 
But to what-ever I propoſe, ſubmit. 

Arim. Madam, you have a ſtrange Aſcendant gain'd ; 

You uſe me like a Courſer, Spurr'd and Rein'd : 

It I fly out, my fierceneſs you Command, 

Then ſooth, and gently ſtroke me with your Hand. 

Impoſe; but uſe your power of Taxing well: 

When Subjects cannot Pay, they ſoon Rebel. 

Euter the Emperour, unſeen by them. 

ſad. My Rebels puniſhment would eaſie prove: 

You know y'are in my pow'r by making Love. 

Arim. Would I, without diſpute, your Will obey, 
And could you, in return, my Life betray 2 
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Leave me, and tell thy ſelf in my excuſe, 


Adviſe him not to ſhock a Father's Will. 


— 


"Th Great Mogul. 3 1 


Emp. What 1 Arimant, is this you fear ? 


Or what Love ſecret which 1 "muſt not hear ? 


Theſe alter'd Looks ſome inward Motion ſhow, =p 
His Cheeks are pale, and yours with bluſhes olow. To her. 
Ind. Tis what, with Juſtice, may my Anger move : 
He has been bold, and talk d to me of Love. 
Arim. | am betray'd, and ſhall be doom'd to die ! (Ade. 
Emp. Did he, my Slave, preſume to look fo high « 
That crawling Inſect, who from Mud began, 
Warm'd by my Beams, and kindl'd into Man ? 
Durſt he, who does but for my pleaſure live, 
Intrench on Love, my great Prerogative 2 - 
Print his baſe Image on his Sovereign's Coin? 
Tis Treaſon if he ſtamp his Love with mine. 
Aim. "Tis true, I have been bold; bus if 4t be 
A Crime 
Ind. -- He means, tis only »” | 
You, Sir, ſhould praiſe, what I muſt diſapprove : Foy fre 


He inſolently talk'd to me of Love: 
But, Sir, twas yours, he made it in your Name : : 
You, if you pleaſe, may all he ſaid diſclaim. 


Emp. | muſt diſclaim whate'er he can expreſs : : 


His groveling Senſe will ſhew my Paſſion leſs. 


But ſtay, if what he ſaid my Meſlage DEC 

What Fear, what Danger could arrive from me ? 

He faid, he fear'd you would his Life betray. 
Ind. Should he preſume again, perhaps I may. 


Though in your hands he hazard not his . 


Remember, Sir, your Fury of a Wife: 

Who, not content to be reveng'd on you, 

hon 4 of your Paſſion will purſue. 
If I but hear her nam'd, Im ſick that bey; 


| The 2 is mortal, and frights Life away. 
Forgive me, Arimant, my jealous 8 


Diſtruſt in Lovers is the Tender's fault. 


Love, and a Crown, no Rivalſhip can bear; : - Hap | 
And precious things are ſtill poſſeſs with fear. fd Exit Arimant Bewing. 
This, Madam, my excuſe to you may plead; . 
Love ſhould forgive the Faults which Love has made. 
Ind. From me, What pardon can you hope to be 5 
Robb d of my Love, and treated as a Slave? 
Emp. Force 1s the laſt Relief which Lovers find: 
And 'tis the beſt excuſe of oman- kind. i 
Ind. Force never yet a generous Heart did ein; 118 21Uʃ 
We yield on parley, but are ſtorm'd in vain. 7 30 


| Conſtraint in all things makes the pleaſure. leſs; ; 


Sweet is the Love which comes with willingneſs. 
| Emp. No; tis reſiſtance that inflames deſire: 
Sharpens the Darts of Love, and blows. 8 Fire... ui A b £ 
N is diſarm'd that meets Vith 40% muck ceaſe :- - 1 +; - rid 
He languiſhes, and does not care to pleaſe. 74 10 
And therefore tis your Golden Fruit you guard 
h ſo much eare, to make poſſeſſion 0 
Ind. Was't not enough, you took my;Crown. away 
But cruelly you muſt my Love betray 2 


4 


I was well- pleas d to have transferr d my Right, 


And better chang d your claim of Lawleſs. Might, 

By taking him, whom you eſteem'd above en gn W 
Your other Sons, and taught me firſt to Love. DOES Ap. 
Emp. My Son, by. my Command his. a muſt leer: dr 0b 
I bad him love, 1 bid him now forbear. gs ae eu 7 
If you have any kindneſs for him ſtill, un il de 
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Then let me ſee him, and III try to obey. 


754 Maſt J advice 


Emp. 1 had forgot, and dare not truſt your way. 
But ſend him word, 
He has not here an Army to Command : 
Remember he and you are in my Hand. 

Ind. Yes. in a Father's Hand, whom he has ferv'd z 
And, with the hazard of his Life, preſerv d. 
But piety to you, unhappy Prince, 


Becomes a Crime, and Duty an Offence : 


Againſt your ſelf you with your Foes combine, 
And ſeem your own deſtruction to deſign. 
Emp. You may be pleas'd your Politicks to ſpare : 
I'm old enough, and can my ſelf take care. 
Ind. Advice from me was, I confeſs, too bold : 
Ware old enough, it may be, Sir, too old. 


Emp. You pleaſe your ſelf with your contempt of Age: 
But Love, neglected, will convert to Rage. 


If on your Head my Fury does not turn, 
Thank that fond Dotage which ſo much you ſcorn. 


But, in another's Perſon you may prove, 
There s warmth for Vengeance left, though not for Love. 


Re. enter Arimant, 
Arim. The Empress has the nti-Chambers paſt, 
And this way moves with a diſorder'd haſte: . 
Her Brows, the ſtormy Marks of Anger bear. 


Emp. Madam, retire : dhe muſt not find you here. 


Enter Nourmahal haſtily. 
Nour. What have done, that Nourmahal mul prove 
The ſcorn and triumph of a Rival's Love > _ 
My Eyes are ſtill the fame, each Glance, each Grace, 
Keep their firſt Luſtre, and maintain their Place; 
Not ſecond yet to any other Face. | 


Emp. What Rage tranſports you? Are you well awake ? 


— 
— 2 
4 


Such Dress dittracted Minds in Feavers make. 


Nour. hoſe Feavers you have givn, thoſe Dreams have bred, 
By broken Faith, and an abandon'd Bed. 


Such Viſions hourly- paſs before my fight : 


Which from my Eyes their balmy ſlumbers fright, 3 
In the ſevereſt ſilence of the Night. 8 e 


Viſions which in this Citadel are ſeen ; 


Bright, Glorious Viſions of a Rival Queen, airy 2 8 5 5 
Emp. Have patience, my firſt Flames can ne er dec FL 2. 
Theſe are but Dreams, and ſoon will pals away. 


Thou know'ſt, my Heart, my Empire, all is thine : : 


In thy own Heav'n of Love ſerenely ſhine : 

Fair as the Face of Nature did appear, 

When Flowers firſt peep'd, and Trees did Bloſſoms ME. i: 
And Winter had not yet deform'd th' inverted Year. . : 


Calm as the Breath which fans our Eaſtern Groves, 


And bright as when thy Eyes firſt lighted up our Loves. 


Let our Eternal Peace be ſeal'd by this, | 333 
With the firſt Ardour of a Nuptial Kiſs. | { Offers to Kiſs hers 


Nour. Me would you have, me your faint Kiſſes prove, 


The dregs and droppings of enervate Love ? 5 : 
Muſt J your cold long- labouring Age ſuſtain, _ — 


And be to empty Joys provok'd in vain ? 

Receive your ſighing after other Charms, 

And take an abſent Husband in my Arms? ng 
Emp. Even theſe Reproaches I can bear from you, 

You doubted of my Love, believe it true. 5 4 

Nothing but Love this Patience could produce, 3 kinks 

And | allow your Rage that kind excule, As SE 112 


Exit Indamora with Arimant. 
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Nour. Call it not Patience, tis your Guilt lands mute: 
Vou have a Cauſe too foul to bear diſpute. 
You wrong me firſt, and urge my Rage to riſe, 
Then I mult paſs for Mad, you, Meck and N. iſe, 
Good Man, plead Merit by your ſoft Replies, 
Vain priviledge, poor Women have of Tongue: 
Man can ſtand ſilent and reſolve on wrong. 
Emp. What can 1 more? my Friendſhip you refuſe, 
And even my Mildneſs, as my Crime accuſe. 
Nour. Your fallen ſilence cheats not me, falſe Man; 
I know you think the bloudieſt things you can. 
Could, y ou accuſe me, you would raiſe your Voice: 
Watch' for my Crimes, and in my Guilt rejoyce. 
But my known Virtue is from ſcandal fre, 
And leaves no ſhadow for your Calumny. 
Emp. Such Virtue is the plague of Human Life: 
A Virtuous Woman but a curſed Wie, 
In vain of pompous Chaſtity y' are proud: 
Virtue's Adultery of the Tongue when loud. 
J, with leſs pain, a Proſtitute could bear, 
Than the ſhrill ſound of Virtue, Virtue hear. 
In unchaſie Wives- 
_ There's yet a kind of recompenſing eaſe : 
Vice keeps em humble, gives em care to pleaſe: 
But againſt clamorous W. irtue, what defence? 
It ſtops our Mouths, and gives your noiſe pretence. 
Nour. Since Virtue does your Indignation raiſe, = 
Tis pity but you had that Wife you preise. f 
our own wild Appetites are prone to rati; 
And then you tax our Humours with your cli... 
Emp. What can be ſweeter than our Native hou 
Thither for eaſe, and ſoft repoſe, we come : 
Home is the facred refuge of our Life : 
| Securd from all approches, but a Wife. 
If thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no doubt: 
None but an Inmate Foe could force us out. 
Clamours, our privacies uneaſie make: 


Birds leave their Neſts diſturb'd, and Beaſts chair Haunts forlake. 
Nour. Honour's my Crime that hath your heat bred: 

You take no pleaſure in a Virtuous Bed. 
_ Emp. What pleaſure can there be in that Eſtate, 
Which your unquietneſs has made me hate ? 

I ſhrink far off 

Diſſembling Sleep, but wakeful with the ch, 

The Day takes off the pleaſure of the Night. _ 
Nour, My Thoughts no other Joys but Pow purſue:, ; 

Or if chey did, they muſt be loſt in you. | 

And yet the fault's not mine ——— | 

Though Youth and Beauty cannot warmth command; | 

The Sun in vain ſhines on the barren Sa and. | 
Emp. Tis true, of Marriage Bands I'm weary grown; 1 

Love ſcorns all ties, but thoſe that-are his 1 

Chains that are drag'd, muſt needs uneaſie, prove; 4 £ = 

For there's a God-like liberty in Love.“ 3 
Nour. What's Love to you? 3 1 

The Bloom of Beauty other Vears ac LR . 

Nor will be gather'd by ſuch wither d Hands: 

You importune it with a falſe deſire, OY Sq 

Which ſparkles out, and makes no e . 

IThis impudence of Age, whence can it ſpri 

All you expect, and yet you nothing bring. 


Eager to ask, when you are paſt a Grant; % „ 07” 
Nice in providing what you cannot Want. 8 08. 
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Sollicite nor your ſelf, and her, in vain. 
All other Debts may compenſation find : 
But Love is ſtrict, and will be paid in kind. 
Emp. Sure of all Ills Domeſtick are the worſt; 
When moſt ſecure of Blellings, we are curlt, 
When we lay next us what we hold molt dear, 
Like Hercules, invenomd Shirts we wear. | 
And cleaving Miſchiets, 
Nour. What you merit, have: 


And ſhare, at leaſt, the Miſeries you gave. 


Your days Iwill alarm, I'll haunt your Nights. 
And, worſe than Age, diſable your Delights. 
May your ſick Fame till languiſh till it dye: 
All Offices of Pow'r neglected lye, 
And you grow cheap in every Subject's Eye. 
Then as the greateſt Curſe that I can give; 
Unpity'd, be deposd: and after live. 

Emp. Stay; and now learn, 
How Criminal ſoc'er we Husbands are, 
'Tis not for Wives to puſh our Crimes too far. 
Had you ſtill Miſtreſs of your Temper been, 
] had been modeſt, and not own'd my Sin. 
Your Fury hardens me, and whate'er wrong 
You ſuffer, you've cancell'd by your Tongue. 


A Guard there ; ſeize her : ſhe ſhall know this Hour, 
[ Guards 


What is a Husband's, and a Monarch's Powr. 
| Enter Aurenge- Lebe. 


Nour. I ſee for whom your Charter you maintain: 


1 muſt be fetter d, and my Son be ſlain, 
That Zel/yma's ambitious Race may Reign. 
Not fo, you promisd when my Beauty drew 
All Alas Vous; when Perſia left for you 
The Realm of Caudahar for Dow'r I brought: 


That long contended Prize for which you fought. 
Aur. The name of Step-Mother, your practis d Art, 
By which you have eſtrang'd my Fathers Heart, 


All you have done againſt me, or deſign, 
Shews your averſion, but begets not mine. 
Long may my Father 7zdia's Empire Guide: 
And may no breach your Nuptial Vows divide. 


Emp. Since Love obliges not, I from this Hour, 


Aſſume the right of Man's Deſpotick Pow'r : 
Man 1s by Nature form'd your Sexes Head : 
And 1s himſelf the Cannon of his Bed. 

In Bands of Iron fetter d you ſhall be: 
An eaſter Yoke than what you put on me. 


Aur, Though much I fear my Int'reſt is not great, 


Let me your Royal Clemency intreat. 


Secrets of Marriage {till are Sacred held: 


There ſweet and bitter by the Wiſe conceal'd. 
Errors of Wives reflect on Husbands {till : 
And, when divulg'd, proclaim you've choſen ill. 
And the myſterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne, 
Should always be maintain'd, but rarely ſhown. 


Emp. To fo perverſe a Sex all Grace is vain ; 


it gives em courage to offend again; 
For with teign'd Tears they penitence pretend: 
Again are pardon d, and again offend. 


Fathom our pity when they ſeem to grieve ; 


Only to try how far we can forgive. 
Till lanching out into a Sea of ſtrife, 
They ſcorn all Pardon, and appear all Wife. 


8 AURENGE-ZEBE; Or, _ 


Have Conſcience, give not her you love this pain : 


{Going off. 


ſeizes her. 


—_— * . 


"The Great Maga. > 7 1 8 Þ® | 6 T9 


2 ITY $4 4 v 
CB b r 1 a < 2 r r 
4 * 1 A 2 «a 12 — 
1 — — 
* 


But be it as you Sled: fot your loyd ak, Ra es 

This laſt and fruitleſs Trial I will make. 1 2 | bra Oe a 
In al Requeſts, your right of Merit uſe : $3i#/ 3.51 30 8 n 134 oy £ 
And know, There is but one I can refuſe. 107.309 - (12% 4, 4-123 


Hie figns to the n, ant 200 ſemove from the enn. 


Nour. You' ve done enough, for ou defi gad my Chains: 255 
The Grace is vaniſh'd, but th'A 


ont remains. 1 7 3 
Nor is't a Grace, or for his Merit CCC TR I Rey 

You durſt no farther, for you fear'd my Sock 8 3 e 

This you have gain d by the rough courſe you pro C 


I'm paſt Repentance, and you paſt: . 9 5 de, «i 4s 


A Spirit ſo untam d the VVerld ne et bree 
Aur. And yet worſe: uſage had incens d her more.” ee e iy aa 
But ſince by no Obligement ſhe' is ty'd, e de ban . e 
You mult betimes for your Defence” provide. , ND TE OWE, 
I cannot idle in your danger ſtand; 1 515.1 tao = VVV 
But beg once more I may your Arms Cominand. A tro an 
Two Battles your auſpicious : Cauſe has won; 1 5 
My Sword can perfect what it has . | 5 34 
And from your VValls diſlodge that Bacher Soll. 25 * 
Emp. My Son, your Valour has, this Day, wall ach, 
None can enough admire, or praiſe too much. AR 
But now, with reaſon, your Suceefs I doubt: 
Her Faction's ſtrong within, his Arms without. , . 
Aur, I left the City in a Panick „ proton „ 
Lions they are in Council, Lambs in Fight. © i e 15 
But my own Troops by Mireah led, are CTCL 
„ by to morrow's Dawn, expect em _T 5: 
To favour em Tl .. SD wn: 
And through our ſlaughter'd Foes enlarge their way! ME rae i. 
©: Ep. Age has not: e,, | e 
So ſhrunk my Sinews, or ſo chill'd my Veins,” 5 
But conſcious Virtue in my Breaſt ternains. 5 
But had I noW 5 
That Strength, with which boling Youth, was Saghe ; 
VVhen in the Vale of Balaſor I fought, 
And from Bengale their Captive Monarch brought. 
VVhen Elephant gainſt Elephant did rear 
His Trunk, and Caſtles'juſtF'd in the Air. 
My Sword thy way to Victory had ſhown : | 1 
And ow'd the Conqueſt to it ſelf alone. VVV | 
Aur. Thoſe fair Ideas to my Aid PII call, 5 
And emulate my great Original. C ͤ te Tons 
Or, it they fail, n „ {om 57 
The Pow'r of Love, and Hndamora's Charms. . 1 36 l :oT 
Emp. ] doubt the happy Influence of your Star; Load oy oro t heb 
T' invoke a Captives Name bodes ill in V Var. VVV 
Aur. Sir, give me leave to fy, What ever loo) 
The Omen prove: it haded f EIT iE 4 2, 
Your Royal Promiſe, when I went to fight; - Bo ee eee Eaves 1 
Oblig' d me to reſign a Victor's Right. er Bagg 2 r 
Her Liberty 1 fought o ¾²˙¼,i é... i art a. 
And claim it as your Genetal, and your ga : ee net iery" 
Emp. My Ears ſtill ring with noiſe, Im vex'd FE Dat 1 
Tongue-kill'd, and have not yet recover 'd breatli. e 
Nor will 1 be preſcrib'd my time by Tu: e e 


Firſt end the V Var, and then your Claim reney 2 e e h = . $ e 5 Rs 
VVhile to your Conduct I my Fortune truſt; + . oa} 30 064% n 30800; 1 
To keep this Pledge of Duty is but Juſt, _ 1 0575 + ele 161 00 
Aur. Some hidden Cauſe your Jexlouſie does moe 00 nn 
Or you could ne er ſuſpect my Loyal Love. Sause but. e MT 
_ Emp. VVhat Love ſoever by an Heir is ſhi Fu, YO = 1 eric <6 4 
He waits but time to ſtep into the Throne: 1255 . a Len red 2218; n 
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Or, 


You're neither juſtifi d, not yet accus d: 
Mean while, the Pris ner with reſpect is us d. 

Aur. 1 know the kindneſs of her Guardian ſuch, 
I need not fear too little, but too much - 
But how, Sir, How have you from Vertue ſwerv'd ? 
Or what ſo ill return have I deſerv-! d i 
You doubt not me, nor have I ſpent my Blood, 
To have my Faith no better underſtood: _ 
Your Souls above the baſeneſs of diſtruſt ; _ 
Nothing but Love could make you ſo unjuſt. 


4 


Emp. You know your Rival then; and know tis / 
The Sons ſhould to the Father's Claim ſubmit. 
Aur. Sons may have Right which they can never quit. 


Your ſelf firſt made that Title which I claim: 
Firſt bid me love, and authoris'd my flame. 
Emp. The value of my Gift 1 did not know : 


If I could give, I can reſume it too. 


*,% 


Aur. Recal your Gift, for I your power confeſs 2 


But firſt, take back my Life, a Gift that's leſs. 
Long Life would now but a long burthen prove: 
You're grown unkind, and I have loſt your Love. 


My Grief let unbecoming Speeches fall : _ 


I ſhould have dyd, and not complain'd at all. a 
Emp. Witneſs 95 Powers, : 


How much I ſuffer'd, and how long I firove 


Againſt th'aſſaults of this imperious Love 


I repreſented to my ſelf the ſhame _ 

Of perjur'd Faith, and violated Fame. 
Your great deſerts, how ill they were repay d; 
All Arguments in vain, I urg'd and weigh'd : 


For mighty Love, who Prudence does deſpiſe, 


For Reaſon, ſhew'd me Indamoras Eyes. 
What would you more, my Crime I fadly view, 
Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purſue. 

Aur. Since you can love, and yet your Error ſee, 
The ſame reſiſtleſs Pow'r may plead for me. 


With no leſs Ardor I my claim purſue : 


love, and cannot yield her even to you. 


Emp. Your Elder Brother's, tho' o'ercome, have Right: 
The Youngeſt yet in Arms prepard to Fight. Pe 


But, yielding her, I firmly have decreed, 

That you alone to Empire ſhall ſucceed. 
Aur. To after Ages let me ſtand a ſhame, 

When I exchange for Crowns my Love or Fame. 


You might have found a mercenary Son, 
To profit of the Battels he had won: 


Had I been ſuch what hinder'd me to take 


The Crown ? Nor had th' exchange been yours to make. 


While you are living, I no right pretend ; _ 
Wear it, and let it where you pleaſe, 1 


But from my Love, tis Sacrilege to part: 


There, there's my Throne in Indamora's Heart. 


_ Emp. "Tis in her Heart alone that you muſt Reign; 


You'll find her Perſon difficult to gain. 

Give willingly what I can take by force: 

And know, Obedience is your ſafeſt courſe. | 
Aur. Im taught by Honour's Precepts to obey : 

Fear to Obedience is a ſlaviſh way. MS 0 

If ought my want of Duty could beget ; 

You take the moſt prevailing means, to threat : 


Pardon your Blood that boils within my Veins ; 


It riſes high, and Menacing diſdains. | 
Even Death's become to me no dreadful Name: 
I've often met him, and have made him tame. 
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Curling the Empreſs: for they think it done 
By her procurement, to advance her Son. 


Honour, which only does the Name advance, 


eee 


In fighting F . FRE our Acquaintance grew, f 
I aw him, and contemn'd him firſt for you-- Jos 
Emp. Of formal Duty make no more thy boaſt: — _. 
Thou diſobey'ſt where it concerns me moſt. _ 
Fool, with both Hands thus ro puſh back a Crown: 
And headlong caſt thy ſelf from Empire down. 
Though Nourmahal J hate, her Son ſhall Reign: es 
Inglorious thou, by thy own fault remain. 3 
Thy Younger Brother l admit this hour: ee eee A 
So mine ſhall be thy Miſtreſs, his thy power. ieee T H (Exit. * 
Aur. How vain is Virtue which dire&s our ways Je e e 
Through certain Danger, to uncertain Praiſe! ' | a gi: Fans eee 
Barren and airy Name! Thee Fortune flies; 0 
With thy lean Train, the Pious and the Wife, ' © en 
Heav'n takes thee at thy Word, without regard Rs OT en ALT” 
And lets thee poorly be thine own Reward. IDO: 30 23908 "140 nen 
The World is made for the bold impious Men, er en e ane 


Who ſtops at nothing, ſeizes all he can. 
Juſtice to Merit does weak Aid afford; TO 1 
She truſts her Ballance, and neglects her SW ora. 
Virtue is nice to take what's not her own' ee OSHS 


And, while ſhe long conſults, the Prize 1s gone. Bn BOD ee eee 0) $1 
"To him Dignkeo7 1.5! 122050 VF 
Dia. Forgive the Bearer of unhappy News: OE ee COERCE Fu, 
Your re Far openly c 111 SUL 0. CH En 
Your Ruin; and to compaſs his intent, FCC 
For violent Morat in alle has ſent. „„ e e 
The Gates he order d all to be unbar' d: ele 
And from the Market-Place to draw the Guard. | LL ey. 
Aur. How look the People in this turn of State? , ©. 1 5 
Dia. They mourn your Ruin as their proper Fate. + 


Him too, though aw'd, they ſcarcely can forbear; 


His Pride they hate, his Violence they fear. 
All bent to riſe, would you appear their Chief, 


Till your own Troops come up to your relief. 
Aur, Ill treated, and forſaken as I am, 


II not betray the Glory of my Namie : 


'Tis not for me who have preſerv'd a State, 


To buy an Empire at ſo baſe a rate. 


Dia. The points of Honour Poets may produce; ; 
Trappings of Life, for Ornament, not Uſe. 


Is the meer raving madneſs of Romance. 


Pleas'd with a word, you may fit tamely down; 
And ſee your Younger Brother force the Crown. 


Aur. I know my Fortune in extreams does lie: „„ ER OE 
The Sons of Indoſtan muſt Reign or Die * 
That deſperate hazard Courage does create; VVV 
As he plays frankly who has leaſt Eſtate. 

And that the World the Coward will deſpiſe, 
When Life's a Blank, who pulls not for a Prize? 5 

Dia. Of all your Knowledge, this vain fruit yo have, 
To walk with Eyes broad open to your Grave. 

Aur. From what I've ſaid, concluded without reply, 


I neither would uſurp, nor tamely dy. —— e 
TY attempt to fly, would Guilt — oh = one SST TEIN 
Beſides, twere vain ; the Fort's our Priſon ; 
Somewhat J have refoly'd—— — — 
Mor. Perhaps, has Honour in his Breaſt: EX] wy ho 
And, in extreams, bold Counſels are the beſt AT” ee 
Like Emp'rick Remedies they laſt are 1 F 
And 5 th event condemn'd, or jonny” 3 i ates 
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2 AURENGE-ZEBE: O,, © 


Preſence of Mind, and Courage in \ Diſtreſs, . 5 204914 24th 
Are more than Armies to procure Succels, Exit. 
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Arimant, with a Letter in bis FO Indamora.” Pr REN 3 
Arim. ND I the Meſſenger to him from you? oth 
our Empire you to Tyranny Ns A399 
' You iy ninanils both cruel and unjuſt, :'- 
To ſerve my Rival, and betray my Truſt. pt prev 
Ind. You firſt betray'd your Truſt in loving me, ; ag is bored 
And ſhould not I my own advantage ſee? _ 14.160}. mW 
Serving my Love, you may my Friendſnip gain, Is 1 178 
You know the beſt of your pretenctd νπ m.... 
You muſt, my Arimant, you muſk be kind: 5 . ent N 11 
Tis your Nature, and your Noble Mind. 77 23G: 
Arim. Til to the King, and ſtrait my Truſt eel 30 215 3 Hart 
Ind. His Truſt you may, but you ſhall never mine. . 01k 
Heav'n made you love me for no other end, : ni | 
But to become my Confident and Friend. 
As ſuch, I keep no Secret from your: ſh, FW 8 . 
And therefore make you judge how ill nta 15 ch eee af 
Read it, and tell me treely then your Mind; i 8 
If tis indited as I meant it kind. 1 . 0 e 1150 K 
Arim, Reading.) 1 ask not Heav'n my 1 to reſlore, OO TO 1h 1k, 
But only for your lake- oy read no more: 
And yet I muſt —— | RF aft 
Reading. Leſs for my own, than for your Sorrow, 100. — — 
Another Line like this wou d make me mad: 10 
As Reading.) Heav'n! the goes on yet mere wand yet more kind! e Ih 
Each Sentence is a Dagger to my Mind. ' 
Reading.) See me this Night—— +, - 
Thank Fortune, who did ſuch a Friend provide, 
For faithful Arimant ſhall be your Guide: | 
Not only to be made an Inſtrument, 
Bur pre-ingag'd without my own conkent. "I an yes 
Ind. Unknown t ingage you ſtill augment my ſcore, 
And gives you ſcope of meriting the more. 
Arim. The beſt of Men 
Some Intreſt in their Actions muſt confeſs ; 
None merit, but in hope they may polleſs. 
The fatal Paper rather let me tear, 
Than like Bellerophon my own Sentence bear, 
Ind. You may, but twill not be your beſt advice. 
"Twill only give me pains of writing twice. 
You know you muſt obey me, ſoon or late: 
Why ſhould you vainly ſtruggle with your Fate? 


Arim, 1 thank thee, Heav'n, thou haſt been wondrous kind! 
Why am I thus to Slavery defign'd, 


And yet am cheated with a Free-born Mind: 

Or make thy Orders with my Reaſon ſute, 2 
Or let me live by Senſe a Glorious Brute [She Frowes. 
' You frown, and I obey with ſpeed before 
That dreadful Sentence comes, Seę me no more! 
See me no more! that Sound, methinks, I hear 
Like the laſt Trumpet thund'ring in my Ear. 


Enter Solyman. 1 15 
Solhm. The Princeſs Meleſinda bath'd in Tears, 

And toſs d auernately with Hopes and F ears. © 

If your Affairs ſuch leiſure can afford, S ec om „ bi 

Would learn from you the Fortunes 'of * 1 A end adi 
Arim. Tell her, that J ſome certainty may Rin nd 18 3 1d be þ, 
80 this Minute to attend the King. CCC 
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"The Grear Mogi 


= This lonely Turtle 1 A to . 1885 
Grief, though not cur'd, is eas'd by Company. - 

Arim. To Solym. ] Say, if ſhe pleaſe, he hither may repair; 7 
And breath the freſhneſs of the open Air. | LP vit Solyrn. 
Ind. Poor Princeſs! How I pity her Eſtate, 
Wrapt in the Ruins of her Husband's Fate ; 

She mourn'd Morat ſhould in Rebellion rite ; 
Vet he offends, and ſhe's the Sacrifice, _ 
Arim. Not knowing his deſign at Court ſhe fiaid ; 
Till, my Command, cloſe Pris ner the was made. 
Since when, 
Her Chains with Roman Confluney ſhe. bore : 
But that, perhaps, an Indian Wife's more. 
Ind. Go, bring her Comfort: leave me here dlone. ; 5 

Arim. My Love muſt {till be in Obedience ſhown. [Exit Arim. | 

Enter Meleſinda, led by Solyman, who retires afterwards, 

Ind. When graceful Sorrow in her Pomp appears, 
Sure ſhe is dreſs d in Meleſinda's Tears. | 
Your Head reclin d, (as hiding Grief from view), 
Droops like a Roſe, {urcharg'd with Morning Dew, 

Mel. Can Flow'rs but droop in abſence of the Sun, 
Which wak'd their Sweets? and mine, alas! is gone. 
But you the nobleſt Charity expreſs : 

For they who ſhine in Courts ſtill ſhun Diſtreſs. 
Ind. Diſtreſs d my felt}, like you, confin'd 1 live: 
And therefore can compaſlion take, and give. 

We're both Love's Captives, but with Fate ſo croſs, 
One mult be happy by the others loſs. 
Morat or Aurenge-Zebe mult fall this Day, 

Mel. Too truly Tamerlain's Succeſſors they, 
Each thinks a World too little for his ſway. 
Could you and I the fame pretences bring, 
Mankind ſhould with more eaſe receive a King : 
I would to you the narrow World reſign, 
And want no Empire while Morat was mine : 

Ind. Wilh'd freedom I preſage you ſoon will find; 
If Heavn be Juſt, and be to Virtue kind. _ 

Mel. Quite otherwiſe my Mind foretels my Fate : | 
Short is my Life, and that unfortunate. | 
Yet ſhould I not complain, would Heav'n afford 
Some little time, e're Death, to ſee my Lord. 

Ind. Theſe Thoughts are but your Melancholy's 8 Food; $23.09 
Rais d from a lonely Life, and dark abode: oy 
But whatſoc'er our jarring Fortunes prove, 16/0228 mA 
Though our Lords hate, methinks we two may Love. ee 

Mel. Such be our Loves as may not. yield to Fate : r 


I bring a Heart more true than fortunate. Giving lei 7 Darts] 
To them Arimant. cf DH 5 
Ar im. come with haſte, ſurprizing News to bring : nee 


In two Hours time, ſince laſt, I faw tie King, le! tik 
Th' Affairs of Court haye wholly chang d ther n r nn 
Unhappy Aurenge-Zebe is in diſg rage 
And your Morat ( proclaim'd the Suèceſſor ) 12 2 £62008 5 
Is calld to awe the City with his Power. - | 3 D eee 
Thoſe Trumpets his Triumphant Entry tell, 5 | 
And now the Shouts waſte near the Citadel. 1 of BUNS P03. * 
Tad. See, Madam, ſee th event hy as fore-hown 
] envy not your chance, but grieve my own. 

Mel. A change fo unexpected muſt On: 
And more, becauſe I am unus d to 

Ind. May all your Wiſhes 75 pro — * pu be, a 
But m too much concern'd rere io ſes, 08 03 
My Eyes too tender UC —— a lip 
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23 _AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 

To view my Lord become the publick ſcorn, . | M_ 
came to comfort, and I go to mourn. I Tating ber leave. 
Mel. Stay, Ill not ſee my Lord, N OTE 

Before I give your Sorrow ſome Relief, 

And pay the Charity you lent my Grief. 

Here he ſhall ſee me firſt with you confin'd: 

And if your Virtue fail to move his Mind, 

| Fil uſe my Int'reſt that he may be kind. 

| Fear not, I never moy'd him yet in vain. 

| Ind. So fair a Pleader any Cauſe may gain. 
Mel. J have no Taſte, methinks, of coming Joy; 

For black Preſages all my hopes deſtroy. 

| Die, ſomething whiſpers, Meleſinda, die; 

iz Fulfil, fulfil thy mournful deſtiny. wo 

| Mine is a glean of Bliſs too hot to laſt, 

Watry it ſhines, and will be .ſoon oercaſt, 3 
| Indamora and Meleſinda Re-enter as into the Chamber. 
Arim. Fortune ſeems weary grown of Aurenge-Zebe, 
\ = While to her new made Favourite, Morat, 
| Her laviſh Hand is waſtfully profuſe : 

x With Fame and flowing Honour Tided in, 

Born on a ſwelling Current ſmooth beneath him. 

The King and haughty Empreſs, to our wonder, 
| 1 If not atton'd, yet ſeemingly at Peace; 7 
| As Fate for him that Miracle reſervd, 

i Euter in Triumph, Emperour, Morat, and Train. 
Emp. I have confeſs d I love. e 
| As I interpret fairly your deſign, 
| EE So look not with ſeverer Eves on mine. 
| Your Fate has call'd you to the Imperial Seat: 
= In Duty be, as you in Arms are great. 
i For Aurenge-Zebe a hated Name is grown, 
| And Love leſs bears a Rival than the Throne. 
3 Mor. To me, the cries of fighting Fields are Charms: 
= Keen by my Sable, and of proof my Arms. 
1 L ask no other Bleſſing of my Stars 
| No Prize but Fame, nor Miſtriſs but the Wars. 
E ſcarce am pleasd, I tamely mount the Throne: 
Would Aurenge-Zebe had all their Souls in one, 
With all my elder Bothers I would fight, 
And ſo from partial Nature force my Right. 

Emp. Had we but laſting Youth, and time to ſpare, 
Some might be thrown away on Fame and War. 
But Youth, the periſhing Goods run on too faſt : 

And aninjoy'd will ſpend it ſelf to waſte ; 
Few know the uſe of Life before tis paſt. 
Had I once more thy vigour to command, 
would not let it die upon my hand. 
No hour of pleaſure ſhould paſs empty by, 
Youth ſhould watch Joys, and ſhoot em as they fly. 
Mor. Methinks all pleaſure is in Greatneſs found, 
j Kings, like Heav'ns Eye, thould ſpread their Beams around. 
[| Pleas d to be ſeen, while Glories Race they run: 5 
Reſt is not for the Chariot of the un. 
Subjects are ſtiff: neck d Animals, they ſoon 
| Feel ſlack d Reins, and pitch their Rider down. 
f Emp. To thee that Drudgery of Pow'r I give: 
| Cares be thy Lot, Reign thou, and let me live. 
. The Fort III keep for my Security, ,, 
Bus neſs and publick State reſign to thee. 
| Mor. Luxurious Kings are to their People loſt ; 
| | They live, like Drones, upon the publick Coſt. _ 
| My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World ſhall ſhake: 
| And, with my (elf, keep all Mankind awake. 
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The Great Mogul. 55 


Emp. Believe me, Son, and needleſs trouble ſpare ; 
*Tis a baſe World, and is not worth our care. 
The Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 3 
Nel er pleas d with ought em above Prince or God. 
Were I a God the drunken Globe ſhould roul : 
The little Emmets with the Humane Soul, 
Care for themſelves, while at my eaſe I fate, 
And ſecond Cauſes did the work of Fate. 
Or, if I would take care, that Care ſhould be, 
For Wit, that ſcorn'd the World, and liv'd ike nme. 
1770 them Nourmahial, Zayda, and Attendants. 6 
Nour. My dear Morat, [Embracing her Son. 
This Day propitious to us all has been: Jed 
Youre now a Monarch's Heir, ahd I a Queen. 
- Your youthful Father now may quit the State, 
And finds the eaſe he ſought, indulg'd by Fate. 
Cares ſhall not keep him on the Throne awake, 
Nor break the Golden Slumbers he would take. 
Emp. In vain I ſtruggl'd to the Goal of Life, 
While Rebel-Sons, 01 an imperious Wife, 
Still dragg'd me backwards into Noiſe and Strife. 
Morat. Be that Remembrance loſt ; and bet my Pride 
To be your pledge of Peace on either fide. 5 
„ To them Aurenge-Zebe. 
Aur. With all th' aſſurance Innocence can bring, 
Fearleſs without, becauſe ſecure within. 
Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd I ſee 
This Pomp; a Shame to you, a Pride to me. 
Shame is but where with Wickedneſs tis join d; 
And, while no baſeneſs in this Breaſt I find 
1 have not loſt the Birth- right of my Mind. 
Emp. Children the blind effect of Love and Chance, 
Form'd by their ſportive Parents Ignorance ) 
Bear from their Birth th impreſſions of a Slave n 
Whom Heav'n for Play-games firſt; and then for Service gave. 
One then may be difplac'd, and one may Reign: ; 
And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain. 
Mor. Comes he t upbraid us with his Innocence? 
Seize him, and take the preaching Brachman hence. TE 
Aur, Stay, Sir; I, from my Years, no merit plead : | To his Father. 
All my Deſigns and Acts to Duty lead. | 
Your Life and Glory are my only end; 
And for that Prize I with Morat contend. 
Mor. Not him alone; I all Mankind defie, 
Who dare adventure more for both than I? 
Aur. 1 know you brave, and take you at your word : 
That preſent Service which you vaunt, afford. 
Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead : 
Though vanquiſh'd, yet again they gather head. 
I dare you, as your Rival in renown, 
March out your Army from th' Imperial Town: 
Chuſe whom you pleaſe, the other leave to me: 
And ſet our Father abſolutely free. | 
This, if you do, to end all future ſtrife, 
I am content to lead a private Life : 
Disband my Army to ſecure the State, 
Nor aim at more but leave the reſt to Fate. 
Mor. ll dot, draw out my Army on the Plain: 
War is to me a Paſtime, Peace a Pain. 
Emp. To Morat. ] Think better firſt. 
20 Aur,] You ſee your ſelf inclosd beyond eſcape, 
And therefore, Proteus like, you change your ſhape. 
Of Promiſe Prodigal, while Pow'r you want, 
And Preaching in the Self-denying OO. 
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To view my Lord become the publick ſcor rn, _ 
came to comfort, and I go to mourn. l Taking ber leave. 
Mel. Stay, Till not ſee my Lord, 5 ihe DE: 
Before I give your Sorrow ſome Relief, 
And pay the Charity you lent my Grief. es 
Here he ſhall ſee me firſt with you confin'd : OW 
And if your Virtue fail to move his Mind, $ | 
Fl uſe my Int'reſt that he may be kind. 
Fear not, I never mov'd him yet in vain. 
Ind. So fair a Pleader any Cauſe may gain. 
Mel. I have no Taſte, methinks, of coming Joy; 
For black Preſages all my hopes deſtroy. 
Die, ſomething whiſpers, Meleſinda, die; 
Fulfil, fulfil thy mournful deſtiny. 
Mine is a glean of Bliſs too hot to laſt, 
Watry it ſhines, and will be .ſoon oercaſt. SD 
Indamora and Meleſinda Re-enter as into the Chamber. 
Arim. Fortune ſeems weary grown of Aurenge-Zebe, 
While to her new made Favourite, Morat, 
Her laviſh Hand is waſtfully profuſe : 
With Fame and flowing Honour Tided in, 
Born on a ſwelling Current ſmooth beneath him. 
The King and haughty Empreſs, to our wonder, 
If not atton'd, yet ſeemingly at Peace; 
As Fate for him that Miracle reſervd,  _ 
| Enter in Triumph, Emperour, Morat, and Train. 
Emp. I have confeſs d I love. A Sos 
As I interpret fairly your deſign, 
So look not with ſeverer Eyes on mine. 
Your Fate has call'd you to the Imperial Seat: 
In Duty be, as you in Arms are great. 
For Aurenge-Zebe a hated Name is grown, 
And Love leſs bears a Rival than the Throne. 
Mor. To me, the cries of fighting Fields are Charms: 
Keen by my Sable, and of proof my Arms. 
5 L ask no other Bleſſing of my Stars: 
N No Prize but Fame, nor Miſtriſs but the Wars. 
ſcarce am pleas d, I tamely mount the Throne: 
Would Aurenge-Zebe had all their Souls in one, 
With all my elder Bothers I would fight, _ 
And ſo from partial Nature force my Right. 
Emp. Had we but laſting Youth, and time to ſpare, 
Some might be thrown away on Fame and War. 
But Youth, the periſhing Goods run on too faſt : 1 
And aninjoy'd will ſpend it ſelf to waſte; 9 
Few know the uſe of Life before tis paſt. A 
1 Had I once more thy vigour to command, 
! | would not let it die upon my hand. 
No hour of pleaſure ſhould paſs empty by, ? 
Youth ſhould watch Joys, and ſhoot em as they fly. 
Mor. Methinks all pleaſure is in Greatneſs found, 
| Kings, like Heav'ns Eye, thould ſpread their Beams around. 
N Pleas d to be ſeen, while Glories Race they run: . 
| Reſt is not for the Chariot of the Sun. 
Subjects are ſtif-neck'd Animals, they ſoon 
Feel flack'd Reins, and pitch their Rider down. 
Emp. To thee that Drudgery of Pow'r I give: 
Cares be thy Lot, Reign thou, and let me live. 
The Fort Ill keep for my Security, oo 
Bus neſs and publick State reſign to thee. _ 
Mor. Luxurious Kings are to their People loſt ; 
They live, like Drones, upon the publick Coſt. 
My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World ſhall ſhake: 


And, with my ſelf, keep all Mankind awake. 


The Great-Mogul. 
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Emp. Believe me, Son, and needleſs trouble ſpare ; 
*Tis a baſe World, and is not worth our care. 
The Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 3 
Ne er pleas d with ought em above Prince or God. 
1 Were I a God the drunken Globe ſhould roul : 
= The little Emmets with the Humane Soul, 
7 Care for themſelves, while at my eaſe I fate, 
And ſecond Cauſes did the work of Fate. 
Or, if 1 would take care, that Care ſhould be, 
For Wit, that ſcorn'd the World, and liv'd like me. 
To them Nourmahal, Zayda, and Attendants. 
Nour. My dear Morat, 4 
This Day propitious to us all has been: 
Youre now a Monarch's Heir, and I a Queen. 
4 Your youthful Father now may quit the State, 
1 And finds the eaſe he ſought, indulg'd by Fate. 
wo Cares {hall not keep him on the Throne awake, 
_ Nor break the Golden Slumbers he would take: 
1 Emp. In vain I ſtruggl'd to the Goal of Life, 
1 While Rebel-Sons, and an imperious Wife, on 
nn Still dragg'd me backwards into Noiſe and Strife. 


08 Morat. Be that Remembrance loſt ; and be't my Pride 


= To be your pledge of Peace on either fide. 

3 To them Aurenge-Zebe. 
2 Aur. With all th' aſſurance Innocence can bring, 
. Fearleſs without, becauſe ſecure within. 
1 Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd I ſee 
. This Pomp; a Shame to you, a Pride to me. 
1 | Shame is but where with Wickedneſs tis join d H 
WW And, while no baſeneſs in this Breaſt I find 
1 I have not loſt the Birth-right of my Mind. 
_ _ Emp. Children the blind effect of Love and Chance, 
me Form'd by their ſportive Parents Ignorance ) 
0 Bear from their Birth th impreſſions of a Slave: 5 
Whom Heay'n for Play- games firſt, and then for Service gave. 
. One then may be diſplac d, and one may Reign: 5 
1 And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain. 
Cf Mor. Comes he t upbraid us with his Innocence ? 
= Seize him, and take the preaching Brachman hence. 


1 All my Deſigns and Acts to Duty lead. 

5 Your Life and Glory are my only end; 

Mw And for that Prize I with Morat contend. 

Ao; Mor. Not him alone; I all Mankind dehie, 

1 Who dare adventure more for both than 11 

a Aur. 1 know you brave, and take you at your word : 

mn That preſent Service which you vaunt, afford. 

WE] Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead : 

Ah Though vanquiſh'd, yet again they gather head. 
= I dare you, as your Rival in renown, _ 

= | Mäaarch out your Army from th Imperial Town: 

= Chule whom you pleaſe, the other leave to me: 

E | And ſet our Father abſolutely free. 

1 This, if you do, to end all future ſtrife, 

1 I am content to lead a private Life: 

1 Disband my Army to ſecure the State, 

_ Nor aim at more but leave the reſt to Fate. 

; Mor. Til dot, draw out my Army on the Plain: 
War is to me a Paſtime, Peace a Pain. 

= Emp. To Morat.] Think better firſt. 

mn T Aur,] You ſee your ſelf inclos d beyond eſcape, 
=_ And therefore, Proteus like, you change your ſhape. 

__ Of Promiſe Prodigal, while Pow'r you want, 

161 And Preaching in the Self-denying Cant. 

0 | vo - | E 


[Embracing her Son. 


= Aur. Stay, Sir; I, from my Years, no merit plead : | To bis Father. 


Mar. 


—— 


Of gaining time, the Maſter-piece of War: 


In Aurenge-Zebe true Loyalty appears. 
He, for my fafety, does his own deſpiſe ; 
Still with his Wrongs, I find his Duty rife. 


mt 
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Mor. Plot better; for theſe Arts too obvious are, 


Is Aurenge-Zebe ſo known? 
Aur. 


If Acts like mine, 

So far from Int'reſt, Profit, or Deſign, ps 

Can ſhow my Heart, by thoſe I would be known; 

I wiſh you could as well defend your own. _ 

My abſent Army for my Father tought : 

Yours, in-theſe Walls, is to inſlave him brought, 

If I come ſingly, you an armed Gueſt”; 

The World with eaſe may judge whoſe Cauſe is beſt. 
Morat. My Father ſaw you ill Deſigns purſue : 

And my admiſſion ſhow'd his Fear of youũꝶx... .) 
Aur. Himſelf beſt knows why he his Love withdraws : 

I owe him more than to declare the Cauſe. 

But ſtill I preſs our Duty may be ſhown 

By Arms. | | 
Mor. -Tll vanquiſh all his Foes alone, 

Aur. You ſpeak as if you could the Fates command, 

And had no need of any other Hanc 

But, ſince my Honour you ſo far ſuſpect, 

*Tis juſt J ſhould on your Deſigns reflect. 

To prove your ſelf a Loyal Son, declare, 


You'll lay down Arms when you conclude the War. 


Morat. No preſent Anſwer your Demand requires, 
The War once done, I'll do what Heav'n inſpires. 
And while the Sword this Monarchy ſecures, 

Tis manag d by an abler Arm than yours. 


Emp. Morat's Deſign a doubtſul meaning bears, Apart. 


I feel my Virtue ſtrugling in my Soul, | 
But ſtronger Paſſion does its Pow'r controul. 
Yet be advis'd your Ruin to prevent, 

You might be ſafe if you would give conſent. 
Aur. So to your welfare Jof uſe may be, 
My Life and Death are equal both to me. h 

Emp. The Peoples Hearts are yours ; the Fort yet mine : 
Be wiſe, and Indamora's Love reſign. e 
Jam obſerv'd, Remember that I give 
This my laſt proof of Kindneſs, Die, or Live. 
Aur. Life, with my Iudamora J would chuſe ; 
But, loſing her, the end of living loſe. _ 


[Zo Aur. apart. 


1 had conſider'd all I ought before: 


And fear of Death can make me change no more. 
The Peoples Love ſo little I eſteem, 

Condemn'd by you, I would not live by them. 

May he who mult your Favour now poſſeſs, 


Much better ſerve you, and not love you leſs. 


Emp. ve heard you; and, to finiſh the Debate, Aloud. 


Commit that Rebel Pris ner to the State 


Mor. The deadly Draught he ſhall begin this Day; 
And languiſh with inſenſible decay. | 
Aur, | hate the lingring Summons to attend, 
Death all at once would be the nobler end. © 
Fate is unkind ; methinks a General 
Should warm, and at the Head of Armies fall. 
And my Ambition did that Hope purſue, | _ 
That fo I might have dy'd in Fight for you. [To bis Father. 
Mor. Would I had been diſpoſer of thy Stars: "2 
Thou ſhould'ſt have had thy VViſh, and dy'd in VVars. 


'Tis I, not thou, have reaſon to repine, 
That thou ſhouldſt fall by any Hand, but mine, Eo 
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Such may be ray 0 by Honour, or by! Love; ; 
But Monarehs, only, by their Int reſt move. 


Think there's a Heav'n, Morat, though not for of, 


. 
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Mel. Heav'n does a Tribute for your Powr demand, 

He leaves th oppreſt and poor upon your Hand. 

And thoſe who Stewards of his pity prove, 

He bleſſes, in return, with publick Love. 

In his Diſtreſs ſome Miracle is r 

If exild, Heav'n reſtores. him to his Throne. 

He needs no Guard while any Subjeck's near, 

Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives i. fear, 

No Plots th' Alarm to his Retirements 

*Tis all Mankind's concern that he hea ike, ae pe 
Mor. You promis'd Friendſhip in your low Eſtate ; So 


\ Ys ſhould forget it in your better Fate. : 


Such Maxims are more plauſible than true; 
But ſomewhat muſt be givn to Love and, You. 
Fil view this Captive Queen; to let her ſee, 


Pray rs and Complaints are loſt on ſuch as me. 


Mel. TIL bear the news: Heav'n knows how much Fm pleas d, 
That, by my care, th Afflicted may be eas d. e 
As ſhe is going off, Enter Indamora. 
Ind. Tl ſpare your pains, and venture out alone, 


Since you, fair Princeſs, my Protection own. _ | 
But you, brave Prince, a harder Task muſt find; [To Morat u 


In ſaving me, you would but half be kind. DR who takes her up. 
An humble Suppliant at your Feet I lie; 


You have condemn'd my better part to die, 


Without my Aurenge-Zebe I cannot live; 


Revoke his Doom, or elſe my Sentence give. 
Mel. If Meleſi "da in your Love have part, 


Which, to ſuſpect, would break my tender Heart. 
If Love, like mine, may for a Lover plead, 


By the chaſte pleaſures of our NuptiaE-Bed, i 
By all the Int'reſts my paſt ſufferings make, 55 . 
And all 1 yet would ſuffer for your ſake. | 
By you your ſelf, the laſt and deareſt tye——— 

Mor. You move in vain ; for Aurenge-Zebe. muſt as 7 

Ind. Could that Decree from any Brother come ? 
Nature her felf is fentenc'd in your Doom. 1. 
Piety is no more, ſhe ſees her late "hy 5 | r 
Uſurp'd by Monſters, and a 8 Race. oc 
From her ſoft Eaſtern Climes, you drive fs fr rg OS 
To the cold Manſions of the utmoſt North. ii Ea ee 
How can our Prophet ſuffer you to reign, VV 
When he looks down and ſees vour Brother ſain? „ 
Avenging Furies will your Life June „ 


Mel. Her Words imprint 2 Terror on my 
What if this Death, which is for him deſig wn, 
Had been your Doom, (far be that Augur 5 
And you, not Aurenge-Ze ebe, condemn! 2 er 
Weigh well the various turns of Horne Fare, 5 0 PR EEO ER. 
And ſeek, by Mercy, to ſecure Jour Stackte. OR or ive ale, 
Ind. Had Heav'n the Crow for Aureu e. Zehe geltend, ON? HAT? 
Pity, for you, had pierc d fs generous Ming. . 5 5 3 


4 5/1 bas + 50 oft 2s ful 
Pity does with a Noble Nature flit: ” 1 
A Brother's Life had ſuffer d no diſpute,” W = cel: Fe 4 
All things have right in Lite, our Prophe hur's gate, | „ ek 
Commands the Beings, evn of Brutes to f .. 3 EN 


Though Int reſt is feſtraint ps e 15 n aK 
Can Life, and to a Brothex, be deny Ad? 33 5 Food We > 5 4 
Mor. All Reaſons for hi cer u rg'd; Are *. an (0399 *. 8 

And yet m werhinks tis Heav'n to hear you Wk. n 


1 


. * 


Mel, 
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Mel. "Tis part ol your own Being to invade _ 
Mor. Nay, if ſhe fail to mova, would you perſwade? 
My Brother does a Glorious Fate purſue, 
] envy him, that he muſt fall for you. 
He had been baſe had he releas'd his Right, wy 
For ſuch an Empire none but Kings ſhould bat. 
If with a Father he diſputes this Prize, 
My wonder ceaſes when J ſee theſe Eyes. 
Ael. And can you then deny thoſe Eyes you praſe 2 
Can Beauty wonder, and not Pity raiſe 2 
Mor. Your interceſſion now is needleſs grown : : 
Retire, and let me ſpeak with her alone. 


INS 13 


I[Meleſinda retires, 6 Pi . 


Queen, that you may not fruitleſs Tears em Por. 
I bring you news to fill your Heart with Joy: 
Your Lover King of all the Eaſt ſhall reign : Þ 
For Aurenge-Zebe to Morrow ſhall be Jah... 
Ind. The hopes you raisd Y.ave. blaſted with a Breath: 
With Triumphs you began, but end with Death. 
Did you not ſay, my Lover ſhould be King 2. 
Mor. I, in Morat, the beſt of Lovers bring 25 
For one forſaken Loth of Earth and Heav'n, 
Your kinder Stars a Nobler Choice have — | 
My Father, while I pleaſe, a King appears ; 
His Pow'r is more declining than his Vears. 
An Emperour and Lover but in ſhow : g 
But you, in me, have Youth and Fortune too. 
As Heav'n did to your Eyes and Form Divine, 
Submit the Fate of all the Imperial Line. g 
So was it order'd by its wiſe Decree, 
That you ſhould find em all comprisd in me. 
Ind. If, Sir, I ſeem not diſcompos d with err 
Feed not your Fancy with a falſe preſage. | 
Farther to preſs your Courtſhip 1s but. vain : 
A cold refuſal carries more Diſdain. 


"0%, 


Unſetled Virtue ſtormy may. appear ; VVV 


3: [I F 
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Honour, like mine, ſerenely 1s levere. 5 
To {corn your Perſon, and reject your Crown, . 
Diſorder not my Face into a Frown. . i 
Mor. Your Fortune you {ſhould rev . K ave ud: 
Such offers are not twice to be refug'd. 
I go to 4urenge-Zebe, and am in haſte : 


EVEN F 


For your Commands, they're like to be the laſt... 
Ind. Tell him, . 
With my own Death I would his Life redeem : or 
But, leſs than Honour, both our Lives chef. | 
Mer. Have you no more? = 
Tad, ——— What ſhall 1 do or „ 5 
He muſt not in this Fury go away... . . i =: 155 
Tell him, I did in vain his Brother move; 1 
And yet he falſly faid he was in Love. 
Falſly ; for had he truly lov'd, at leaſt, | | 


He would have giv'n one Day to my Requeſt, ; 
A little yielding may; my Lovę advance. 3 
Mor. She darted from her Eyes a ſide-long- 18 1 


Juſt as ſhe ſpoke ; and, like her words it fe-: | , 


Seem'd not to beg, What yet ſhe bid, me do. op 
A Brother, Madam, cannot give a Day; N 


A Servant, and Who hopes to Merit, ay. 
5 en 55 
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Mor. N o more—— ſet Speeches, a 2. fornid rh, 
With none but States-Men. and, grave; Fools prey 
Dry up your Tears, and practife. eier Grac 
That fits the Pageant of your |} "Rat Place. 
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PE Ln, from him. 


ces * to lim... 
04 Un 2 Ee 
17,1 210A 115 ell 
© [50 Jo. 7 I ene 


[ 7 22 to Indamora. 
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Aur. VVhen then wert or hoon d, Heav' n did a Man begin 
But the Brute Soul, by chance, was ſhufft'd in. 1 
in Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maintain, 

Where valiant Beaſts by Force and Rapine reign, 

In Life's next Scene, if Tranſmigration be, 
Some Bear or Lion is reſerv'd for thee. AGREES 
Mor. Take heed thou com'ſt not in that Lion 5 way : 
I propheſie thou wilt thy Soul convey 
Into a Lamb, and be again my Prey. 
Hence with that dreaming Prieſt. 
Nour. Let me prepare 
The pois nous Draught: his Death mall 55 my care: „) 
Near my Apartment let him Pris ner be/, 1 ts og 7 
That I his hourly ebbs of Life may ſee. nord ent a ered gt) 
Aur. My Life I would not ranſom with a n CCC qc) 
'Tis vile, ſince tis not worth my Father's gare. ii ml oth. wrt" 
I go not, Sir, indebted to my Grave, W $9131: 
' You paid your ſelf, and took the Like you gabe. N bell. W 
Emp. O that 1 had more ſenſe of Virtue 8 (tk 46. „ 
Or were of that, which yet remains, berelt. 55 8 AA 
T have juſt enough to know how I offend, ... ... . 1, _ 5 
And, to my ſhame, have not enough to mend. . rb eonmind liioE odd 
Lead to the Moſque—— 55 a oo 
Mor. Love's Pleaſures. why ſhould dull Devotion ſtay: 1 1 | 
 Heavn to my Melifinda's but the i TExeunt ee Morat, py Tri rain. 
Zayd, Sure Aurenge-Zebe has ſomewhat of Divine, 
Whoſe Virtue through ſo dark a Cloud can ſhine. 5 
Fortune has from Morat this Day removd e nol 
Ihe greateſt Rival, and the beſt below „„ oiobng ke vo. 13 00 
Nour. Heis not yet remov'd. | Jo Join 5 3 „ 9 Os 1, 
Zayd.——.— He Lives, tis true; TTC 

But ſoon muſt die, and, what I mourn, "by. you. 1% „ ie ne Go Ade who 
Nour. My Zayda, May thy words Prophengk had [Embracing her eagerly. 
T take the Omen, let him die by me. l. VVV 
He ſtiffd in my Arms, ſhall loſe his. Breath: EE AN Ines K Acts A 

And Life it ſelf ſhall envious be of Death. . 55 


Zayd. Bleſs me, you Powirs. ace! ni! 
Nour. — Why' doſt thou ſtart > 1 0 5 D e amolh: 
Is Love ſo ſtrange, JJ) Coo fo om t 1 ofs; 5c. 
Could Aurerge-Zebe ſo lovely ſeem to the ee he 1h L 


And I want Eyes that Noble VVorth to ee2. 2. =» 19 3571 E cle AK 
Thy little Soul was but to wonder mov Name molt S er naming; ol ttt 


My Senſe of it was higher, an d:I loyd. 110 his yore avant F 
That Man, thar Godlike Man, eng 65 0 den, ek iel % i 
But theſe are thy ſmall Praiſes I repeat... r. 15 Aid „ . 
I'm carry d by a Tide of Love way: SIRE RI oba ot von bit. 
He's ſomewhat more than I my ſelf can. TT F 1391 „ in 231 01 a Den 7 
qa. Though all the Ideas Yan Can. form Mol wy. 1 15h 26 99003 bie. 
He muſt not, cannot be poſſeſs d by you. „ 50 / rr H“ aner be 9111 
If contradicting Int'reſt could be mixt, af 01 K ⁰ν atbleninl bunt br 


Nature her ſelf hath caſt a Bar betwixt. % 55 Mig 01 210 0 fl 
And e er you reach to this inceſtuc us Love, es 11 Þlion ha 6 e e 97383 104 
You muſt Divine and Humane Rigs” remgyez anni { 3204 30 ir E. AN 
Nour. Count this among the V Vande ee dang: nite 161 nn Sig aſk 
| Thad forgot, he was my Husband's Son! | ASKS 10 0 Loi 1 
Zayd. Nay more, you have forgot who is Your, Wn oom oY | 
For whom your care ſo long deſign'd the 1 „ wor gd 1 ut Vino 2607 
Morat muſt fall, if Aurenge-Zebe ſthoyld Pale NY * kd, 2briof ni 2 ft 385 1 i 
Nour. 'Tis true; but who ns e'er in ave, ang, Wiſe iſe. 100 yr 4 bluodt bot 
VVhy was that fatal Knot o Marriage. fs 8 $019 His, 203} 1 net bio boog 2! 
VVhich did, by making us t6o near, a 491 bog 2990 TY 
Divides me from my Sex! for Heavki,” If r mee 2910100 eil 20 10 
Excludes but me alone of VVonian kind., (en leur 2d nell bros deal 998, MN 
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1 ſtand with | Guilt confounded, loſt with 5 1 
And yet made wretched only by a Name. le - | 
If Names have ſuch Command on Humane Life, 1 
' Love's ſure's a Name that's more Divine than Wiſe. 1 
That Sov'reign Power all Guilt from Action takes, 1 8 CIGAR =_ 
At leaſt the Stains are beautiful it makes. 5 5 
Zayd. Th' incroaching ill you early ſhould oppoſe PT = 
Flatter'd, tis worſe, and by Indulgence grows. : dt 1 
Nour. Alas / and what have I not ſaid or done: OR REO TE 
I fought | it to the laſt : and Love has won. 5 8 1 
A bloody Conquelt ; which Deſtruction brought, "3 
And ruin'd all the Country Z  po 1 
Whether this Patlion from above was ſent, F 1 
8 The Fate of him Heav'n Favours to prevent, 1 5 „ 1 
Or as the curſe of Fortune in excels; _ 1 „ Os 
That, ſtretching, would beyond its reach poſſeſs. No, rn Why 
And, with a Taſte which plenty does deprave, REID 1 
Loaths lawful Good, and biet Ill does crave? I 
Zayd. But ye conſider I a 
0 Nour. No, tis loſs of time: E 
F| hink how to farther, and divert my Crime. * 3 
hi My Artful Engines inſtantly Ill move: 1 
F And chuſe the ſoft and gentleſt hour of Love. 4 
if The under Provoſt of the Fort is mine, 
0 But ſee, Morat! T whiſper my Deſign. NED 
[h Enter Morat with Arimant, as talking : Attendants. 
I! Arim. And for that cauſe was not in publick ſeen : | 
l; But ſtays in Priſon with the Captive Queen. 
[| Mor. Let my Attendants wait; I'll be alone: 
q! Where leaſt of State, there moſt of Love is ſhown. _ „ 
lf | Nour. My Son, your Bus'neſs is not hard to RET 5 3 Won: > 
ji Long abſence makes you eager to oſſeſs. | „„ 2 
| 1 will not importune you by my ſta ;;, | =, 5 
1 She merits all the Love which you can pay. | [axe with b7ayd.. 5 
th Re-enter Arimant with Meleſinda : then Exit Morat, runs to Meleſinda ad 
= embraces her. 
1 Mor: Should 1 not cid you, that you choſe to ſtay, 


In gloomy Shades, and loſt a glorious Day ?, 
Lolt the Firſt-Fruits of Joy you ſhould = | _ 
In my return, and made my Triumph lefs ? 5 
Mel. Should I not chide, that you 1 5 7 ſtay and ſee, Ps 
| Thoſe Joys, preferring publick Pomp to me? 
Through my dark Cell your ſhouts of Triumph rung ; 
I heard with Pleaſure; but I thought em ng... 
Mor. The Publick will in Triumphs rudely ſhare : 
And Kings the rudeneſs cf their Joys muſt bear, 
But I made haſte to ſet my Captive free: 8 
And thought that Work was only* worthy me. „„ es oy 
The Fame of ancient r y EAN nn, 
And ſtand a he Pattern-c0 —— ß 
J have not words to praiſe ſuch Acts as theſe : ys e 
But take my Heart and mould it as you . 
Mel. A Trial of your Kindneſs I muſt make, 


Though not for mine ſo much as Virtue's lake, 3 VVV 
The Queen of Caſſimeer. V CES 1 5 
Mor. —.— No more, my Love; — ů — — 
That only ſuit I beg you not to Ro" 1 „ 
That ſhe's in Bonds for Aurenge Sele 1 . 5 7 ” ; 285 9 es 8 
And ſhould, by my conſent, coſtinue ſ - c 
The good old Man, I fear, will Pity y EE Mrs SIR — 3 "Sane 7 
My Fatlier dotes, and let him lll CECT 
He buys his Miſtreſs dearly with his Throne. F 1 
Mel. See her, and then be cruel if you, nn. 
Mor. Tis not with me as with a Private Man. iT. LY. 
| 10 Such 


1 Great- Mogul. 


Mel. Madam, the ſtrange reverſe of Fate you ſee: To Indamora. 


I pity you, now you may pity me. | [Exit after him, 
Ind. Poor Princeſs! thy hard Fate I could bemoan, 

Had I not nearer Sorrows of my own. 

Beauty is ſeldom Fortunate, when Great : 

A vaſt Eſtate, but over-charg'd with Debt. 

Like thoſe whom Want to Baſeneſs does betray : 

I'm forc'd to flatter him I cannot Pay. 

O would he be content to ſeize the Throne : 

beg the Life of Aurenge-Zele alone. 
Whom Heavn would bleſs, from Pomp it will remove, 


And make their Wealth in Privacy and Love. [ Exit. 


A T IV. 
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truſt, and Darkneſs of a future State, 
Make poor Mankind ſo fearful of their Fate. 
Death, in it (elf, is nothing; but we fear 


To be we know not what, we know not where. : [Soft Muſick, 


This is the Ceremony of my Fate : 

A parting Treat ; and I'm to die in State. 

They lodge me, as were I the Perfian King : 

And with Luxurious Pomp my Death they hw 

Io him Nourmahal. 

Naur. I thought before you drew your lateſt Breath, 
To ſmooth your Paſſage, and to ſoften Death; 

For I would have you, when you upward move, 

Speak kindly of me, to our Friends above. 

Nor name me there, th occaſion of your Fate; 

Or what my Intereſt does impute to Hate. 

Aur. J ask not for what end your Pomp's deſign'd ; 

Whether t' inſult, or to compoſe my Mind : 

I mark'd it not. 

But, knowing Death would ſoon th' Aſſault begin, 
Stood firm collected in my Strength within. 
To guard that Breach did all my Forces guide, 
And left unmand the quiet Senſes ſide. 

Nour. Becauſe Morat from me his Being took, 

All I can fay will much ſuſpected look. 

'Tis little to confeſs your Fate I grieve ; 

Yet more than you would eaſily believe. 
Aur. Since my inevitable Death you know, 
You ſafely unavailing pity ſhow : 

"Tis Popular to mourn a dying Foe. ; 

Nour. You made my Liberty your late Requeſt : 
Is no return due from a grateful Breaſt 2 
1 grow impatient, till I find ſome way, 

Great Offices, with greater, to repay. 

Aur. When I contider'd Life, tis all a Cheat: 
Yet, fool'd with hope, Men favour the Deceit. 
Truſt on, and think to Morrow will repay : 

To Morrow's falſer than the former Day. 

Lies worſe ; and while it ſays, we ſhall be bleſt, 
Wich ſome new Joys, cuts off what we poſſeſt. 

Strange Couzenage ! none would live paſt Years $ again, 

Yet all hope pleaſure in what remain. 

And, from the dregs of Life think to receive, 

What the firſt ſprightly running could not give. 

Im tird with waiting for this Chymick Gold. 


ol ay Fools us Toſs and | Beggars us when Old. 
Cc 0 
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Nour. Tis not for nothing that we Life purſue ; . 
It pays our Hopes with ſomething ſtill that's new. 
Each Day's a Miſtreſs, unenjoy'd before; 

Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more. 
Did you but know what Joys your way attend, 
You would not hurry to your Journey's end. 

Aur, 1 need not haſte the end of Life to meet ; 
"The Precipice is juſt beneath. my Feet. 

Neur. Think not my ſenſe of Virtue is ſo ſmall : 
Vl rather leap down firſt, and break your Fall. 
My Aurenge-Zebe, (may I not call you ſo?) [Taking him by the band. 
Behold me now no longer as your Foe, 

I am not, cannot be your Enemy: 

Look, is there any Malice in my Eye: | BR 
Pray Sir 5 [ Both fit. 
That diſtance ſhews too much Reſpect or Fear: 

Youll find no danger in approaching near. 

Aur. Forgive th' amazement of my doubtful State : 
This kindneſs from the Mother of Morat. | 
Or is't ſome Angel, pitying what I bore, 

Who takes that Shape, to make my wonder more ? 
Mar. Think me your better Genius in diſguiſe ; 
Nor any thing that more may charm your Eyes. 
Your Guardian Angel never could excel, 
In care, nor could he love his Charge ſo well. 
Aur. Whence can proceed fo wonderful a change? 
Nour. Can kindneſs to deſert like yours be firange ; 
Kindneſs by ſecret Sympathy is ty'd ; 
For Noble Souls in Nature are ally'd. 
1 faw with what a Brow you brav'd your Fate; 
Let with what boldneſs bore your Father's hate. 
My Virtue, like a ſtring wound up by Art, 
To the ſame found, when yours was touch'd, took part, 
Ar diſtance ſhook, and trembled at my Heart. 
Aur. Vil not complain my Father is unkind, 
Since ſo much pity from a Foe I find. 
Juſt Heavn reward this Act. 3 
Nour. Tis well the Debt no payment does demand, 
Lou turn me over to another hand. 5 
But happy, happy ſne, 
And with the Bleſs'd above to be compar'd, 
Whom you your ſelf would, with your ſelf, reward: 
The greateſt, nay, the faireſt of her kind, 
Would envy her that Bliſs which you deſign d. 
Aur. Great Princes thus, when Favourites they raiſe, 
To juſtifie their Grace, their Creatures praiſe. 
Nour. As Love the Nobleſt Paſſion we account, 
So to the higheſt Object it ſhould mount. 
It ſhews you brave, when mean deſires you ſhun, 
An Eagle only can behold the Sun. 
And to muſt you; if yet, preſage Divine, 
There be in Dreams, or was't a Viſion mine? 

Aur. Of me? 

Nour. And who could elfe employ my Thought: 
I dream'd, your Love was by Love's Goddeſs fought. 
Officious Cupids hov'ring o'er your Head, = 
Held Myrtle Wreaths : Beneath your Feet was ſpread 
What Sweets ſoe er Sabean Springs diſcloſe, 
Our Indian Jeſmine, or the Syrian Roſe. 
The wanton Miniſters Danes you ſtrove, 
For Service, and inſpird their Mother's Love : 
Cloſe by your ſide, and languiſhing, ſhe lies, 175 
With bluſhing Cheeks, ſhort Breath and wiſhing Eyes; 
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Dull, and Ingrateful ! muſt I offer Love: 


"The Gor - "Mogul, | TD” 1 33 


"OM your ar Brea fupindly 5 — Head, 1 — 
While, on your Face, her famiſh'd Sight the fed. 
Then, with a Sigh, into theſe words ſhe broke, 
(And gather'd humid Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke.) 


Deſir'd by gods, and envy'd ev'n by Jove * 
And doſt thou Ignorance or Fear. pretend? 


Mean Soul! and dar't not gloriouſſy offend 2 
Then, preſſing thus his Hand ——- 


Aur. Til hear no more,. 18 [ Riſing up. 
*Twas impious to have nderfizod: bee 5 | 
And l, till now, endeavour'd to miſtake, 
Th inceſtuous meaning which too plain you make. 


Nour. And why this niceneſs to that pleaſure ſhown, 
Where Nature ſums up all her Joys in one. 


Gives all ſhe can, and labouring {till to give, 


Makes it ſo great, we can but taſte and live. 
So fills the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 


And thought it ſelf does, for the time, lie dead, 
_ Till like a String, ſeru d up with eager haſte, 


It breaks, and is too exquiſite to laſt? | | Ir 
Aur. Heav'ns! can you this, without juſt Vengeance, | hear |; 


When will you Thunder, if it now be clear? 


Yet her alone let not your Thunder ſeize ; 


J, too, deſerve to die, becauſe I pleaſe. 


Nour. Cuſtom our Native. Royalty does a awe; 


Promiſcuous Love is Nature's general Law : 


For whoſoever the firſt Lovers were, 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond Pair, 
And doubled by their Love, their Piety. _ 
Aur. Hence, hence, and to ſome barbarous Climate fv, 
Which only Brutes in humane Form does yield, 


And Man grows wild in Nature's common Field. 
Who eat their Parents, Piety pretend; 


Vet there no Sons their Sacred Bed aſcend. 


To vail great Sins, a greater Crime you chuſe ; 
And, in your Iriceſt; your Adultery loſe. 


Nour. In vain this haughty Fury you have ſhown, 
How I adore 4 Soul ſo like my.own! 


' You muſt be mine, that you may learn to live:: 


Know Joys, which only ſhe who loves can give. 
Nor think that Action you upbraid, fo ill: 

I am not chang'd ; I love my Husband ſtill. 
But love him as he was, = Ba Youthful Grace, 
And the firſt down began to ſhade his Face. 
That Image does my Virgin flames renew, 

And all your Fathers ſhines mort bright in you. 
Aur, In me a horror of my ſelf you raiſe ; 
Curs'd by your Love, and blaſted by your Praiſe. 

You find new ways to proſecute my Fate; 


And your leaſt guilty Paſſion was your Hate. 


Nour. I beg my Death, if you can Love deny. 4 [ Offering bim a Dagger. 
Aur. Vit grant you nothing; ; no, not evn to I, 
Nour. Know then, you are not half ſo kind as L 5 een. with her Foot 


Enter Mutes, ſome with Swords drawn, one with a Cup. 
You've choſen, and may now repent too late, 
Behold th effect of what you with'd, my hate. 


This Cup, a Cure for both our Ills has brought : FEE the Cup Jo prefon "Ty 
You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. 855 


Aur. All muſt be Poiſon which can come from e | [Receiving it fron ber. 
But this the pong t immortal Liberty y 


This firſt I po like dy ying 3 | No 98 " [Spilling a Grtle of it. 


Grim. though ] — be, Death pleaſes * he frees. 
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As he is going to drink, Enter Morat PEE 
Mor. Make not ſuch haſte, you muſt my leifure ſtay : 
Your Fate's deferr'd, you ſhall not die to day. [Taking the Cup from him. 
Nour. What fooliſh Pity has poſſeſs d your Mind, 
To alter what, you'r Prudence once deſign'd ? 
Mor. What if I pleaſe to lengthen out his Date, 


A Day, and take a Pride to cozen Fate ? 


Nour. Till not be ſafe to let him live an Hour. 

Mor. Vil do't, to ſhew my Arbitrary Powr. 

Nour. Fortune may take him from your Hands again, 
And you repent th occaſion loſt in vain. 

Mor. | ſmile at what your Female Fear foreſees : 
I'm in Fates place, and dictate her Decrees. 
Let Arimant be call'd. [Exit one of his Attendants. 

Aur, Give me the Poiſon, and I'll end your Strife: 
I hate to keep a poor precarious Life. 
Would I my fafety on baſe terms receive, 
E Sir, I could have liv'd without your leave. 

ut thoſe I could accuſe, I can forgive: 

By my diſdainful Silence, let em live. 1 0 
Nour. What am I, that you dare to bind my hand? To Morat. 
So low ! T've not a Murder at Command! 
Can you not one poor Life to her afford, 
Her, who gave up whole Nations to your Sword? 
And from ti abundance of whoſe Soul and Heat, 
Th o erflowing ſerv'd to make your Mind fo great. 

Mor. What did that Greatneſs in a Woman's Mind: 


III lodg'd and weak to Act what it deſign'd. 
Pleaſures your Portion, and your ſlothtul eaſe : 


When Man's at leiſure, ſtudy how to pleaſe. 


Soſten his angry hours with ſervile care, 
And when he calls the ready Feaſt prepare. 


From Wars, and from affairs of State abſtain : 


Women Emaſculate a Monarch's Reign. 


And murmuring Crouds who ſee em ſhine with Gold, 
That Pomp, as their own raviſh'd Spoils behold. . 
Nour. Rage choaks my words: *Tis Womanly to weep DL Aide. 
In my ſwoll 'n Breaſt my cloſe Revenge Ill keep, 
III watch his tender'ſt part, and there ſtrike deep 
Aur. Your ſtrange proceeding does my wonder move ; 
Yet ſeems not to expreſsa Brother's Love. 
Say to what cauſe my reſcud Life I owe. 
Mor. If what you ask would pleaſe, you ſhould not know. 


Exit. 


But ſince that knowledge, more than Death, will grieve, 


Know, Indamora gain'd you this Reprieve. 
Aur. And whence had ſhe the Pow'r to work your change? 
Mor. The powr of Beauty is not new or ſtrange. 

Should ſhe command me more, I could obey ; 

But her Requeſt was bounded with a day. 

Take that: And, if you'll ſpare my farther Crime, 

Be kind, and grieve to death againſt your time. 


Enter Arimant. 
Remove this Pris ner to ſome ſafer place : 


He has, for Indamora's fake, found Be 


And, from my Mother's Rage muſt guarded be, 


: Till you receivea new Command from me. 


Arim. Thus Love, and Fortune, perſecute me ſtill, 


And make me Slave to every Rival's Will. Afide. 


Aur. How I diſdain a Life, which I muſt buy, 


With your contempt, and her inconſtancy. 


For a few hours, my whole content I pay : | 
You ſhall not force on me another day. | Exit. with Arimant 
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"The Grear Mogul. FO 


Enter Meleſinda Cm” I 
Mel. I have been ſeeking you this hours long Pick, 


And fear'd to find you in another place. 


But, ſince you're here, my jealouſie grows leſs : 
You will be kind to my unworthineſs. 
What ſhall I fay, I love to that degree, 

Each glance another way is robb'd from me. 
Abſence, and Priſons I could bear again 
But ſink, and die, beneath your leaſt diſdain. 


Mor. Why do you give your Mind this needleſs care, 


And, for your ſelf, and me, new pains prepare: > 
I neer approv d this Paſſion in exceſs: 


If you would ſhew your Love diſtruſt me leſs. 
I hate to be purſu d from place to place: 


Meet, at each.turn, a ſtale domeſtick Face. 


Th approach of Jealouſie Love cannot bear 


He s wild, and ſoon on VVing, if watchful Eyes come near. 


Mel. From your lov d Preſence, how can I rad 3 
My Eyes purſue the Object of my Heart. 
Mor. You talk as if it were our Bridal Night : 


Fondneſs is {till th effect of new 2 


And Marriage but the Pleaſure of a Day: e 1 9 


The Metal's baſe, the gilding worn away. 


. Mel. I fear Pm guilty of ſome great Offence, | 
And that has bred this cold Indifterence.. - : 7 
Mor. The greateſt in the VVorld to Fleſh and Blood : 
You fondly love much longer than you ſhoud. 
Mel. If that be all which makes your Diſcontent, 


of ſuch a Crime I never can repent. 


Mor. VVould you force Love upon me; which I ſhun pf 
And bring courſe Fare when Appetite is gone? 

Mel. VVhy did I not, in Priſon, die betore 
My fatal Freedom made me ſuffer more 


J had been pleas d to think I dy'd for you, 
And doubly pleas'd, becauſe you then were true. 


Then 1 had hope, but now, alas have none. 
Mor. You ſay you love me; let that Love be ſhown. 
Iis in your Power to make my Hap 5 pred . 
Mel. Speak quickly: to command me is to bleſs. 
Mor. To Indamora you my Suit muſt move: 
Youll ſure ſpeak kindly of the Man you love. 
Mel. Oh! let me rather periſh by your Hand, 
Than break my Heart by this unkind el 
Think tis the only one I could deny; ts 
And that tis harder to refuſe than die. 85 
Try, if you pleaſe, my Rival's Heart to win : 
I'll bear the Pain, but not promote the Sin. 
You own whate'er Perfections Man can boaſt, 
And if ſhe view you with my Eyes ſhe's loft: - | 
Mor, Here I renounce all Love, all Nuptial Ties : ef og 
Henceforward live a Stranger to my Eyes : 
VVhen I appear, ſee you-avoid the place, 
And haunt me not with that unlucky Face. 
Mel. Hard, as it is, I this Command obey, 7 
And haſte, while I have Life to go away. 
In pity ſtay {ome hours, till I am dead, . 
That blameleſs you may court m. Rival's O Bed. 
My hated Face I'll not preſume to ſnow; 
Yet I may watch your Steps where-e er you go. „ 
Unſeen, Il gaze: and with my lateſt Breath, Meeping. 
Bleſs, while 1 I die, the Author of my Death. 
Enter Emperour. 
Emp. VVhen your Triumphant Fortune high * 


VVhat Cauſe can draw theſe unbecoming Tears. 
Vol. Il = F2 
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Let Chearfulneſs on happy Fortune wait, 

And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate. 5 
Mel. Fortune long frown'd, and has but lately ſmil'd : 

I doubt a Foe ſo newly reconcil d. 

You ſaw but Sorrow in its waining Form, 

A working Sea, remaining from a Storm. 

VVhen the now weary V Vaves roul oer the Deep, 


And faintly murmur e' er they fall aſleep. 1 = 
Emp. Your inward Griefs you {mother in your Mind; bY 
But Fame's loud Voice proclaims your Lord unkind. 0 
Mor. Let Fame be buſie where ſhe has to do: e We 
Tell of fought Fields, and every pompous Show. "3 
"Thoſe Tales are fit to fill the Peoples Ears: 05 1 
Monarchs unqueſtion'd move in higher Spheres. 1 


Mel. Believe not Rumor, but your ſelf; and ſee ; . 
The Kindneſs twixt my plighted Lord and me. Aiſing Mor. 
This is our State; thus happily we live; . 
Theſe are the Quarrels which we take and give. 1 
Afide to Mor.] I had no other way to force a Kiſs, 1 —_ 
Forgive my laſt farewel to you and Bliſs,  [Exit. | 
Emp. Your haughty Carriage ſhews too much of Scarn, 
IR And Love, like hers, deſerves not that return. he: 
hy Mor. You'll pleaſe to leave me Judge of what I do, 
And not examine by the outward ſhow. _ 


| : ' Your uſage of my Mother might be good: 

4 judge it not. 3 

til Emp.——— Nor was it fit you ſhou d. "W 
[7 — | Mor. Then in as equal Ballance weigh my Deeds. 1 
ha | Emp. My Right, and my Authority, exceeds. | Eo 
in Suppoſe (what i'll not grant) Injuſtice done; 1 
19 Is judging me the Duty of a Son? *F 
5 Mor. Not of a Son, but of an Emperor: = 
1 | You cancelld Duty when you gave me Pow'r. —_ 
ſq If your own Actions on your VVill you ground, 

11 Mine ſhall hereafter know no other bound. EE 

VB VVhat meant you when you call'd me to a Throne ? 


VVas it to pleaſe me with a Name alone : 5 
Emp. "iwas that I thought your Gratitude would know 
wh VVhat to my partial Kindred you did owe : 
18 That what your Birth did to your Claim deny, 
i Jour merit of Obedience might ſupply. _ . 
Mor. To your own Thoughts fuch Hopes you might propoſe ; 
But I took Empire not on Terms like thoſe. f 
Of Bus neſs you complain d, now take your eaſe: 
Enjoy what &er decrepid Age can pleaſe: 
Eat, ſleep, and. tell long Tales of what you were 
In flow'r of Youth, if any one will hear. 3 | 
Emp. Power, like new VVine, does your weak Brain ſurprize, 
And its mad Fumes, in hot Diſcourſes, riſe;  _ 
But time theſe giddy Vapours will remove: 
Mean while I'll taſte the ſober Joys of Love. 
Mor. You cannot love, nor Pleaſures take, or give; 


17 | But Life begin, when *tis too late to live. 
16 On a tir d Courſer you purſue Delight, 
Fi Let flip your Morning, and ſet out at Night. 


It you have livd, take thanktully the paſt: 

Make, as you can, the ſweet Remembrance laſt. 

It you have not enjoy'd what Youth yould give, 

But ite ſunk through you like a leaky Sieve. 
Accuſe your ſelf you hv'd not while you might; 

Put, i the Captive Queen reſign your Right. 

T ve now reſolv d to fill your uſeleſs place; 

IIl take that Poſt to cover your Diſgrace, 

And love her for the Honour of my Race. 


as be. „ 8 —— 
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1 J Emp. Thou doſt but try how far J can forbear, 
1 Nor art that Monſter which thou would ſt appear. 
But do not wantonly my Paſſion move; | 
I pardon nothing that relates to Love. 
My Fury does like jealous Forts, purſue, a 
With death, eva Strangers, who but come to view. 
Mor. I did not only view, but will invade; _ 
Could you ſhed Venom from your reverend Shade. 
Like Trees, beneath whoſe Arms tis death to ſleep: 
Did rouling Thunder your fenc'd Fortreſs keep. 
Thence would I ſnatch my Semele, like Jove, 
And midſt the dreadful wrack enjoy my Love. 21 
Emp. Have I for this, ungrateful as thou art, 11 
When Right, when Nature, ſtruggl'd in my Heart, 
When Heav'n call'd on me for thy Brother's Claim, 
Broke all, and ſulli'd my unſpotted Fame > 1 
Wert thou to Empire by my baſeneſs brought, _ Ta” 
And wouldſt thou ravith what ſo dear I bought? 
Dear! For my Conſcience and its Peace I gave: 
Why was my Reaſon made my Pailions Slave? 
1 (ce Heaven's Juſtice ; thus the Pow'rs Divine 
Pay Crimes with Crimes, and puniſh mine by thine. 
Mor. Crimes let them pay, and puniſh as they pleaſe : 
What Pow'r makes mine, by Pow'r J mean to ſeize. 
Since tis to that they their own greatneſs owe . 3 
Above, why ſhould they queition mine below? [Exit, 
Emp. Prudence, thou vainly in our Youth art ſought, 
And with Age purchas'd art too dearly bought. 
We're paſt the uſe oi Wit, for which we toil; 
Late Fruit, and planted in too cold a Soil. 
My ſtock of Fame is laviſh'd and decay'd ; 
No profit of the vaſt profuſion made, - 
| Too late my Folly I repent ; I know 1 
My Aurenge-Zebe would ne'er have us'd me ſo. 
But, by his ruin I prepared my own ; 

And, like a naked Tree, my ſhelter gone, 
To Winds and Winter- ſtorms muſt ſtand expos'd alone. 
Aurenge-Zebe, Arimant. 

Arim. Give me not Thanks, which I will ne'er deſerve; 
But know, tis for a nobler Price I ſerve. 
By Indamora's Will you're hither hrought: 
All my Reward in her Command I tought. 
The reſt your Letters tell you ——— See, like Light, 5 
She comes, and I muſt vaniſh, like the Night. Exil. 
1 Enter Indamora. | = 
Ind. Tis now that I begin to live again: 
Heavns, I forgive you all my fear and pain. 
Since I behold my Aurenge-Zebe appear; 
I could not buy him at a Price too dear, 
His Name alone afforded me relief, 
Repeated as a Charm to cure my Grief. - 
I that lov'd Name did, as ſome God, invoke, 
And printed Kiſſes on it while I ſpoke. 


Aur. Short eaſe : but long, long Pains from you I find, 

Health to my Eyes, but Poiſon to my Mind. 

Why are you made ſo excellently far? 

So much above what other Beauties are, 

That, ev'n in curling, you new form my Breath, 

And make me bleſs thoſe Eyes, which give me Death? 
Ind. What reaſon for your Curſes can you find ? 

My Eyes your Conqueſt, not your Death deſign'd; 

If they offend, tis that they are too king. 
Aur. The ruins they have wrought you will not ſe:: 

Too kind they are, indeed, but nor to me. 


3 
* * 


Exit. 
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Ind. Think you baſe Intereſt, Souls, like mine, can ſway ? 
Or that, for Greatneſs, I can Love betray : bs | 
| No, Aurenge-Zebe, you merit all my Heart, 
And I'm too noble but to give a part. 
Your Father, and an Empire! am I known _. 
No more: or have ſo weak a judgment ſhown, 
In chuſing you, to change you for a Throne ? 
Aur. How, with a Truth, who would a Falſhood blind! 
Tis not my Father's Love you have deſignd; 
Your Choice is fix d where Youth and Pow'r are joyn d. 
Ind. Where Youth and Pow' are joyn'd ! has he a Name ? 
Aur. You would be told ; you glory in your ſhame; 
There's Muſick in the Sound; and to provoke | ; 
Your pleaſure more, by me it muſt be ſpoke. 9 = I 
Then, then it raviſhes, when your pleas'd Ear, EY 7 
The ſound does from a wretched Rival hear. 
Morat's the Name your Heart leaps up to meet, 


While Aurenge-Zebe lies dying at your Feet. 4 8 5 . 1 

, 77 EE. not ALS, == 
lf Aur, ———= Are you fo loſt to Shame? V * 99 
1 Morat, Morat, Morat: You love the Name. | | . 
0 | So well, your ev'ry Queſtion ends in that; 8 
| You force me ſtill to anſwer you, Morat. EPL 8 = 
Wo Morat, who beſt could tell what you reveald; „5 ES 
| I i Morat, too proud to keep his Joy conceal 'd. cara ned 4 53 _ 1 
6 Jud. Howe er unjuſt your Jealouſie appear, . 3 
\ It ſhews, the loſs of what you love, you fear. 5 ag 8 
1% And does my Pity, not my Anger move: 5 3% 
Th I'll fond it, as the froward Child of Love. 5 ET 
ih To ſhew the Truth of my unalter d Breaſt, 2 =_ 
„ Know, that your Life was givn at my Requeſt: 5 
1 At leaſt Repriev d. When Heav'n deny d you aid, Þ 
|. - She brought it, She, whoſe Falſhood you upbraid. 1 88 

Aur. And *tis by that you would your Falſhood hide, Fn 


Had you not ask'd, how happy had I dy'd! ens” 
Accurſt Reprieve ! Not to prolong my Breath, 
It brought a lingring, and more painful Death. 
J have not liv'd ſince firſt I heard the News; 
The Gift the guilty Giver does accule. 
' You knew the Price, and the Requeſt did move, 
That you might pay the Ranſom with your Love. 
Ind. Your accuſation muſt, I ſee, take place ; 
And I am guilty, infamous, and baſe! 
Aur. If you are falſe, thoſe Epithets are ſmall ; | e 
Youre then the things, the abſtract of em all. | 8 0 | 
And you are falſe : you promisd him your Love, 
No other Price a Heart ſo hard could move. 
Do not I know him: Could his Brutal Mind 
Be wrought upon: Could he be Juſt, or Kinda 
Inſultingly, he maderyour Love his boaſt ; 
Gave me my Life, and told me what it coſt. 
Speak ; Anſwer. I would fain yet think you true ; 
Lie; and Ill not believe my elf, but you. | 
Tell me you love; Fl! pardon the deceit, 
And, to be fool'd, my {elf aſſiſt the Cheat. 
Ind. No; tis too late : I have no more to ſay, 
If you'll believe I have been falſe, you may. — 
Aur. I would not; but your Crimes too plain appear: 
Nay, even that I ſhould think you true, you fear. 
Did I not tell you, I would be deceiv'd 2 
Ind. Im not concernd to have my Truth beliey'd. 
You would be Cozen'd ! would aſſiſt the Cheat! 
But I'm too plain to join in the deceit : 
Im pleas d you think me falſe——— 
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And, whatſoe'er my Letter did pretend, 
1 made this Meeting for no other end. __ 
Aur. Kill me not quite, with this indifference : 
When you are guiltleſs, boaſt not an Offence. 
I know you better than your ſelf you know : . 
Your Heart was true, but did ſome frailty thow : 
You promisd him your Love, that I might live ; 
But promis'd what you never meant to give. 
Speak, was t not ſo? confeſs; I can forgive? 


1 Ind. Forgive, u hat dull excuſes you prepare 
„ As if your Thoughts of me were worth my care. 
1 Au. A Traitreſs! Ah Ingrate! Ah faithleſs Mind! 
1 Ah Sex, invented firſt to damn Mankind! 


Nature took care to dreſs you up for Sin: 
Adorn'd without; unfiniſh'd left, within. 
Hence, by no Judgment you your Loves direct; 
Talk much, ne'er think, and ſtill the wrong effect. 
So much Self- Love in your Compoſures mix d, 
That Love to others ſtill remain unfix cd. 

Greatneſs, and Noiſe, and Show, are your delight ; 

Yet Wiſe-Men love in their own deſpight. 5 
And, finding in their Native Wit no eaſe, 

Are forc'd to put your Folly on to pleaſe. 

IId. Now you ſhall know what cauſe you have to rage; 

But to increaſe your Fury, not aſlwage: 

1 found the way your Brother's Heart to move, 

Yet promis d not the leaſt return of Love. 

His Pride, and Brutal Fierceneſs I abhor ; 
But ſcorn your mean ſuſpicions of me more. 

] ow'd my Honour and my Fame this care: V 
Know what your Folly loſt you, and deſpair. {Turning from him. 
Aur. Too cruelly your Innocence you tell. 

Show Heav'n, and damn me to the Pit of Hell. 

Now I believe you; 'tis not yet too late : 

You may forgive, and put a ſtop to Fate. . 
Save, juſt ſinking, and no more to riſe. [She fromns, 
How can you look with ſuch relentleſs Eyes: „ 
Or let your Mind by penitence be mov'd, 

Or I'm refoly'd to think you never lovd. 

'You are not cleard unleſs you Mercy ſpeak : 

TH think you took th' occaſion thus to break. 

Ind. Small Jealouſie, tis true, inflame Deſire, 

Too great, not fan, but quite blow out the Fire. 

Yet I did love you, till ſuch Pains I bore, 

That I dare truſt my ſelf, and you no more. 

Let me not love you ; but here end my pain : 

Diſtruſt may make me wretched once again. _- 

Now, with full Sails, into the Port I move, 

And ſafely can unlade my Breaſt of Love: 

Quiet and Calm : Why ſhould I then go back; 

To tempt the ſecond hazard of a Wrack! | 

_ Aur, Behold theſe dying Eyes, ſee their ſubmiſſive awe : 
Theſe Tears, which fear of Death could never draw: 
Heard you that ſigh 2 from my heav'd Heart it paſt, 
And faid, if you forgive not, tis my laſt, 

Love mounts, and roul about my ſtormy Mind, 

Like fire, that's born by a tempeſtuous Wind. 

Oh, I could ſtifle you with eager haſte ! 

Devour your Kiſſes with my hungry taſte! 

Ruſh on you! Eat you! wander Oer each part, 
Raving with pleaſure, ſnatch you to my Heart ! 
Then hold you off, and gaze | then, with new rage 
Invade you, till my Conſcious Limbs prefage 


T i 


1 would not live to reign O er ſuch a Race. 


But thou no more art mine; my Cruelty 


Heav'n has inſpir d me with a ſudden Thought, 


TOI 


3  AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 


Torrents of Joy: which all their Banks o erllow ! 
So loſt, ſo bleſt, as I, but then could know ER 
Ind. Be no more jealous. | 
Aur. Give me cauſe no more : 
The danger's greater after, than before. 
If I relapſe, to cure my Jealouſic 


Let me (for that's the eaſieſt parting ) die. 
Ind. My Life! 


Aur.—— My Soul! Cs. 
Ind. — My All that Heav'n can give! 
Death's Life with you: without you, Death to live. 
To them Arimant haſtily. 


Arim. Oh, we are loſt, beyond all humane Aid! 
The Citadel is to Morat 'betray'd. 


The Traitor and the Treaſon know too late; 


The falſe Abas deliver'd up the Gate: 


Ev'n, while I ſpeak, we're compaſsd round with Fate. 
The Valiant cannot fight, or Coward flle ; 


But both undiſtinguiſh'd Crowds muſt die. 


Aur. Then my Prophetick Fears are come to pals: 
Morat was always bloudy ; now he's baſe : 


And has fo far in Uſurpation gone, 


He will by Parricide ſecure the Throne. 


To them the Emperor. 

Emp. Am I forſaken; and betray'd, by all 
Not one brave Man dare, with a Monarch, fall? 
Then, welcome Death, to cover my Diſgrace ; 


My Aurenge-Zebe ! 


Has quite deſtroy'd the Right Thad 1 in He, 
I have qeen baſe, 


Baſe, evn to him from whom I did receive, 


All that a Son could to a Parent Ve. -- - 
Behold me puniſh'd in the ſelf- ſame kind, 
Th' ungrateful doer a more ungrateful find. 
Aur. Accuſe your ſelf no more; you could not be 
Ungrateful : could permit no Crime to me. 
I only mourn my yet uncancel'd ſcore : 
You put me paſt the powr of paying more. 


That, that's my Grief, that I can only grieve, 


And bring but pity, where I would relieve. 
For had I yet Ten thouſand Lives to pay, 
* mighty Sum ſhould go no other way. 


Can you forgive me, tis not fit you ſhoud. 
why will you be ſo excellently good? 


"Twill ſtick too black a brand upon my Name: 
The Sword is needleſs; I ſhall die with Shame. 


What had my Age to do with Love's delight, 
Shut out from all enjoyments but the Sight: 
Arim. Sir, you forget the danger's imminent : 
This Minute is not for excuſes lent. 
Emp. Diſturb me not- 
How can my lateſt Hours be better ſpent ? 
To reconcile my ſelf to him is more, 
Than to regain all I poſleſs'd before. 


Empire and Life are now not worth a Pray : 


His Love, alone, deſerves my dying Care. 


Ausr. Fighting for you, my Death will glorious Ty 
Ind. Seek to preſerve your ſelf, and live for me. 
Arim. Loſe then no farther time. 


Whence your Ae d for ſafety may be wrought, 
Though with the hazard of my Blood tis bought. 


| [Giving him her hand. 


| [Seeing Aurenge-Zebe. 


But, 


ot AN 
e 


_ _ . The Great-Mogul. 
1 8 5 * Tm eee N 
3 But, ſince my Life can ne'er be fortunate, 
= 'Tis ſo much Sorrow well redeem'd from Fate. 
8 1 You, Madam, mult retire ; I | 
3 Your Beauty is its own ſecurity. 
And leave the conduct of the reſt to me. 
1 Glory will crown my Life, if I ſucceed; 1 
* If not, ſhe may afford to love me dead. 1 [ Aſide. 
N Aur. My Father's kind, and, Madam, you forgive: 
1 Where Heav'n fo pleas d, I now could wiſh to hve. 
1 And, I ſhall live. FI A 
1 With Glory, and with Love, at once I burn: GT El 
W; I feel th' inſpiring heat, and abſent God return. [ Exeunt, 


8 | 
Indamora alone. 


HE Night ſeems doubled with the fear ſhe brings, 
And o'er the Citadel new ſpreads her Wings. 
The Morning, as miſtaken, turns about, 
And all her early Fires again go out. 7 
Shouts, Cries, and Groans firſt pierce my Ears, and then 
A flaſh of Lightning draws the guilty Scene, 
And ſhews me Arms, and Wounds, and dying Men. 
Ah, ſhould my Aurenge-Zebe be fighting there, 
And envious Winds diltinguiſh'd to my Ear, 
His dying Groans, and his laſt accents bear. 
4-42... T8 M Mitt.. 
Mor. The bloudy bus'neſs of the Night is done, 
And, in the Citadel an Empire won. Hs 
Our Swords ſo wholly did the Fates emplov, 
That they, at length, grew weary to deſtroy : 
Refus d the work we brought; and, out of Breath, 
Made Sorrow and Deſpair attend for Death. 
But what of all my Conqueſt can I boaſt ? 
My haughty Pride, before your Eyes, is loſt : 
And Victor but gains me to preſent = 
That Homage which our Eaſtern World has ſent. 
Ind. Your Victory, alas, begets my fears: 
Can you not then Triumph without my Tears? 
| Reſolve me; * you know my deſtiny 
In Aurenge-Zebe 
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e's) ſay, do I live or dies 
Mor. Urg d by my Love, by hope of Empire fir'd : 
'Tis true, I have perform'd what both requir'd. 
What Fate decreed, for when great Souls are giv'n, 
They bear the Marks of Sov'reignty from Heav'n. 
My Elder Brothers my fore-runners came; _ 
Rough draughts of Nature, ill-deſign'd and lame. 
Blown off, like Bloſſoms, never made to bear; 
Till 1 came, finiſh'd; her laſt labour'd Care. 
Id. This Prologue leads to your ſucceeding Sin: 
Blood ended what Ambition did begin. 
Mor. "Twas rumour'd, but by whom I cannot, tell, 
My Father ſcap'd from out the Citadel. 
My Brother too may live. l 
Ind. He may. 
Mor. — He muſt: 6 es 
I killd him not, and a leſs Fate's unjuſt. 
Heav'n owes it me, that I may fill his room ; 
A Phaenix-Lover, riſing from his Tomb. 


Mm In whom youll loſe your Sorrows for the Dead; 
Fo | More warm, more fierce, and fitter for your Bed. 
Vol. I | 86 
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42 _AURENGE-ZEBE; Or, 


Ind. Should 1 from Aurene-Zebe my Heart divide, 
To love a Monſter and a Parricide ? 
Theſe Names your ſwelling Titles cannot hide. 
Severe Decrees may keep our Tongues in awe: 
But to our Thoughts, what Edict can give Law? 


_ Ev'n you your ſelf, to your own Breaſt, ſhall tell 


Your Crimes : and your own Conſcience be your Hell. 


Mor. What bus'neſs has my Conſcience with a Crown ? 


She ſinks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown. 
If Mirth ſhould fail, III buſie her with Cares: 
Silence her Clamorous Voice with louder Wars : 


Trumpets and Drums ſhall fright her from the Throne, 


As ſounding Cymbals aid the labring Moon. 

Ind. Repel'd by theſe, more eager ſhe will grow; 
Spring back more ſtrongly than a Scythian Bow : 
Amidſt your Train, this unſeen Judge will wait; 
Examine how you came by all your State. 
Upbraid your impious Pomp; and in your Ear, 
Will hollow, Rebel, Tyrant, Murderer. 

Your ill-got PO r, wan Looks and Care ſhall bring : 
Known but by Diſcontent to be a King. 

Of Crowds afraid, yet anxious when alone; 

You'll ſit and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 

Mor. Birth-right's a vulgar Road to Kingly ſway ; 
*Tis every dull-got Elder-Brother's way. 
Dropt from above, he lights into a Throne; 
Grows of a piece with that he fits upon, 
Heav'ns choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone. 
But who by force a Scepter does obtain, 


| Shows he can govern that which he could gain. 
Right comes of courſe, whate'er he was before; ; 
Murder and Uſurpation are no more. 


[nd. By your own Laws you ſuch Dominion make; j 
As evry ſtronger Pow'r has right to take. 

And Farricide will fo deform your Name, 

That difpoſleſiing you will give a claim. 
Who next Ulurps, will a juſt Prince appear; 
So much your ruin will his Reign endear. 

Mor. 1 without Guilt would mount the Royal Seat; 
But yet tis neceſſary to be Great. 

Ind. All Greatneſs is in Virtue underſtood : 
Tis only neceſſary to be good. 
Teil me, what is't at which great Spirits aim, 
What moſt your ſelf deſire ? 

Mor. --— Renown, and Fame, 
And Power, as uncontroul'd as is my Will. 

Zad. How you confound deſires of Good and Il! 


For true Renown is ſtill with Virtue join'd. 
But luſt of Pow'r lets looſe the unbridl'd Mind. 


Yours is a Soul irregularly Great, 


Which wanting Temper, yet abounds with Heat : 


So ſtrong, yet ſo unequal Pulſes beat. 


As Sun which does through Vapours dimly ſhine : 
What pity 'tis you are not all Divine ! 
New molded, thorough Lighten'd, and a Breaſt 
So pure, to bear the laſt fevereſt Teſt. 
Fit to Command an Empire you ſhould gain 
By Virtue, and without a Bluſh to Reign. 
Mor. You ſhow me ſomewhat I neer learnt before; ; 
But 'tis the diſtant proſpect of a Shore, 


Doubtful in Miſts; which, like enchanted Ground, 
Flies from my Sight, before tis fully found. 


Ind. Dare to be Great, without a guilty Crown; 


View it, and lay the bright 3 down. 
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11 'Tis baſe to ſeize on all, becauſe you may; e 
8 That's Empire, that which I can give away. 
1 There's Joy when to wild Will you Laws preſcribe, 
1 When you bid Fortune carry back her Bride. 
EF A Joy, which none but greateſt Minds can taſte ; 
A Fame which will to endleſs Apes laſt. 4 
Mor. Renown, and Fame, in vain I courted long; 


And ſtill purſu'd em though directed wrong. 
0 In hazard, and in toils, I heard they lay 
2108 Sail d farther than the Coaſt, but miſs d my way: 
1 Now you have given me Virtue for my guide; 
1 And, with true Honour, ballaſted my Pride. 
EF. Unjuſt Dominion I no more purſue ; __ 
„ I quit all other Claims but thoſe to you. 
. Ind. Oh be not juſt to halves! pay all you owe: 
Think there's a Debt to Meleſinda too. 
To leave no blemiſh on your after-Liſe; 
Reward the Virtue of a ſuff ring Wife. © 
Mor. To love once paſt, I cannot backward move ; 
Call yeſterday again, and I may love. 
*Twas not for nothing I the Crown reſign'd ; 
1 ſtill muſt own a mercenary Mind: 
Tin this venture, dcuble gains purſue, 
And laid out all my Stock to purchaſe you. 
„ 0 them Afaph: Chan. 
Now, what ſucceſs? Does Aurenge-Zebe yet live ? 
Aſaph. Fortune has givin you all that ſhe can give, 
Your Brother —— 8 8 
Mor. — Hold ; thou ſhew'ſt an impious Joy, 
And think ſt I ſtill take pleaſure to deſtroy :- 
| Know, I am chang'd, and would not have him ſlain. 
Aſaph. Tis paſt; and you deſire his Life in vain. 
He, prodigal of Soul, ruſh'd on the ſtroke | 
Of lifted Weapons, and did Wounds provoke. 
In ſcorn of Night he would not be conceald ; 
His Soldiers where he fought his Name reveal'd. 
In thickeſt Crowds ſtill Aurenge-Zebe did ſound : 
The vaulted Roofs did Aurenge-Zebe rebound, 
Till late, and in his Fall, the Name was drown'id. —|{\_ 
Ind. Wither that Hand which brought him to his Fate, 
And blaſted be the Tongue which did relate. 
Aſaph. His Body 5 
Mor. —— Ceaſe to inhanſe her Miſery: 
Pity the Queen, and ſhow reſpe& to me. 
"Tis every Painters Art to hide from ſight, 
And caſt in Shades, what ſeen would not delight. 5 
Your Grief, in me ſuch Sympathy has bred, [. ber. 
I mourn ; and wiſh I could recal the Dead. . 
4 Love ſoftens me; and blows up Fires, which paſs 
I hrough my tough Heart, and melt the ſtubborn Maſs. 
4 Id. Break Heart; or Choak, with Sobs, my hated Breath; 
1 Do thy own work : admit no foreign Death. HE 
Alas! Why do I make this uſeleſs moan 2? | 
Im dead already, for my Soul is gone. 
To them Mir Baba. . 
Mir. What Tongue the terror of this Night can tell, 
Within, without, and round the Citadel! mn 
A new form'd Faction does your Pow'r oppoſ e; 
The Fight's confus'd, and all who meet are Fes. 
A ſecond Clamour from the Town we hee; 5 
And the far noiſe ſo loud it drowns the near, NR ; 
Aba, who ſeem'd our Friend, is either fle, 
Or, what we fear, our Enemies does head. 3 
Your frighted Soldiers ſcarce their Ground maintain. 
Mor. I thank their Fury; we ſhall fight again: G 2 They 
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Alas, ſhe's here! 


14 AURENGE-ZEBE.: Or, 


2 


They rouze my rage; I'm eager to ſubdue: Hoe now's | 
is 188 to Wich- Hold my Pies from you. [Exit with the two Omrahs. 
7 Enter Meleſinda. Fat 
Mel. Can Miſery no place of ſafety know? 
he noile purſues me whereſoe'er I go, 
As Fate ſought only me, and where I fled, 
Aim'd all irs Darts at my Devoted Head. 
And let it; 1 am now paſt care of Life; 
Ihe laft of Women; an abandon'd Wife. 
Ind. Whether Deſign or Chance has brought you here, 
{ ſtand oblig'd to Fortune or to Fear 
Weak Women ſhould, in danger, herd like Deer. 
But ſay, from whence this new Combuſtion ſprings ? 
Are there yet more Morat's ? more fighting Kings ? 
Mel. Him from his Mother's Love your Eyes divide, 
And now her Arms the cruel ſtrife decide. 
Ind. What ſtrange Misfortunes my vex'd Life attend? 
Death will be kind and all my Sorrows end. 
It Nourmahal prevail, I know my Fate. 
Mel. I pity, as my own, your hard Eſtate ; 
But what can my weak Charity afford? 
J have no longer Int'reſt in my Lord: 


Nor in his Mother, He : ſhe owns her hate 


Aloud, and would her ſelf uſurp the State. 
Ind. Pm ſtupifi'd with Sorrow, paſt relief 


Of Tears, parch'd up, and wither'd with my Grief. 


L 


Mel. Dry mourning will decays more deadly bring, 


As a North Wind burns a too forward Spring. 
Give Sorrow vent, and let the Sluces go. 


Ind. My Tears are all congeal'd, and will not flow. 
Mel. Have Comtort ; yield not to the blows of Fate. 
Tad. Comfort, like Cordials atter Death, comes late. 
Name not ſo vain a word; my hopes are fled: 
Think your Morat were kind, and think him dead. 


Miel. I can no more | 


Can no more Arguments for Comfort find : 


Your boding Words have quite oerwhelm'd my Mind, 
5 [cs Clattering of Weapons within. 
Ind. The noiſe increaſes as the Billows roar, 
When rolling from afar, they threat the Shore. 
She comes; and feeble Nature now I find 
Shrinks back in danger, and forſakes my Mind. 
I with to Die, yet dare not Death endure ; 


Deteſt the Med'cine, yet deſire the Cure: 


I would have Death; but mild, and at Command: 
dare not truſt him in another's hand. 
In Nourmahal's, he would not mine appear! 
But arm'd with Terror, and diſguis d with Fear. 

Mel. Beyond this place you can have no retreat: 
Stay here, and I the danger will repeat. 
I fear not Death, becauſe my Life I hate: 


And envious Death will ſhun th'unfortunate. 


Ind. You muſt not venture, 

Mel. Let me: I may do 
My felt a kindneſs in obliging you. 
In your lov'd Name Ill ſeek my angry Lord; 
And beg your ſafety from his conquring Sword: 


So his Protection all your Fears will eaſe, 


And I ſhall ſee him once, and not diſpleaſe. L Exit. 
Ind. O wretched Queen! what Pow'r thy Life can fave 2 

A Stranger, and Unfriended, and a Slave! . 

Enter Nourmahal, Zayda, and Abas, with Soldiers. 


I Indamora withdraws to the inward part of the Scene. 


, 
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Nour; 


Nour. Heartleſs they fought, and quitted ſoon their ground, 
While ours with eaſie Victory were Crown'd. 
To you, Abas, my Life and Empire too, 
And, what's yet dearer, my Revenge, I We. 

Aka. The vain Morat by his own raſhneſs wrought, 
Too ſoon diſcover'd his ambitious Thought. 
Believ'd me his, becauſe I ſpoke him fair, 
And pitch'd his Head into the ready Snare. 
Hence twas I did his Troops at firſt admit 
But ſuch, whoſe numbers could no fears beget. 
=. By them the Emperor's Party firſt I ſlew, 


. Then turn'd my Arms the Victors to ſubdue. . 
1 Nour. Now let the head- ſtrong Boy my Will controul: 
Ds: TT 6 3 N 2 1 - 
BY. Virtues no Slave of Man ; no Sex confines the Soul : 


I, for my ſelf, th' Imperial Seat will gain, 
And he ſhall wait my leiſure for his Reign. 
But Aurenge-Zebe is no where to be found. 
And now perhaps in Death's cold Arms he lies: 
I fought, and conquer'd, yet have loſt the Prize. 
 Zayd, The chance of War determin'd well the ſtrife, 
That rack'd you, twixt the Lover and the Wife. 
He's dead, whoſe Love has ſully'd all your Reign, 
And made you Empreſs of the World in vain. 
Nour, No; I my Pow'r and Pleaſure would divide: 
The Drudge had quench'd my Flames, and then had did. 
I rage, to think without that Bliſs T live; 6 th 
That I could wiſh what Fortune would not give; 
But, what Love cannot, Vengeance mult ſupply ; 
She, who bereavd me of his Heart, ſhall die. fs 
Zayd. P'Il ſearch, far diſtant hence the cannot be. Going in. 
MNour. This wondrous Maſter-Piece I fain would ſee; „„ 
Ibis fatal Helen who can Wars inſpire, 
Make Kings her Slave, and ſet the World on fire. 
My Husband lock d his Jewel from my view: 
Or durſt not ſet the falſe one by the true. 
9 5 Re- enter Zayda leading Indamora. 
Zayd. Your frighted Captive, e're ſhe dies, receive; 
Her Soul's juſt going elſe, without your leave. 
. Nour, A fairer Creature did my Eyes ne'er ſee ! 
Sure ſhe was form'd by Heavn in ſpite to me ! 
Some Angel Copy d, while I ſlept, each Grace, 
And molded ev'ry Feature from my Face. 
Such Majeſty does from her Forehead riſe, . 
Her Cheeks ſuch Bluſhes caſt, ſuch Rays her Eyes, 
Nor I, nor Envy, can a blemiſh find. 5 
The Palace is, without, too well deſign'd: 
Conduct me in, for I will view thy Mind. 7 
Speak, if thou haſt a Soul, that I may ſee. — [To her. 
Ind. My Tears and Miſeries muſt plead my Cauſe: [ Kneeling. 
My Words the terror of your Preſence wess 
Mortals, in ſight of Angels, mute become; 
The nobler Nature ſtrikes th inferior dumb. 
Nour. The Palm is, by the Foes confeſſion, mine; 
But I diſdain, what baſely you reſign. pg 
Heav'n did, by me, the outward Model build: 
Its inward work, the Soul, with rubbiſh fill'd. 
Yet, Oh! th' imperfect Piece moves more deliphit ; 
"Tis gilded o'er with Youth, to catch the ſight. 
The Gods have poorly robbd my Virgin bloom; 
And what I am, by what I was, o ercome. 
Traitreſs, reſtore my Beauty and my Charms, 
Nor ſteal my Conqueſts with my proper Arms. 
Ind. What have I done, thus to inflame your hate? 
I am not guilty, but unfortunate. 1 | 
| Sa Your; 
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AURENGE- ZEBE: "Or, 


** 


Nour. Not guilty, when thy looks my pow r betray, 


Seduce Mankind, my Subject, from my Sway, 


Take all my Hearts and all my Eyes away? 
My Husband firſt, but that I could forgive : 
He only mov'd and talk 'd, but did not live. 


My Aurenge-Zebe, for 1 dare own the Name, 


The glorious Sin, and the more glorious Flame, 
Him, from my Beauty, have thy Eyes miſled, 
And ſtarv'd the Joys of my expected Bed. | 
Ind. His Love fo ſought, he's happy that he's dead. 
O had Courage but to meet my Fate; 
That ſhort dark Paſſage to a future State : 7 
That melancholy Riddle of a Breath. 
Nour. That ſomething, or that TOR after Death: 
Take this, and teach thy ſelf. | Giving a Dagger. 
Ind. Alas 
Nour . Why goſt thou ſhake 2 ' 
Diſhonour not the Vengeance I deſign'd : 
A Queen, and own a baſe Plebeian Mind! 


Let it drink deep in thy moſt vital part: _ 
Strike home, and do me reaſon in my Heart. 


"nd. 1 dare not. 
Nour. Do't while I Rand by and he. 


At my full guſt, without the drudgery. 


love a Foe, who dares my Stroke prevent, 
Who gives me the full Scene of my content. 
Shows me the flying Souls convulſive Strife, 
And all the Anguiſh | of departing Life. 


Diſdain my Mercy, and my Rage defie; 
Curſe me with thy laſt Breath; and make me ſee 


A Spirit worthy to have rival Ae. 
Ind. Oh, I deſire to die, but dare not yet: 


Give me ſome reſpite, url diſcharge the Debt. 


Without my Aurenge-Zebe | would not live. 


Nour, Thine, Traitreſs ! thine ! that word has wing'd thy Fate, 
And put me paſt the tedious forms of Hate. 


TM Kill thee with ſuch eagerneſs and haſte, _ 
As Friends, let looſe, would lay all Nature waſte. 


| [lndamora runs back, as Nourmahal is running to ber, 


claſhing of Swords is heard within, 
Sold. Yield, y're o'er power'd : reſiſtance is in vain. 


Mor. Then 'Death's my choice: Submiſſion I diſdain. 
Nour. Retire, you Slaves: Ah whither does he run 


0 pointed Swords : 2 Diſarm, but ſave my Son. 


Enter Morat ftaggering, and upheld by Soldiers. 
Mor. She Lives! and 1 ſhall fee her once again“ 


I have not thrown away my Life in vain. 


can no more; - yet, ev'n in Death, I find 

My fainting Body byaſs'd by my Mind. 

I fall toward you, {till my contending Soul 
Points to your Breaſt, and trembles to its Pole. 


[Catches hold of Indamora's Gown, and falls by ber, ſhe fits] 


To them Micleſinda haſtily, caſting her ſelf on the other r fide of — 


Mel. Ah wo, wo, wo! the worſt of woes I find, 
Live ſtill: Oh live, ev'n to be unkind. 


With half ſhut Eyes he ſeeks the doubtful day; 
But, ah / he bends his Sight another way. 

He faints / and in that Sight his Soul is gone; 

Yet Heaven's unmov d, yet Heav'n looks careleſs on. 


Nour. Where are thoſe Pow'rs which Monarchs ſhould defend: 


Or do they vain Authority pretend. 


Ore humane Fates, and their weak Empire ſhow, 
Which cannot guard their Images below 2 


[Af the Door, 


e 


e 


IS. 


The Great-Niogul. 


If, as their Image, he was not Divine, Ny 
They ought to have reſpected him as mine. 


I'll waken them with my Revenge; and ſhe, 0 
Their Indamora, ſhall my Victim be, 


And helpleſs Heav'n ſhall mourn in vain, like 


me. 


[4s ſhe is going to ſtab Indamora, Morat raiſes himſelf, and holds her Hand. 


Mor. Ah, what are we, | 
Who dare maintain with Heav'n this wretched Strife, 
Puft with the Pride of Heav'ns own Gift, frail Life. 
That Blaſt which my ambitious Spirit ſwell'd, 
See by how weak a Tenure it was held 
I only ſtay to fave the Innocent : 
Oh envy not my Soul its laſt content. | 
Ind. No, let me die; I'm doubly ſummon'd now: 
Firſt, by my Aurenge-Zebe ; and, ſince, by you. 
My Soul grows hardy, and can Death endure : 
Your Convoy makes the dangerous way ſecure. 
Mel. Let me, at leaſt a Funeral Marriage crave ; 
Nor grudge my cold Embraces in the Grave. 
I have too juſt a Title in the Strife : 
By me, unhappy me, he loſt his Life. 
I call d him hither ; 'twas my fatal Breath 3 RD 
And I the Screech-Ow!l that proclaim'd his Death. [Shouts within. 
Abas. What new Alarms are theſe ? I'll haſte and ſee. (Exit: - 
Nour. Look up, and live; an Empire ſhall be thine. 
Mor. That I contemn'd ev'n when I thought it mine. 
Oh, I muſt yield to my hard Deſtinies, 

And muſt for ever ceaſe to ſee your Eyes. 
Mel. Ah turn your Sight to me my deareſt Lord / 
Can you not one, one parting Look afford ? 2 
Ev'n ſo unkind in Death? but tis in vain ; = 

I loſe my Breath, and to the VVinds complain; 
Yet tis as much in vain your cruel Scorn : 
Still I can love, without this laſt return. 
Nor Fare, nor you, can my vow'd Faith controul ? 
Dying, Ill follow your diſdainful Soul: „ 
A Ghoit, I'll haunt your Ghoſt ; and, where you go, 
VVith mourntul Murmurs fill the Plains below. 
Mor. Be happy, Melefinda, ceaſe to grieve, 
And for a more deſerving Husband, live: 
Can you forgive me ? 
el. —Canl I/ Oh my Heart? 

Have I heard one kind word before I part: 

I can, I can forgive: Is that a task 5 : 

To love, like mine? Are you ſo good to ask 5 
One Kiſs——Oh tis too great a Bleſſing this; [Aeg him. 

1 would not live to violate the Bliſs  _ 1 

| EKRe. enter Abas. e 
Abas. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet more; 

The Fort's revolted to the Emperour: 1 

The Gates are open'd, the Portcullis drawn; 

And Deluges of Armies from the Town | 8 8 122 
Come pow'ring in: I heard the mighty Fla w. ; 
VVhen firſt it broke; the crowding Enfign ſa v,, 
VVhich choak'd the Paſſage ; and (what leaſt I fear'd) 

The waving Arms of Aurenge-Zebe appear d, 
Diſplay'd with your Morat's. | : 
In either's Flag the Golden Serpents bear, 
Erected Creſts alike, like Volumes rear, 
And mingle Friendly hiſſings in the Air. OY 
Their Troops are joyn'd, and our deſtruction nigh, 
Nour. Tis vain to fight, and I diſdain to flie, 

Il mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend ; 
And, ſpite of Fortune, make a glorious end, 


Zo Indamora. 


”_— 


— 


8 _ACRENGE-ZEBE: Or, 


_— 


In pois'nous Draughts my Liberty I'll find.: 
And from the nauſeous V Vorld ſet free my Mind. [_Exit. 
Al theother end of the Stage, Enter Aurenge-Zebe, Dianet, and Attendants. 
Aurenge· Zebe turns back, and ſpeaks entring. | 
Aur. The Lives of all who ceaſe from Combat, ſpare ;_ 
My Brothers be your molt peculiar Care : | 
Our impious uſe no longer ſhall obtain ; 


iþ Brothers no more by Brothers ſhall be ſlain. [Seeing Indamora and Morat. 
» Ha! do I dream ? is this my hop'd Succeſs? | | 
ij I grow a Statue, {tiff, and motionleſs, | 
1 Look, Dianet; for I dare not truſt theſe Eyes; 5 
Jin They dance in Miſts, and dazle with ſurprize. | 5 
Ii Dia. Sir. 'tis Morat; dying he ſeems, or dead: 9 
Wy And Indamora's Hand ——— 1 55 7 
(hy Aur. - Supports his Head [s/ghing. 3 
i Thou ſhalt not break yet Heart, nor ſhall ſhe know 2 
on My inward Torments by my outward Show ; 1 
ON To let her ſee my weakneſs were too baſe; | 4 
100 Diſſembled Quiet fit upon my face: | =_ 
in My Sorrow to my Eyes no paſſage find, E 
10 ut let it in ward ſink, and drown my Mind. 1 
65 Falihood ſhall want its Triumph: I begin yo 
1 Io ſtagger; but III prop my felt within. 1 
. The ſpacious Tow'r no ruin ſhall diſcloſe, 3 
5 Till down, at once, the mighty Fabrick goes. es 3 
10 Mor. In ſign that 1 die yours, reward my Love, Lo Indamora. 3 
IH! And ſcal my Paſſport to the bleſs d above. ling ber Hand. A 
1 Ind. O ſtay, or take me with you when you go:: 4 
wk There's nothing now worth living for below. 3 
1h Mor. | leave you not; for my expanded Mind 4 
[OR Grows up to Heav'n, while it to you is joyn d: 5 e 1 
65 Not quitting, but enlarg'd / A blazing Fire. 1 TH 
. Fed from the Brand. I 1 
b 1 Mel. Ah me! he's gone / I die / [Swoons. _ 
(4 Ind. Oh diſmal Day / 2 
[i Fate, thou halt ravith'd my laſt hope away. „ 5 
If} O Heav'n / my Aurente-Zebe :? [She turns and ſees Aurenge- Zebe 
1 ——- What ſtrange turprize / Standing by her, and ſtarts. 
VF Or does my willing Mind delude my Eyes, SE 
7 And ſhews tlie Figure always preſent there? 
1 Or liv'ſt thou 2 am I bleſs'd, and ſee thee here: 5 
3 Aur. My Brother's Body ſee convey'd with care, Turning from her to his 
'Þ Where we may Royal Sepulture prepare. Attendants. 
1 With ſpeed to Meleſinda bring relief ; 5 5 
77 Recal her Spirits, and moderate her Grief — Half turning to Indamora. 
13 I go, to take for ever from your view 
10 Both the lov'd Object, and the hated too. 5 
10 1 „ [Going away after the Bodies, which are carried off. 
1175 5 Tad. Hear me; yet think not that I beg your ſtay, { Laying hold of him. 
1 5 Iwill be heard, and after take your way. GE | 
[738 Go; but your late Repentance thall be vain, [Ze ſtruggles ſtill. She lets him g0. 
HA FI never fee your Face again. [Turning away. 
Fd Aur. Madam, I know whatever you can fay : 
9 You might be pleas d not to command my ſtay. 
Ms All things are yet diforder'd in the Fort; 
q I muſt crave leave your Audience may be ſhort. 


Tad. You need not fear I ſhall detain you long; 
Yet you may tell me your pretended wrong. 

Aur. Is that the bus'neſs, then my ſtay is vain. 

Ind. How are you injur'd > 75 

Aur. —— — When did I complain 

Ind. Leave oft your forc'd Reſpect — 
And ſhew your Rage in its moſt furious Form: 
I'm arm d with Innocence to brave the Storm. 


Lou 


The Great-Mogul. + 00 


You heard, perhaps, your Brother's laſt deſire; 

And after ſaw him in my Arms expire. 

Saw me, with Tears, ſo great a loſs bemoan : 

Heard me complaining my laſt hopes were gone. 
Aur. Oh ſtay, and take me with you when you go, 

* There's nothing now worth living for below. 1 

Unhappy Sex! whoſe Beauty is your Snare; 9 

Expos d to Trials; made too frail to bear. e 

I grow a Fool, and ſhow my Rage again: 

Iis Nature's fault; and why ſhould I complain? 

Jad. Will you yet hear me? 

Aur. -— Yes, till you relate 

What powerful Motives did your change create. 

You thought me dead, and prudently did weigh, 

Tears were but in vain, and brought but Youths decay. 

Then, in Morat, your hopes a Crown deſign'd; 

And all the Woman work'd within your Mind. 

I rave again, and to my Rage return, 

To be again ſubjected to your ſcorn. | 

Ind.] wait till this long ſtorm be over-blown. 
Aur. Im conſcious of my folly : I have done, 
I cannot rail; but ſilently I'll grieve. 
How did I truſt! and how did you deceive ! 
Oh. Arimant, would I had dy'd for thee ! 
I dearly buy thy Generoſity. OW. 
Ind. Alas! is he t!.en dead? 
Aur. Unknown to mg, - 
He took my Arms; and while] forced my way, 
Through Troops of Foes, which did our paſſage ſtay, 
My Buckler oer my aged Father caſt, 
Still 5ghting, ſtill deiending as I paſt. 
The noble Arimant uſurp'd my Name; 
| Fought, and took from me, while he gave me, Fame. 

To Aurenge-Zebe, he made his Soldiers cry, | 
And ſeeing not, where he heard danger nigh, 
„ Shot, like a Star, through the benighted Sky. 
* A ſhort, but mighty Aid: at length he fell, 
My on Adventures, twere loſt time to tell. 
3 Or how my Army entring in the Night, 

- Surpriz d our Foes ; the dark diſorder'd Fight. 
How my appearance, and my Father ſhown, 
Made Peace; and all the rightful Monarch wm. 
ve ſumm'd it briefly, ſince it did relate 
Th' unwelcome ſafety of the Man you hate. 
nad. As briefly will I clear my Innocence: 
Your alter'd Brother dy'd in my defence. 
Thoſe Tears you ſaw, that tenderneſs I ſhowd,- 
Were juſt effects of Grief and Gratitude. 
He dy d my Convert. --- i: 51117 0:75; 

Aur. But your Lover too : : 
heard his Words, and did your Actions view. 
You ſeem'd to mourn another Lover dead : - 
My Sighs you gave him, and my Tears you thed. 
But worſt of all, $9631 M004 n 
Your Gratitude for his defence was ſhown n: 
1tprov'd you valu'd Life when 1 was gone. 

Ind. Not that | valu'd Life; but fear d to die: 
Think that my Weakneſs, not Inconſtancy. _ 

Aur, Fear ſhow'd you doubted of your own intent: 
And the who doubts becomes leſs innocent. 
Tell me not you could fear ; ” 

Fear's a large Promiſer, who ſubject live 
To that bale Paſſion, know not what they give. 
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50 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 
No circumſtance of Grief y you did deny ; 
And what could ſhe give more who durſt not Die ? 
Ind. My Love, my Faith. _ 
Aur. Both ſo adult'rate grown, 
When mix'd with fear, they never could be known. 
I wiſh no ill might her I love befall ; 
But ſhe ne'er lovd, who durſt not venture all. 
Her Life and Fame ſhould my concernment be ; 
But ſhe ſhould only be afraid for me. 
Ind. My Heart was yours; but, Oh! you left it here, 
Abandon'd to thoſe Tyrants, Hope and Fear: 
If they forc'd from me one kind Look or Word, 
Could you not that, not that ſmall part afford: 
Aur. If you had lov'd, you nothing yours could call : 
Giving the leaſt of mine, you gave him all. 
True Love's a Miſer, ſo tenacious grown : 
He weighs to the leaſt grain of what's his own. 
More delicate than Honour's niceſt Sence : 
Neither to give nor take the leaſt offence. 
With, or without you, I can have no reſt: 
What ſhall 1 do! yare lodg'd within my Brealt 
Your Image never will be thence difplac'd ; 
But there it lies, ſtabbd, mangl'd, and defac d. 
Ind. Yet, to reſtore the quiet of your _ 
There's one ; leſt. | 
Aur, Oh name it. 
Iud. — Tis to part. 
Since A Bliſs with me you cannot prove, 
I ſcorn to bleſs by halves the Man I love. 
Aur. Now you diſtract me more: ſhall then the Day, 
Which views my Triumphs, ſee our Loves decay ? 
Muſt I new bars to my own joy create ? 
Refuſe, my ſelf, what I had forc'd from Fate? 
What though I am not lovd ? 
Reaſon's nice Taſte does our Delights deſtroy : 
Brutes are more bleſs'd who groſly feed on Joy. 
Tad. Such endleſs Jealouſies your Love purſue, 
I can no more be fully bleſsd than you. 
therefore go, to free us both from pain, 
| prizd your Perſon, but your Crown diſdain. 
Nay, evn my own —- 
give it you: for fince I cannot call, 
Your Heart my Subject, Ill not Reign at all. DLExit. 
Aur. Go: though thou leav'ſt me tortur'd on the Rack, 
*Twixt'Shame and Pride, I cannot call thee back. 
She's guiltleſs, and 1 ſhould ſubmit ; but Oh ! 
When ſhe exacts it, can I ſtoop, ſo Dow? - 2-7 
Yes; for ſhe's ouiltleſs ; ; ——— but ſhe's haughty too. 
Great Souls long ſtruggle ere they own a Crime : 
She's gone ; and leaves me no repenting time. 
Fll call her now; ſure if ſhe loves, ſhell ſtay ; 
Linger at leaſt, or not go far away. | Locks to the Thin and returns. 
For ever loſt, and 1 repent too late, 
My fooliſh Pride would ſet my whole Eſtate, 
Till at one throw, I loſt all back to Fate. 
To him the Emperour, drawing in Indamora, Attendants. 
Emp. It muſt not be, that he, by whom we live, 
Should no advantage of his Gift receive. 
Should he be wholly wretched 2 he alone, 
In this bleſs'd Day, a Day fo much his oun: UL 7o Indamora. 
have not quitted yet a Victor's right; i . 
Il make you happy in your own deſpight. 
I love you ſtill; and if J ſtruggle hard 
T o give, it hows the worth of the Reward. 
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7 Fa Ind. Suppoſe he has oercome ; muſt I find place 

= Among his ws kr Foes, and fue for Grace: 

- Be pardon'd, and confeſs I lovd not well? 

. What though none live my Innocence to tell ? 

. I know it: Truth may own a generous Pride: 

Ta I clear my ſelf, and care for none beſide. 

3 Aur. Oh, Indamora, you would break my Heart 

il Could you reſolve on any terms to part ? 

9 I thought your Love eternal: was it ty'd 

"| So looſly, that a Quarrel could divide? 

«þ J grant that my ſuſpicions were unjuſt, 

| 5 But would you leave me for a ſmall diſtruſt ? 

PTPoorgive thoſe fooliſh words = | Fuceling to ber. 


> They were the Froth my raging Folly mov'd, - 
4 When it boil'd up: I knew not then I lov'd; 
Let then lovd moſt. )) 

Ind. To Aur.] You would but half be bleſt! [Gzving ber hand, ſmiling. 

' Aur. Oh do but try 1 1 - 
My cager Love: Ill give my ſelf the Lie. 
Ihe very hope is à full happineſs; OLE 
Yet ſcanty meaſures what I ſhall poſſeſs. 
Fancy it ſelf, ev'n in enjoyment, is 2 
But a dumb Judge, and cannot tell its Bliſs. 
Emp. Her Eyes a ſecret yielding do confeſs, 
And promiſe to partake your Happineſs, 
May all the Joys I did my ſelf purſue, 

Be raisd by her, and multiply'd on you. 


4 Proceſſion of Prieſts, Slaves following, and tat Melefinda in White. 


Ind. Alas! what means this Pomp: 
Aur. Tis the Proceſſion of a Funeral Vow, 
Which cruel Laws to Indian Wives allow. 
When fatally their Virtue they approve _ 
Chearful in Flames, and Martyrs of their Love. 
Ind. Oh my fore-boding Heart! th* event I fear; 
And ſee ! fad Meleſinda does appear. 
Mel. You wrong my Love; what Grief do I betray ? 
This is the Triumph of my Nuptial-day. 
My better Nuptials ; which, in ſpight of Fate, 
For ever joyn me to my dear Morat. 
Now I am pleas'd; my Jealouſies are o'er. 
He's mine; and I can loſe him now no more. 
Emp. Let no falſe ſhow of Fame your Reaſon blind. 
Ind. You have no right to die; he was not kind. _ 
Mel. Had he been kind, I could no Love have ſhown : 
Each vulgar Virtue would as much have done. 
My Love was ſuch, it needed no return: 
But could, though he ſupply'd no Fuel, burn. 
Rich in it ſelf, like Elemental Fire, 
Whoſe pureneſs does no Aliment require. 
In vain you would bereave me of my Lord ; 
For I will Die: Die is too baſe a word. 
ll ſeek his Breaſt, and kindling by his ſide, 
Adorn'd with Flames, Il mount a glorious Bride. [ Exit, 


Enter Nourmahal diftraed, with Layda. 


Zayd. She's loſt, ſhe's loſt! but why do I complain 
For her, who generouſly did Life diſgain ! 
Poiſon'd, ſhe raves — 
Th invenom'd Body does the Soul attack; 
Th' invenom'd Soul works its own Poiſon back. 


Vol. II OE 


Nour, 
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Fil not come near my ſelf 


Nour. 1 burn, I more than tar; I am all fire : : 
See how my Mouth and Noſtrils flame expire. 


Now I'm a burning Lake, it rowls and flows; 
I'll ruſh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 
Pall pull that reverend piece of Timber near : 
Throw't on—-—-'tis dry —— twill burn 
Ha! ha! How my old Husband crackles there 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about: 
I know him : he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go out. ag 
Fan me, you Winds: what not one breath of Air? 
I burn em all, and yet have flames to ſpare. 1 


Quench me: pour on whole Rivers. "Tis in vain : 


Morat ſtands there to drive em back again. 


With thoſe huge Bellows in his hands, he blows _ Ry 


New fire into my Head : My Brain-pan glows. 

See, ſee! there's Aurenge-Zebe too takes his part; 

But he blows all his Fire into my Heart. 15 
Aur. Alas! What Fury's this?: 
Nour. —-That's he, that's he! [Searting pon him, and . at him: 

I know the dear Man's Voice : 

And this my Rival, this the curſed ſhe. 

They Kiſs ; into each others Arms they run : 

Cloſe, cloſe, cloſe! muſt I ſee, and muſt have none? 

Thou art not hers : Give me that eager Kiſs, 

Ingrateful ! have I loſt Morat for this: 

Will you 2----- before my Face: poor helpleſs I 

See all; and have my Hell before I die! 
Emp. With thy laſt Breath thou haſt thy Crimes confeſt: 

Farewel ; and take, what thou ne'er gav'ſt me, reſt. 


IS inks down, 


But you, my Son, receive it better here: [Gzving him Indamora 8 Hand. 


The juſt Rewards of Love and Honour wear. 
Receive the Miſtreſs you ſo long have ſerv'd ; 


Receive the Crown your Loyalty preſerv'd. 


Take you the Reins, while I from Cares remove, 


And ſleep within the Chariot which I drove. Exeunt. 
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Viſcount 


ER doe: of 
All for Love, or, The World well Loft. 


To the Right Honourable 
Thomas Earl of Danby, 
Latimer, and Baron Osborne of 

Kiveton in Yor#/h1re. 


Lord High Treaſurer of England, One of His Majeſty's 
| Moſt Honourable Privy-Council, and Knight of the 


Moſt Noble Order of the Garter, e. 


My LORD, - 
N HE Gratitude of Poets is ſo troubleſome a Virtue to Great Men, that you 
are often in Cong of your own Benefits : For you are threaten'd with ſome 
U 


Epiſtle, and not ſuffer d to do Good in quiet, or to compound for their Si- 
lence whom you have Oblig'd. Yet, I confeſs, I neither am, nor ought to be 


ſurpriz d at this Indulgence ; for your Lordſhip has the ſame Right to favour Poetry, 


which the Great and Noble have ever had. 


Carmen amat, quiſquis carmine digna gerit, 0 85 

There is ſomewhat of a tye in Nature betwixt thoſe who are Born for Worthy Acti- 

ons, and thoſe who can tranſmit them to Poſterity : And though ours be much the in- 

feriour part, it comes at leaſt within the Verge of Alliance; nor are we unprofitable 

Members of the Common-wealth, when we animate others to thoſe Virtues which we 
Copy and Deſcribe from you. ION 3 | 

"Tis indeed their Intereſt, who endeavour the ſubverſion of Governments, to diſcou- 


rage Poets and Hiſtorians ; for the beſt which can happen to them is to be forgotten: But 


ſuch, who, under Kings, are the Fathers of their Country, and by a Juſt and Prudent 


ordering of Affairs preſerve it, have the ſame reaſon to cheriſh the Chroniclers of their 


Actions, as they have to lay up in ſafety the Deeds and Evidences of their Eſtates : For 
fuch Records are their undoubted Titles to the Love and Reverence of After Ages. Your 
Lordſhip's Adminiſtration has already taken up a conſiderable part of the Engliſh Annals ; 
and many of its moſt happy Years are owing to it. His MAJESTY, the moſt know- 
ing Judge of Men, and the beſt Maſter, has acknowledged the Eaſe and Benefit he 
receives in the Incomes of His N which you found not only Diſorder'd, but Ex- 


hauſted. All Things were in the confuſion of a Chaos, without Form or Method, if not 


reduc d beyond it, even to Annihilation: So that you had not only to ſeparate the Jarring 
Elements, but (if that boldneſs of Expreſſion might be allow'd me) to create them. 
Your Enemies had ſo embroil'd the management of your Office, that they look d on your 
Advancement as the Inſtrument of your Ruine. And. as if the clogging of the Revenue, 
and the confuſion of Accounts, which you found in your Entrance, were not ſufficienc, 
they added their own weight of Malice to the Publick Calamity, by foreſtalling the Credir 
which ſhou'd Cure it: Your Friends on the other ſide. were only capable of Pitying, but 
not of Aiding you: No farther Help or Counſel was remaining to vou, but what was 
founded on your Self; And that indeed was your Security: For your Diligence, your 
Conſtancy, and your Prudence, wrought more ſurely within, when they were nor di- 
ſturb'd by any outward Motion. The higheſt Virtue is beſt to be truſted with it ſelf, for 
Aſſiſtance only can be given by a Genius Superiour to that which it Aſſiſts. And 'tis the 
Nobleſt kind of Debt, when we are only oblig'd to God and Nature. This then, My 
Lord, is your juſt Commendation, That you have wrought out your Self a way'to Glory, 
by thoſe very Means that were deſi nd for your Deſtruction : You have not only re- 
ſtor d, but advanc'd the Revenues of your Maſter, without Grievance to the Subject : 
And as if that were little yet, the Debts of the Exchequer, which lay heavieſt both on 
the Crown, and on private Perſons, have, by your Conduct, been eftabliſh'd in, a cextainty 
of Satisfaction. An Action ſo much the more Great and Honourable, becaufe the Cale 
was without the ordinary relief of Laws; above the Hopes of the Afflicted, and war 
| Fe | yon 
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yond the Narrowneſs of the Treaſury to redreſs, had it been manag'd by a leſs able Hand. 
*Tis certainly the happieſt; and moſt unenvy d part of all your Fortune, to. do Good 
to many, while you do Injury to none: To receive at once the Prayers of the Subject, 
and the Praiſes of the Prince: And by the care of your Conduct, to give him means 
ok exerting the chiefeſt, (if any be the chiefeſt ) of His Royal Virtues : His diſtributive 
Juſtice to the Deſerving, and His Bounty and Compaſſion to the Wanting. The Diſpo- 
| ſition of Princes towards their People, cannot better be diſcover'd than in the choice of 
their Miniſters; whe, like the Animal Spirits betwixt the Soul and Body, participate 
ſomewhat of both Natures, and make the Communication which is betwixt them. 
A King, who is Juſt and Moderate in his Nature, who Rules according to the Laws, 
whom God made happy by Forming the Temper of His Soul to the Conſtitution of His 
Government, and who makes us happy, by aſſuming over us no other Sovereignty than 

that wherein our Welfare and Liberty conſiſts: A Prince, I ſay, of ſo excellent a Cha- 
racer, and fo ſuitable to the Wiſhes of all Good Men, could not better have convey'd 
Himſelf into His Peoples Apprehenſrons, than in your Lordſhip's Perſon ; who fo lively 
_ expreſs the ſame Virtues, that you ſeem not fo. much a Copy, as an Emanation of Him. 


Moderation is doubtleſs an eſtabliſhment of Greatneſs ; but there is a ſteadineſs of Tem- 


per, which is likewiſe requiſite in a Minſter of State: So equal a mixture of both Virtues, 
that he may ſtand like an Hhmm berwixt the two encroaching Seas of Arbitrary Power 
and Lawleſs Anarchy. The Undertaking would be difficult to any but an extraordi- 
nary Genius, to ftand at the Line, and to divide the Limits; to pay what is due to the 
Great Repreſentative of the Nation, and neither to inbance, nor to yield up the undvubt- 

ed Prerogatives of the Crown. Theſe, A/ Lord, are the proper Virtues of a Noble En- 
gliſhman, as indeed they are properly Engliſh Virtues: No People in the World being 
capable of uſing them, but we who have the happinefs to be Born under ſo equal, and 
ſo well-pois'd a Government : A Government which has all the advantages of Liberty 


beyond a Common-wealth, and all the Marks of Kingly Sovereignty, without the dan- 


ger of a Tyranny. Both my Nature, as I am an Engliſhman, and my Reaſon, as I am 
a Man, have bred in me a loathing. to that ſpecious Name of a Republick; That mock- 
appearance of a Liberty, where all who have not part in the Government, are Slaves ; 
And Slaves they are of a viler Note than ſuch as are Subjects to an abſolute Dominion. 
For no Chriftian Monarchy is fo Abſolute, but tis circumſcrib'd with Laws: But when 


the Executive Power is in the Law-Makers, there is no farther check upon them; and 
the People muſt ſuffer without a Remedy becauſe they are oppreſs'd by their Repreſenta- 


tives. If I muſt ſerve, the number of my Maſters, who were born my Equals, would 
but add to the Ignominy of my Bondage. The nature of our Government, above all 
other, is exactly fuited both to the Situation of our Country, and the Temper of the 
Natives: An Iſland being more proper for Commerce and for Defence, than for extend- 
ing its Dominions on the Continent : For what the Valour of its Inhabitants might gain, 
by reaſon of its Remotenefs, and the Caſualties of the Seas, it could nor fo eaſily preſerve : 


And therefore, neither the Arbitrary Power of one in a Monarchy, nor of many in a 


Commonwealth, could make us greater than we are. Tis true, that vaſter and more fre- 
quent Taxes might be gather d, when the Confent of the People was not Ask'd or 
Needed; but this were only by Conquering abroad to be Poor at home: And the Ex- 
amples of our Neighbours teach us, that they are not always the happieſt Subjects whoſe 
Kings extend their Dominions fartheſt. Since therefore we cannot win by an offentive 
War, at leaſt a Land-War, the model of our Government ſeems naturally contriv'd for 


the Defenſive part: And the Confent of a People is eafily obtain'd to contribute to that 


Power which muſt protect it. Felices nimium bona ſi ſua nirint, Ang/igence ! And yet there 
are not wanting Malecontents among us, who furfeiting themſelves on too much Hap- 

pineſs, wou'd perſwade the People that they might be Happter by a Change. Twas in- 
deed the Policy of their old Forefather, when himfelf was fallen from the Station of Glo- 
ry, to ſeduce Mankind into the fame Rebellion with him, by telling him, he might yet 


be freer than he was: that is, More free than his Nature would allow, or (if I may ſo 


ſay ) than God cou'd make him. We have already all the Liberty which Free- born Sub- 
jects can enjoy; and all beyond it is but Licenſe. But if it be Liberty of Conſcience 
which they pretend, the Moderation of our Church is ſuch, that its Practice extends not 
to the ſeverity of Perſecution, and its Diſcipline is withal ſo eaſie, that it allows more 
freedom to Diſſenters than any of the Sects wou'd allow to it. In the mean time, what 
Right can be pretended by theſe Men to attempt Innovations in Church or State? Who 
made them the Truſtees, or (to ſpeak. a little nearer their own Language) the Keep- 


ers of the Liberty of England? If their Call be extraordinary, let them convince us by 
working Miracles; for ordinary Vocation they can have none to diſturb the Govern- 


ment under which they were Born, and which protects them. He who has often chang'd 
his Party, and always has made his Intereſt the Rule of it, gives little Evidence of his Sin- 
cerity for the Publick Good: *Tis manifeſt he changes but for himſelf, and takes the 
People for Tools to work his Fortune, Yet ,the Experience of all Ages might let 
him know, that they who trouble the Waters firſt, have ſeldom the benefit of the Fiſhing : 
As they who began the late Rebellion, enjoy'd not the Fruit of their Undertaking, but 
were cruſh'd themſelves by the Uſurpation of their own Inſtrument; Neither is it enough 
for them to Anſwer, that they only intend a Reformation of the Government, but not 
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the Subverſion of it: On ſuch pretences all Inſurrections have been founded; Tis 
ſtriking at the Root of Power, which is Obedience, Every Remonſtrance of private 
Men, has the Seed of Treaſon in it; and Diſcourſes which are couch'd if ambiguous 


Terms, are therefore the more dangerous, becauſe they do all the Miſchief of open Sedi- 


tion, yet are ſafe from the puniſhment of the Laws. Theſe, My Lord, are Conſiderations 
which I ſhould not paſs ſo lightly over, had I room to manage them as they deſerve : For 
no Man can be ſo inconſiderable in a Nation, as not to have a ſhare in the welfare of it; 
and if he be a true Engliſhman, he muſt at the ſame time be fir'd with Indignation, 
and revenge himſelf as he can on the Diſturbers of his Country. And to whom could 1 
more fitly apply my ſelf, chan to your Lordſhip, who have not only an inborn, but an 
Hereditary Loyalty ? The memorable Conſtancy and Sufferings of your Father, almoſt 

to the ruine of his Eſtate for the Koyal Cauſe, were an earneſt of that, which ſuch a Pa- 


rent and ſuch an Inſtitution wou'd produce in the Perſon of a Son. But ſo unhappy 


an occaſion of manifeſting your own Zeal in ſuffering for His preſent Majeſty, the Pro- 
vidence of God, and the Prudence of your Adminiſtration, will, I hope, prevent. That 
as your Father's Fortune waited on the unhappineſs of his Sovereign, ſo your own 
may participate of the better Fate which attends his Son. The Relation which you have 
by Alliance to the Noble Family of your Lady, ſerves to confirm to you both this hap- 
py Augury. For what can deſerve a greater place in the Engliſh Chronicle, than the 
Loyalty and Courage, the Actions and Death of the General of an Army Fighting for his. 
Prince and Country? The Honour and Gallantry of the Earl of Lindſey, is fo illuſtrious 


a Subject, that tis fit to adorn an Heroick Poem; for he was the Proto-Martyr of the 
Cauſe, and the Type of his unfortunate Royal Maſter. 5 


Vet, after all, My Lord, if I may ſpeak my Thoughts, you are happy rather to us than 


to your ſelf: For the Multiplicity, the Cares, and the Vexations of your Employment, 


have betray'd you from your ſelf, and given you up into the poſſeſſion of the Publick. 
You are robb'd of your Privacy and Friends, and ſcarce any hour of your Life 
you can call your own. Thoſe who envy your Fortune, if they wanted not good Na- 
ture, might more juſtly pity it; and when they ſee you watch'd by a Crowd of Suitors, 


_ whoſe importunity tis impoſſible to avoid, would conclude with reaſon, that you have 


Joſt much more in true Content, than you have gain'd by Dignity ; and that a private 
Gentleman is better attended by a ſingle Servant, than your Lordſhip with ſo clamorous 


a Train. Pardon me, My Lord, if I ſpeak like a Philoſopher on this Subject; the For- 
tune which makes a Man uneaſie, cannot make him happy 
himſelf uneaſie, when few of his Actions are in his Choice. 


: and a Wiſe Man muſt think 


This laſt Conſideration has brought me to another, and a very ſeaſonable one for 
your Relief; which is, That while I pity your want of leiſure, I have impertinently de- 
tain'd you ſo long a time. I have put off my own Buſineſs, which was my Dedication, 
till *cis ſo late, that I am now aſham'd to begin it: And therefore I will ſay nothing of 
the Poem, which I Preſent to you, becauſe I know not if you are like to have an Hour, 
which, with a good Conſcience, you may throw away in peruſing it : And for the Au- 
thor, I have only to beg the continuance of your Protection to him, who is, | 


MT LORD, 
Tour Lordſhips, moft Obliged, 
moſt Humble, and moſt 


Obedient Servant, 


John Dryden. 
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PREFACE. 


PR E F A 


HE Death of Anthony and Cleopatra, is a Subject which has been treated by the 


greateſt Wits of our Nation, after Shakeſpeare ; and by ail ſo variouſly, that 
their Example has given me the confidence to try my ſelf in this Bowe of U- 
Mes amongſt the Crowd of Suitors; and withal, to take my own Meaſures, in 
aiming at the Mark. I doubt not but the ſame Motive has prevail'd with all of us in 
this Attempt ; I mean the Excellency of the Moral: For the chief Perſons repreſented, 
were famous Patterns of unlawful Love; and their End accordingly was unfortunate. All 


reaſonable Men have long ſince concluded, That the Hero of the Poem, ought not to be a 


Character of perfect Virtue ; for, then, he could not, without Injuſtice, be made unhap- 


py; nor yet altogether wicked, becauſe he could not then be pitied : I have therefore 


ſteer d the middle Courſe ; and have drawn the Character of Anthony as favourably as 
Plutarch, Appian and Dion Caſſius wou'd give me leave: The like I have obſerv d in Cleopatra. 
That which is wanting to work up the Pity to a greater heighth, was not afforded me 
by the Story: For the Crimes of Love which they both committed, were not occaſion d 
by any Neceſſity or fatal Ignorance, but were wholly voluntary; ſince our Paſſions are, 
or ought to be, within our Power. The Fabrick of the Play is regular enough, as to the 
inferiour Parts of it; and the Unities of Time, Place and Action, more exactly obſerv'd, 


than perhaps, the Engliſh Theatre requires. Particularly, the Action is ſo much one, that 
it is the only of the kind without Epiſode, or Under- plot; every Scene in the Tragedy 


conducing to the main Deſign, and every Act concluding with a turn of it. The greateſt 
Error in the Contrivance ſeems to be in the Perſon of Octavia: For, though J might uſe 
the Priviledge of a Poet, to introduce her into Alexandria, yet J had not enough conlider'd, 


that the Compaſſion ſhe mov d to her ſelf and Children, was deſtructive to that which 1 


reſerv d for Anthony and Cleopatra; whoſe mutual Love being founded upon Vice, muſt leſ- 
ſen the Favour of the Audience to them, when Virtue and Innocence were opprels'd by it. 


And, though I juſtified Anthony in ſome meaſure, by making O#avia's departure to pro- 
ceed wholly from her ſelf, yet the force of the firſt Machine till remain d; and the di- 


viding of Pity, like the cutting of a River into many Channels, abated the Strength of 
the natural Stream. But this is an Objection which none of my Criticks have urg'd againſt 
me; and therefore I might have let it paſs, if I could have reſolv d to have been partial 

to my ſelf. The Faults my Enemies have found, are rather Cavils concerning little, and 


not eſſential Decencies ; which a Maſter of the Ceremonies may decide betwixt us. The 


French Poets, I confeſs, are ſtrict Obſervers of theſe Punctilio's: They would not, for 
Example, have ſuffer'd Cleopatra and Octavia to have met, or if they had met, there muſt 


only have paſs'd betwixt them ſome cold Civilities, but no eagerneſs of Repartee for fear of 
oftending againſt the greatneſs of their Characters, and the modeſty of their Sex. This 


Objection 1 foreſaw, and at the ſame time contemn'd ; for J judg'd it both natural and 
probable, that Octavia proud of her new-gain'd Conqueſt, would ſearch out Cleopatra to 
triumph over her; and that Cleopatra thus attack'd, was not of a Spirit to ſhun the En- 
counter: And ' tis not unlikely, that two exaſperated Rivals ſhould uſe ſuch Satyr as I have 
put into their Mouths ; for afterall, though the one were a Roman, and the other a Queen, 
they were both Women. *Tis true. ſome Actions, though natural, are not fit to be repre- 
ſented ; and broad Obſcenities in Words, ought in good Manners to be avoided : Ex- 
preſſions therefore are a modeſt cloathing of our Thoughts, as Breeches and Petticoats are 
of our Bodies. If I have kept my ſelf within the Bounds of Modeſty, all beyond it is but 


Nicety and Affectation; which is no more but Modeſty deprav'd into a Vice: They be- 


tray themſelves who are too quick of Apprehenſion in ſuch Caſes, and leave all reaſonable 
Men to imagine worſe of them, than of the Poet. Lo ; 

Honeſt Montaigne goes yet farther : Nous ne ſommes que ceremonie; la ceremonie nous emporte, 
& laiſſons la ſubſtance des choſes. Nous nous tenons aux branches & abandonnons le trone & le corps. 
Nous avons appris aux Dames de rougir, oyans ſeulement nommer ce qu elles ne craignent aucunement a 

Faire: Nous weſons appeller a droict nos membres, & ne craignons par de les employer a toute ſorte de 

debauche, La ceremonie nous defend d exprimer par paroles les choſes licites & naturelles, & nous Pen 

croyons 5 la raiſon nous defend de wen faire point d'illicites & mauvaiſes, & perſonne ne Fen croid, 

My comfort is, that by this Opinion my Enemies are bur ſucking Criticks, who wou'd fain 

be nibling eser their Teeth are come. | | 

Yet in this nicety of Manners does the Excellency of French Poetry confiſt : Their He- 

roes are the moſt civil People breathing; but their good breeding ſeldom extends to a 
Word of Senſe : All their Wit is in their Ceremony ; they want the Genius which ani- 

mates our Stage; and therefore tis but neceſſary when they cannot pleaſe, that they ſhould 
take care not to offend. But as the civilleſt Man in the Company 1s commonly the dul- 
leſt, ſo theſe Authors, while they are afraid to make you laugh or cry, out of pure good 
Manners, make you fleep. They are ſo careful not to exaſperate a Critick, that they ne- 
ver leave him any Work; ſo bafie with the Broom, and make ſo clean a riddance, that 

there islictle left either for Cenſure or for Praiſe ; For no part of a Poem is worth our diſ- 


commending, where the whole is inſipid; as when we have once taſted of palfd Wine, 
| we 
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kind of Fancy, 
itinguiſh themſelves from the Herd of Gentlemen 


| Rarus enim ferme ſenſus communis in illd 
Fortuna. 


And is not this a wretched Affectation, not to be contented with what Fortune has 
done for them, and fit down quietly with their Eſtates, but they muſt call their Wits in 
queſtion, and needleſly expoſe their nakedneſs to publick view? Not conſidering that they 
are not to expect the ſame approbation from ſober Men, which they have found from their 
Flatterers after the third Bottle? If a little glittering in Diſcourſe has paſs'd them on us 
for witry Men, where was the neceflity of undeceiving the World ? would a Man who 
has an ill Title to an Eſtate, but yet is in poſſeflion of ir, would he bring it of his own 
accord to be try'd at Weſtminſter ? we who write, if we want the Talent, yet have the ex- 
cuſe that we do it for a poor Subſiſtance ; but what can be urg'd in their defence, who 

not having the Vocation of Poverty to ſcribble out of meer Wantonneſs, take pains to 
make themſelves ridiculous ? Horace was certainly in the right, where he ſaid, That no 
Man is ſatified with his own Condition. A Poet is not pleasd becauſe he is not Rich; and 
the Rich are diſcontented, becauſe the Poets will not admit them of their number. Thus 
the caſe is hard with Writers: If they ſucceed not, they muſt ſtarve ; and if they do, 
ſome malicious Satyr is prepar'd to level them for daring to pleaſe without their leave. 
But while they are fo eager to deſtroy the Fame of others, their Ambition is manifeſt in 
their Concernment : Some Poem of their own is to be produc'd, and the Slaves are to be 


„that the Monarch may appear in the greater 


- 


of which other Men may think him one. 


b 


laid flat with their Faces on the Ground 
Majeſty. 5 | | 

. Dionyſius and Nero had the ſame Longings, but with all their Power they cou'd never 
bring their buſineſs well about. *Tis true, they proclaim'd themſelves Poets by ſound of 


s they were upon pain of Death to any Man who durſt call them o- 
The Audience had a fine time on't, you may imagine; they fate in a bodily 
| 31 | 


fear, 


Trumpet ; and Poets 
ther wiſe. 
Vol. II. 


erhaps help'd out with ſome ſmattering of Latin 
» by their Poetry; 


we ſtay not to examine it Glaſs by Glaſs. But while they affect to ſhine in Trifles, they 
are often careleſs in Eſſentials. Thus their Hippolytus is fo ſcrupulous in point of Decency, 
that he will rather expoſe himſelf to Death, than accuſe his Step- mother to his Father; 
and my Criticks, I am ſure, will commend him for it: But we of groſſer apprehenſions, 
are. apr to think that this exceſs of Generoſity, is not practicable but with Fools and 
Mad-men. This was good Manners with a Vengeance; and the Audience is like to be 
much concern'd at the misfortunes of this admirable Hero: but take Hippolyzas out of his 
Poetick Fit, and I ſuppoſe he would think it a wiſer part, to ſet the Saddle on the right 
Horſe, and chuſe rather to live with the reputation of a plain-ſpoken honeſt Man, than 
to die with the infamy of an inceſtuous Villain. In the mean time we may take notice, 
that where the Poet ought to have preſerv'd the Character as it was deliver'd to us by 
| Antiquity, when he ſhould have given us the Picture of a rough Young-man, of the A. 
mazonian ſtrain, a jolly Huntſman, and both by his Profeſſion, and his early riſing a 
Mortal Enemy to Love, he has choſen to give him the turn of Gallantry, ſent him to tra- 
vel from Athens to Pari, taught him to make Love, and transform'd the Hippolytus of Euri- 
pides into Monſieur Hippolyte. I ſhould not have troubled my ſelf thus far with French 
Poets, but that I find our Chedrewx Criticks wholly form their Judgments by them. But 
for my part, I deſire to be try'd by the Laws of my own Country; for it ſeems unjuſt 
to me, that the French ſhould preſcribe here till they have conquer d. Our little Sonnet- 
tiers who follow them, have too narrow Souls to judge of Poetry. Poets themſelves are 
the moſt proper, though I conclude not the only Criticks. But till ſome Genius as uni- 
verſal as Ariſtotle, ſhall ariſe, who can penetrate into all Arts and Sciences, without the pra- 
ctice of them, I ſhall think it reaſonable that the Judgment of an Arrificer in his own 
Art, ſhould be preferrable to the Opinion of another Man; at leaſt where he is not brib'd 
by Intereſt, or prejudic'd by Malice: And this, I ſuppoſe, is manifeſt by plain Induction : 
For, firſt, the Crowd cannot be preſum'd to have more than a groſs inſtinct of what 
_ pleaſes or diſpleaſes them: Every Man will grant me this; but then, by a particular kind- 
neſs to himſelf, he draws his own Stake firſt, and will be diſtinguiſh'd from che Mulcicude, 
But, if IT come cloſer to thoſe who are allow'd 
for witty Men, either by the advantage of their Quality, or by common Fame, and ak- 
firm, that neither are they qualified to decide Sovereignly, concerning Poetry, I ſhall 
yet have a ſtrong Party of my Opinion ; for moſt of them ſeverally will exclude the reſt, 
either from the number of witty Men, or at leaſt of able Judges. But here again they 
are all indulgent to themſelves : and every one who believes himſelf a Wit, that is, every 
Man, will pretend at the ſame time to a right of judging. But to preſs it yet farther, 
there are many witty Men, but few Poets, neither have all Poets a taſte of Tragedy. And 
this is the Rock on which they are daily ſplitting. Poetry, which is a Picture of Nature, 
mult generally pleaſe: but tis not to be underſtood, that all parts of it muſt pleaſe every 
Man; therefore is not Tragedy to be judg'dCby a witty Man, whoſe taſte is only con- 
tin'd to Comedy. Nor is every Man who loves Tragedy a ſufficient Judge of it: he muſt 
underſtand the Excellencies of it too, or he will only prove a blind Admirer, not a Cri- 
tick. From hence it comes, that ſo many Satyrs on Poets, and cenſures of their Writings, 
fly abroad. Men of pleaſant Converſation, (at leaſt eſteem'd ſo) and indu'd with a trifling 


„ are ambitious to di- 
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fear, and look'd as demurely as they could: For twas a hanging matter to laugh unſea- 


ſonably ; and the Tyrants were ſuſpicious, as they had reaſon, that their Subjects had em 
in the Wind; fo every Man in his own defence ſet as good a face upon the buſineſs as 


he could: Twas known before-hand that the Monarchs were to be crown'd Laureats ; 
but when the Show was over, and an honeſt Man was ſuffer d to depart quietly, he took out 


his Laughter which he had ſtifled, with a fum Reſolution never more to ſee an Emperor's 


Play, though he had been ten Vears a making it. In the mean time, the true Poets were 
they who made the beſt Markets, for they had Wit enough to yield the Prize with a 
good Grace, and not contend with him who had thirty Legions: They were ſure to be 
rewarded if they confeſs'd themſelves bad Writers, and that was ſomewhat better than to 
be Martyrs for their Reputation. Lucans Example was enough to teach them Manners ; 
and after he was put to Death, for overcoming Nero, the Emperor carried it, without diſ- 


pute, for the beſt Poet in his Dominions : No Man was ambitious of that grinning Ho- 


nour ; for if he heard the malicious Trumpeter proclaiming his Name before his betters, 
he knew there was but one way with him. Mecænas took another courſe, and we know 
he was more than a great Man, for he was witty too: but finding himſelf far gone in 
Poetry, which Seneca aſſures us was not his Talent, he thought it his beſt way to be well 


with Virgil and with Horace; that at leaſt he might be a Poet at the ſecond hand; and we 
ſee how happily it has ſucceeded with him; for his own bad Poetry is forgotten, and their 
Panegyricks of him ſtill remain. But they who ſhould be our Patrons, are for no ſuch ex- 
penſive ways to Fame: they have much of the Poetry of Mecænas, but little of his Libera- 


liry. They are for procuring themſelves Reputation in the Perſons of their Succeſſors, (for 


Tuch is every Man, who has any part of their Soul and Fire, though in a leſs degree.) 
Some of their little Zanies yet go further; for they are Perſecutors even of Horace himſelf, 
as far as they are able, by their ignorant and vile Imitations of him; by making an unjuſt 


uſe of his Authority, and turning his Artillery againſt his Friends. But how would he 


diſdain to be Copyed by ſuch hands! I dare anſwer for him, he would be more uneaſie 


in their Company, than he was with Criſpinus their Forefather in the Holy Hay; and would 
no more have allow'd them a place amongſt the Criticks, than he would Demetrius the 
Mimique, and Tigellius the Buffoon ; 
- Demetri, teq; Tigelli, 

Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare Cathedras. 


dC 


With what ſcorn would he look down on ſuch miſerable Tranſlators, who make Dogerel 


of his Latin, miſtake his meaning, miſapply his Cenſures, and often contradict their own ? 
He is fix'd as a Land-Mark to ſet out the bounds of Poetry, nn» 

| | Saxum, antiquum ingens 5 | 
Limes agro peſatus litem ut diſcerneret arvs : 

But other Arms than theirs, and other Sinews are requir' 


Cenua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore ſanguis, 

Tum lapis ipſe, viri vacuum per inane volutus 

Nec ſpatium evaſit totum, nec pertulit ictum. . 1 
For my part, I would wiſh no other revenge, either for my ſelf or the reſt of the Poets, 
from this Rhiming Judge of the Twelve-peny Gallery, this Legitimate Son of Sternbold, 


tlian that he would fubſcribe his Name to his Cenſure, or (not to tax him beyond his 
Learning) ſet his Mark: for ſhou'd he own himſelf publickly, and come from behind 


the Lyons Skin, they whom he condemns wou'd be thankful to him, they whom he praiſes 
wou'd chuſe to be Condemned, and the Magiſtrates whom he has elected, wou'd modeſtly 
withdraw from their Employment, to avoid the ſcandal of his Nomination. The ſharp- 
neſs of his Satyr, next to himſelf, falls moſt heavily on his Friends, and they ought never 
to forgive him for commending them perpetually the wrong way, and ſometimes by con- 
traries. If he have a Friend whoſe haſtineſs in writing is his greateſt Fault, Horace wou'd 
have taught him to have minc'd the matter, and to have call'd it readineſs of Thought, and 


a flowing Fancy ; for Friendſhip will allow a Man to Chriſten an Imperfection by the Name 


of ſome Neighbour Virtue: 

Viollem in amicitid ſic erraremus; & iſti 

Errori, namen virtus poſuiſſet honeſtum. | 

But he would never have allow'd him to have call'd a flow Man haſty, or a haſty Writer 
a ſlow Drudge, as Juvenal explains it: | | 
— Canibus Pigrus ſcabieqz wetuſtd 

Levibus, & ficce lambentibus ora lucerne 

Nomen crit, Pardus, Tygris, Leo; fi quid adbuc eſt 

Quod fremit in terris violentius. 19855 
Yet Lucretius laughs at a fooliſh Lover, even for excuſing the Imperfections of his Mi- 


— — 


Nigra flex eſt, immunda & fetida d oοẽ _ 
Balba loqui non quit, Tenge ; muta pudens eſt, &c. 

But to drive it, ad ethiopem Cygnum, is not to be indur d. I leave him to interpret this 
by the benefit of his French Verſion on the other ſide, and without farther conſidering him, 
than I have the reſt of my illiterate Cenſors, whom I have diſdain d to anſwer, becauſe 
they are not qualified for Judges. It remains that l acquaint the Reader, that hong - 

eavour 


* 


d, to raiſe the weight of ſuch an. 
Author; and when they would toſs him agajaſt their Enemies, 
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117 They ve need to ſhow that they can think at all: 
yea Errors like Straws upon the ſurface flow ; 


701 A Pigmies wou d be glad to lop a Man. 
. Half-Wits are Fleas; ſo little and ſo light ; 
Dy 2 1 We ſcarce cou d know they live, but that they bite. 


PREFACE. 
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his Art of Poetry), 
— — Vos exemplaria Græca 


' Notturnd verſate manu, verſate diurnd, 
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written in this kind. 


deavour'd in this play to follow the practice of the Ancients, who, as Mr. Rymer has judi- 
ciouſly obſerv'd, are and ought to be our Malters. Horace likewiſe gives it for a Rule in 


——_— 


x 
Www 


Yet, though their Models are regular, they are. too little for Engliſh Tragedy ; which 
equires to be built in a larger compaſs. I could ge an inſtance in the Oedipus Tyrannus, 
which was the Maſter-piece of Sopbocles ; but I reſerve it for a more fit occaſion, which I 
| hope to have hereafter. In my Stile I have profeſs 

ts which that I might perform more freely, I 
| Not that I condemn my former way, but that this is more proper to my preſent purpoſe. 
1 hope I need not to explain my ſelf, that I have not copy'd my Author ſervilely: Words 
and Phraſes muſt of neceflity receive a change in ſucceeding Ages: but tis almoſt a Mi- 
racle that much of his Language remains ſo pure; and that he who began Dramatick Po- 
etry amongſt us, untaught by any, and as Ben. Fohnſon tells us, without Learning, ſhould, 
vo by the force of his own Genius perform ſo much, that, in a manner, he has left no Praiſe 
1 for any who come after him. The occaſion is fair, and the Subject would be pleaſant to 

handle the difference of Stiles betwixt him and Fletcher, and wherein, and how far they are 
both to be imitated. But ſince I muſt not be over- confident of my own performance after 
him, it will be prudence in me to be filent. Yet I hope I may affirm, and without Vanity, 
that by imitating him I have excell d my ſelf throughout the Play; and particularly, that 
I prefer the Scene betwixt Anthony and Ventidius in the firſt Act, to any thing which I have 


2 


d to imitate the Divine Shakeſpear ; 
ave diſincumberd my ſelf from Rhyme. 


PROLOGUE to Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Ht Flocks of Critichs hover here to day, 

| As Vultures wait on Armies for their bros, | 
All gaping for the Carcaſs of a Play ! oo My 
With croaling Notes they boad ſom? dire event; 
And follow dying Poets by the ſcent, | 78 
Ours gives imfalf for gone; y ave watch d your time! 
He fights thy day unarm'd ; without hy Rhyme ;. | 
And Ing, a Tale which often has been told; 
As fad as Dido's, and almoſt as old. 
Hy Hero, whom you Mits his Bully call, 

Bates of hy Mettle, and ſcarce rants at all : 


He's ſomewhat lewd ; but a well-meaning Mind; | 
Meeps much; fights little; but is wond'rous Kind, 

bo In ſhort, a Pattern, and Companion fit, | | 
i For all the keeping Tonyes of the Pit. | 
"oj T cou'd name more; a Wife, and Miſtreſs too; | 
1 Both (to be plain) too good for maſt of you : 0 
1 The Wife well natur d, and the Miſtreſs true. 
1 Now, Poets, if your Fame has been by care; | 
. Alo him all the Candour you can ſpare. | 
„ A brave Man ſcorns to quarrel once a day; 
RR Like Hettors, in at every petty fray : 
1 Let thoſe find fault whoſe Wit's ſo very ſmall, 


He who would ſearch for Pearls muſt dive below. 
Fops may have leave to level all they can; 


20 —_— K _ Me 


But, as the Rich, when tir'd with daily Feaſts, 


EPILOGUE. 


Pon like Diſputants, when Reaſons fail, | 
Have one ſure Refuge left, and that's to rail ; 
Fop, Coxcomb, Fool, are thunder'd through the Pit; 


And this is all their Equi page of Mit. 55 
Mie wonder how the Devil this diff rence grows, 


Betwixt our Fools in Verſe, and yours in Proſe? 
For, Faith, the quarrel rightly underſtood, 


| 'Tis Civil War with their own Fleſh and Blood. 


The Thread-bare Author hates the gaudy Coat; 
And ſwears at the Gili Coach, but ſwears 4 Foot: 
For tis obſerv'd of every Scribling Man, 

He grows a Fop as faſt as e er he can; 

Primes up, and asks the Oracle his Glaſs, 


If Pink or Purple beſt become his Face. 


For our poor Wretch, he neither rails nor prays ; 
Nor likes your Mit juſt as gon like his Plays; 
He has not yet ſo much of Mr. Bays, 

He does has beſt ; and if he cannot pleaſe, 
Mu d quietly ſue out bis Writ of Eaſe. 

Tet, if he might his own Grand Fury call, 

By the fair Sex he begs to ſtand or fall. 

Le: Cæſar s Pow'r the Mens ambition move, 
But grace you him who leſt the World for Love. 
Tet F ſome antiquated Lady ſay, 

The laft Age is not Copy'd in his Play; | 


| Heav'n help the Man who for that Face muſt drudge, 


Which only has the Wrinkles of a Fudge, 
Let not the Young and Beanteous joyn with thoſe ; 
For fhou'd you raiſe fuch numerous Hoſts of Foes, 
Young Wits and Sparks he to his aid muſt call; 


Ii, more than one Man's work to pleaſe you all, 


4 For change, become their next poor Tenants Gueſts ; | 
WI Drink hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Bowls, 
1 And ſnatch the homely Raſher from the Coals : | 
175 So you, retiring from much better Cheer, 
it 4 For once, may venture to do penance here. | 
os | And ſince that plenteous Autumn now is paſt, 
| HWnoſe Grapes and Peaches have indulg'd your taſte, 
Take in good part from our poor Poets board, | 
Such rivell'd Fruits as Winter can afford. 
PERSONS REPRESENTED. 
MI. Authony, Mr. Hart. Cleopatra, Queen of eApypt, Mrs. Boutell, 
Ventidius, his General, Mr. Mobuy, Octavia, Ambony's Wife, Mrs. Corey. 
Dolabella, his Friend, Mr. Clarke, | Charmion, cl 's Maids. 
Alexas, the Queens Eunuch, Mr. Goodman, | Iras, 8 ney | 
Serapion, Prieſt of Jas, Mr. Griffin. | Anthony's two little Daughters. 
Another Prieſt, Mr. Coyſh. 
Servants to Anthony. SCENE ALEXANDRIA, 
Vol. II. , "3-2 ALL 
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A LL for LOVE: 


OR, THE 


World Well Loſt. 


A TRAGEDY. 


WY 
* —— 


Euter Serapian, Myris, Priefts of Iſis. 


| 


Ortents and Prodigies are grown ſo frequent, 
That they have loſt their Name. Our fruitful Mie 
Flowd ere the wonted Seaſon, with a Torrent 
So unexpected, and ſo wond'rous fierce, 

That the wild Deluge overtook the haſte, 

Ev'n of the Hinds that watch'd it : Men and Beiſts- 

Were born above the tops of Trees, that grew 

On th' utmoſt Margin of the Water-mark. 

Then, with ſo ſwift an Ebb, the Flood drove N 

It ſlipt from underneath the ſcaly Herd ; 

Here monſtrous Phocz panted on the Shore ; - 

Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails, 

Lay laſhing the departing Waves: Hard by em, 

Sea-Horſes floundring in the ſlimy Mud, 

Toſs'd up their Heads, and daſh'd the ouze about em. 

Enter Alexas behind them. 
Myr. Avert theſe Omens, Heav'n. 
Serap. Laſt Night, between the Hours of Twelve Ab One, 

In a lone Iſle o'th' Temple, while I walk'd, 


Serap. 


A Whirl-wind roſe, that, with a violent blaſt, 
Shook all the Dome : the Doors around me clapt, 


The Iron Wicket that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race of Prolemzes is laid, 
Burſt open, and diſclos'd the mighty dead. 
From out each Monument, in order plac'd, 
An armed Ghoſt ſtarts up: the Boy-King laſt 


Rear d his inglorious Head. A peal of Groans 


Then follow'd, and a lamentable Voice 


Cry d, #gypt is no more. My Blood ran back, 


My ſhaking Knees againſt each other knock'd ; 


On the cold Pavement, down I fell intranc d, 


And ſo unfiniſh'd left the horrid Scene. 


Alexas 2 Dream'd you this? or, Did invent the Story, 
ing himſelf. $ To frighten our Ægyptian Boys withal, 
And train up betimes in fear of Prieſthood? 

Serap. My Lord, I ſaw you not, 
Nor meant my VVords ſhould reach your Ears ; his what 
I utter'd was molt true. 

Alex. A fooliſh Dream, 
Bred from the Fumes of indigeſted Feaſts, 
And holy Luxury. 

Serap. I know my Duty: 
This goes no farther, 

Alex. "Tis not fit it ſhould; 

Nor would the times now ber, it, were > itgtrue. 
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All Southern, from yon Hills, the Roman Camp 


Hangs o'er us black and threatning, like a Storm 
Juſt breaking on our Heads. 

Serap. Our faint Egyptians pray for Auban : 
But in their ſervile Hearts they own Oc ſavius. 

Myr. VVhy then does Anthony dream out Ve Hours, 
And tempts not Fortune for a noble Day, 
VVhich might redeem what Actium lot 2 

Alex. He thinks tis paſt 3 

Serap. Vet the Foe 


Seems not to preſs the Siege. ee ee, IHE 


Alex. O there's the wonder. 


Mecnas and Agrippa, who can moſt 


VVith Cæſar, are his Foes. His VVife Ofavia, 
Driv'n from his Houſe, ſollicites her Revenge; 
And Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 
Upon ſome private Grudge, now ſeeks his Ruine : 
Yet (till V Var ſeems on either ſide to ſleep. 

Serap. Tis ſtrange that Anthony, for ſome Days paſt, 
Has not beheld the Face of Cleopatra; 


But here, in 7{s Temple, lives retir d, 


And makes his Heart a Prey to black deſ pair. 


Alex. Tis true; and we much fear he Oi wy abſence 


To cure his Mind of Love! 

Serap. If he be vanquithid, _ 
Or make his Peace, Egyyt is doom'd to bs 
A Roman Province; and our plenteous Harveſts 


Muſt then redeem the ſcarceneſs of their Soil. 


VVhile Anthony ſtood firm, our Alexandria 


Rival'd proud Rome (Dominions other Seat) 
And Fortune ſtriding, like a vaſt Coloſſus, ' 


Cou'd fix an equal toot of Empire here. 
Alex. Had 1 my wiſh, theſe Tyrants of all Nature, 


Who lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould perith, periſh, 


Faci by the others Sword ; but ſince our Will 
Is lamely follow'd by our Pow r, we mult 
Depend on one ; with him to riſe or fall. 
Serap. How ſtands the Queen ailected ? 

Alex. O the dotes, 
She dotes, Serapion, on this vanguiſh d Man, 
And winds her {elf about his mighty Ruins, 
Whom would ſhe yet forſake, yet yield him up, 
This hunted Prey, to his Purſuers Hands, 
She might preſerve us all ; but 'tis in vain — 
This changes my Deſigns, this blaſts my Counſels, 
And makes me uſe all means to keep him here, 
Whom 1 could wiſh divided from her Arms 
Far as the Earth's deep Center. Well, you know 
The ſtate of things ; no more of your ill Omens, 


And black Prognollicks ; ; labour to confirm 
'The Peoples Hearts. 


Enter Ventidius, talking aſide with a Gentleman of Anthony's. 


Serap. Theſe Romans will 'o'er-hear us. 


But, who's that Stranger? By his Warlike Port, 


His fierce Demeanour, and erected Look, 
He's of no vulgar note. 


Alex. O tis Ventidius, 
Our Empror's great Lieutenant in the Faſt, 
Who firſt ſnow'd Rome, that Parthia could be conquer d. 
When Anthony return d from Syria laſt, 
He left this Man to guard the Roman Sade. 
Serap. You ſeem to know him well. 
Alex. Too well. I faw him in Cilicia firſt, 


Y Vhen Cleopatra there met _— 
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A mortal Foe he was to us, and Agypr, 

But, let me witneſs to the worth I hate, 

A braver Roman never drew a Sword. 

Firm to his Prince ; but, as a Friend, not Slave. 
He ne'er was of his Pleaſures ; but preſides 8 
Ofer all his cooler Hours and Morning Counſels: 

In ſhort, the plainneſs, fierceneſs, rugged Virtue 

Of an old true-ſtampt Roman lives in him. 

His coming bodes I know not what of ill! 

To our Affairs. Withdraw, to mark him better, 
And I'll acquaint you, why I ſought you here, 
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her, comes 


. 
1 SS, 


And what's our preſent work. They withdraw' to a corner of the Stage ; 
Vent. Not fee him, ſay you: 4 and Ventidius, with the of 
1fay, I muſt and will. C forwards to the front. 


Gent. He has commanded, _ | 
On pain of Death, none ſhould approach his Preſence. 
_ PYent. I bring him news will raiſe his drooping Spirits, 
Give him new Life. 1 SG 
Gent. He ſees not Cleopatra. 
Ven. Would he had never ſeen her. 3 
Gent. He Eats not, Drinks not, Sleeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but Thought; or, if he Talks, 
Tis to himſelf, and then tis perfect Raving: 
Then he defies the World, and bids it paſs; 
Sometimes he gnaws his Lip, and Curſes loud 
The Boy Oftavias : then he draws his Mouth 
Into a ſcornful Smile, and cries, Take all, 
The World's not worth my Care. 
Ven. Juſt, juſt his Nature. „ 
Virtue's his Path; but ſometimes tis too narrow 
For his vaſt Soul; and then he ſtarts out wide, 
And bounds into a Vice that bears him far 
From his firſt courſe, and plunges him in Ills : 
But, when his danger makes him find his fault, 
Quick to obſerve, and full of ſharp remorſe, 
He cenſures eagerly his own miſdeeds, 
Judging himſelf with Malice to himſelf, 
And not forgiving what as Man he did, 
Becauſe his other Parts are more than Man. 
He mult not thus be loſt. 
Alex. You have your full Inſtructions, now advance ; 
Proclaim your Orders loudly. 
Serap. Romans, /gyptians, hear the Queen's Command. 
_ Thus Cleopatra bids, Let Labour ceaſe, 
To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy Day, 
That gave the World a Lord: tis Anthony's. 
Live, Anthony ; and Cleopatra, live. 
Be this the general Voice ſent up to Heav'n, 
And every publick place repeat this Eccho. 
Ven. 8 80 „„ 
Serap. Set out before your Doors 
The Images of all your ſleeping Fathers, 
With Laurels crown'd ; with Laurels wreath your Poſts, 
And ſtrow with Flow'rs the Pavement ; Let the Prieſts 
Do preſent Sacrifice ; pour out the Wine, 
And call the Gods to join with you in gladneſs. 
Ven. Curſe on the Tongue that bids this general Joy. 
Can they be Friends of Authomy, who Revel 
When Azzhory's in danger: Hide, for ſhame, 
You Romans, your Great Grandſires Images, 
For tear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 
To bluſh at their degenerate Progeny. 
Alex, A Love which knows no bounds to Anthony, 
Would mark the Day with Honours; when all Heaven 
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[Alexas and the Prieſt come 


forward. 


Labour'd 
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Labour d for him, when wich propitious Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 
And ſhed his better influence. Her own Birth- day 
Our Queen neglected, like a vulgar Fate, | 
That paſs d obſcurely by. 

Vent. Would it had ſlept, . 
Divided far from his: till ſome remote 

And future Age had call d it out, to ruin 
Some other Prince, not him. 
Alex. Your Emperour, 


Though grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 
T'upbraid my Queen for loving him too well. 

Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieſt? 
He knows him not his Executioner. 


O, ſhe has deck d his ruine with her Love, 
Led him in golden Bands to gandy laughter, 
And made perdition pleaſing : She has left him 


The blank of what he was; 


1 tell thee, Eunuch, the has unman'd him: 


Can any Roman ſee, and know him now, 
Thus alter'd from the Lord of half Mankind, 


Unbent, unſinew'd, made a Woman's Toy, 


Shrunk from the vaſt extent of all his Honours, | 


And crampt within a corner of the World ? 
O, Anthony . 


Thou braveſt Scldier and thou beſt of Ecards | 
Bounteous as Nature ; next to Nature's God! | 
Could'ſt thou but make new Worlds, ſo would'ſt thou give em, 
As Bounty were thy Being, rough in 'Battel, 


As the firſt Romans, when they went to VVar; j 
Yet, after Victory, more pitiful, 


Than all their praying Virgins left at home?! 


Alex, VVould you could add to thoſe more ns vines, 
His Truth to her hd loves him. 


Vent. VVould I could not. 
But, wherefore waſte I precious Hours with thee ? 
Thou art her Darling Miſchief, her chief Engine, 
Anthony's other Fate. Go, tell thy Queen, 
Ventidius is arrivd, to end her Charms. 
Let your Ægyptian Timbrels play alone; 
Nor mix effeminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets. 
You dare not fight for Anthony ; go Pray, 


And keep your Cowards-Holy-Day i in 1 | [Exeunt Alex. Serap. 


Re-enter the Gentlemen of M. Anthony. | 
2. Gent. The Emperour approaches, and commands, 
On pain of Death that none preſume to ſtay. 
I. Gent. I dare not diſobey him. 
Vent. VVell, I dare. 


But, III obſerve him firſt unſeen, and find 


VVhich way his Humour drives: I'll venture. [ Withdraws. 


Enter Anthony, walking with a diſturb'd Motion before he ſpeaks. 
Anthony. They tell me tis my Birth- day, and I'll keep it 

VVith double pomp of ſadneſs : 

"Tis what the Day deſerves, which gave me Breath. 

VVhy was I rais'd the Meteor of the V Vorld, 


Hung in the Skies, and blazing as I travell'd, 


Till all my fires were ſpent ; and then caſt downward 
To be trod out by Ceſar ? 


Vent. On my Soul, 


*Tis mournful, wondrous PT RY _ Alle. 


Antho, Count thy Gains. 


Now, Anthony, wouldſt thou be born 'M this 


Glutton of Fortune, thy devouring Youth 
5 gd d thy wanting Age. 7 


[Going out with the other. £1 


Pixt. 


7 een 


— 


Pent. How Sorrow ſhakes him [_ 4h 4. 


So, now the Tempeſt tears him up by th Roots, 


Lie there, thou ſhadow of an Emperor; 
The place thou preſſeſt on thy Mother - Earth 
Is all thy Empire now: now it contains thee; 


Some few Days hence, and then twill be too large, 


When thou'rt contracted in the narrow Urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold Aſhes ; then Ofavza, 

( For Cleopatra will not live to ſee it) 
Octavia then will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her Widow'd hand to Czfar ; 
Cæſar will weep, the Crocodile will weep, 


'To fee his Rival of the Univerſe 
Lie ſtill and peaceful there. T1l think no more ont. 


Ant. Give me ſome Muſick ; look that it be ſad : 
III ſooth my Melancholy till T ſwell, 
And burſt my ſelf with ſighing —— 


Tis ſomewhat to my Humour. Stay, I fanſie 


I'm now turn'd wild, a Coramoner of Nature; 
Of all forſaken, and forlaking all ; 


Live in a ſhady Foreſt's Sylvan Scene, 
| Stretch'd at my length beneath ſome blaſted Oak, 
1 lean my Head upon the Moſly Bark, 


And look juſt of a piece as I grew from it: 


My ancomb 'd Locks matted like Miſletoe, 


Hang oer my hoary Face; a murm'ring Brook 
Runs at my Foot. 


Ven. Methinks I fancy 

My ſelf there too. 

Ant. The Herd come jumping by me, 

And fearleſs, quench their Thirſt, while I look on, 

And take me for their Fellow-Citizen, 

More of this Image, more ; lulls my Thoughts. 
Ven. I muſt diſturb him can hold no longer. 
Aut. ſtarting up.] Art thou Ventidius d 
Pen. Are you Anthony 2 

I'm liker what I was, than you to him 


1 let you laſt. 


Ant. Im angry. 
Ven. So am I. 


Aut. ] would be private: leave me. 
Ven. Sir, I love you, 


And therefore will not ave you. 


Ant, Will not leave me! 


Where have you learn'd that Anſwer ? VVho am I? 
Ven. My Emperor; the Man I love next Heaven: 
If I faid more, I think twere ſcarce a Sin; 
Yare all thats good, and good-like. 
Ant. All that's wretched, 
You will not leave me then: 
Ven, Twas too preſuming 


To ſay 1 would not; but ] dare not JN you : 


And, tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So ſoon, when I ſo far have come to ſee you. 
Ant. Now thou haſt ſeen, art thou fatisfy'd ? 


For, if a Friend, thou haſt ſeen me, beheld enough; 
And, if a Foe, too much. 


Soft Muſick. 


[Soft Muſick again. 
[Stands before him. 


Ven. weeping.) Look, Emperour, this is no common Dew. 


1 have not wept this Forty Years ; but now 


My Mother comes afreſh into my Eyes; 
1 cannot help her ſoftneſs. 


Ant. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he en 


The big round Drops courſe one another down 


And on the Ground extends the 9005 Ruin. [Anth, having chrown binſelf down. 
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The furrows of his Checks. Stop em, Ventidius, 

Or I ſhall bluſh to death: they ſet my ſhame; 

hat caus'd em, full before me. 

Ven. I'll do my beſt. 

Ant, Sure there's contagion in the Tears of Friends: : 
See, I have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not ; 
For my own Griefs, but thine — Way; Father. 

Ven. Emperour. 

Ant. Emperour VVhy, chat s the lil of Victory, 
The Conqu ring Soldier, red with unfelt wounds, 
Salutes his General ſo; but never more 

Shall that ſound reach my Ears. 

Vent. I warrant you. 

_ Ant, Actium, Aclium ! Oh 
Vent. It ſits too near you. 

Ant. Here, here it lies; a lump of Lead by Day, 
And, in my ſhort diſtracted nightly IS 
The Hag that rides my Dreams 
Ven. Out vith it; give it vent. 
Ant. Urge not my | —_ 
1 loſt a Battel. 

Vent. So has Julius done. 


For Julius fought it out, and loft it OLE: a 
But Anthony — 
Vent. Nay, ſtop not. 
Ant. Anthony. . 
( VVell, thou wilt have it ) like a Contrd fled, 
Fled while his Soldiers fought ; fled firſt, Ventidius. 
Thou long ſt to curſe me, and 1 give thee leave. 
I know thou com'ſt prepar d to rail. 
Vent. I did. 
Ant. TIl help thee— I have been 4 Man, 7 md, 
Pient. Yes, and a brave one; but 
Ant. I know thy meaning. 
Bur, I have loſt my Reaſon, have Aiforac * 
The Name of Soldier with inglorious caſe, 
In the full Vintage of my flowing Honours, 
Sate ſtill, and ſaw it prell by other hands. 
Fortune came ſmiling to my Vouth, and woo'd it, 
And purpl'd Greatneſs met my ripen'd Years. 
VVhen firſt 1 came to Empire, I was born | 
On Tides of People, crowding to my Triumphs ; 
The wiſh of Nations; and the willing V Vorld 
Receiv'd me as its pledge of future peace ; 
I was ſo.great, fo happy, fo belovd, 
Fate could not ruine me; till 1 took | pains | 
And work'd againſt my Fortune, chid I ſrom me, 
And turn'd her looſe ; yet (till ſhe came again, 
My careleſs Days, and my luxurious Nights, 
At length have weary d her, and now ſhe 8 gone. 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help me, Soldier, 
To curſe this Madman, this induſtrious F ool, 
VVho labour'd to be wretched : ane curſe me. 
Vent. No. 
„„ - OT WRIR Chorbin . 
4 Feat 20 are wo olle » already. 
what y'have done, too conſcious 0 | 
And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others. ho bange, 5 
To Fur ſting your ſelf in mad revenge. 
s bring Balm, a, pour it in your VVounds; 
Cure your diſtemper and heal | * 
Ant. | know thou wandelt“ 3 _ Fortunes 
Vent. I will. Nÿ•s 
Vol. II 5 | Ee 


Ant. Thou favour'ſt me, and ſpealę ſt not half thou token; ; 
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And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuch 4 Tax 


Ant. uh bi 1 N 

Vent. You Laugh. 

Ant. I do, to fee officious Love 
Give Cord ials to the Dead. 

Vent, You would be loſt then? 

Ant. I am. 

Vent. I ſay you are not. Try vine ortune. 

Ant. I have to thiutmoſt. Doſt thou think me FO rate 
VVithout juſt cauſe 2 No, when I found all loſt oh 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the VVorld, 

And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now 1 do 


So heartily, I think it is not Worth 


The coſt of keeping. 
Vent. Cæſar tant not ſo: 
He'll thank you for the Gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd, like Tally, would you? do, 
Hold out your Throat to Cæſar, and die tamely. 
Ant. No, I can kill my ſelf, and ſo reſolve. 
Vent. I can die with you too, when time mal ſerve, 
Fur Fortune calls upon us now to ks 
'To Fight, to Conquer. 
Ant. Sure thou Dream t, punti. 
Vent. No, tis you Dream; you ſleep away your Hour 
In deſperate ſloth, miſcall'd Philoſophy. 
Up, up, for Honour's ſake - twelve Legions wait you, 
And Jong to call you Chief: by painful Journeys, 
I led em patient, both of heat and hunger, 


Doun from the Parthian Marches, to the Nile. 


"Twill do you good to ſee their Sun-burnt F aces, | 
Their skar'd Cheeks and chopt hands; there's virtue in em, 
They'll ſell thoſe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates 175 
Than yon trim Bands can buy. 
Ant. Where left you them? 
Vent, I ſaid, in lower Syria. 
Ant. Bring em hither; 
There may be life in theſe. 5 
Vent. They will not come. 3 
Aut, Why did'ſt thou mock my hopes with bone . 
To double my deſpair? They're mutinous. | 
Vent. Moſt firm and loyal. 
Ant, Yet they will not mack 
To ſuccour me. Oh trifler !. 
Vent. They petition | 
You would make haſte to head 3 
Aut. Im beſieg d. 
Vent. There's but one way ſhut up : How came 1 tuther ; Þ 
Ant, I will not ſtir. 
Vent. They would Prince deſire 
A better reaſon. 
Ant. ] have never usd_ 
My Soldiers to demand a reaſon of 
My Actions. Why did they refuſe to march? 
Vent. They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Aut. What was t they ſaid? 
Vent. They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Why ſhould they fight, indeed, to make her Conquer, 
And make you more a Slave? to gain. you Kingdoms, 
Which, for a Kiſs, at your next idee Feaſt; 
You'll ſell to her? then ſhe new names her Jewels, | 13 


Each Pendant in her Ear ſhall be a Province. © PG 

Ant. Ventidius, I allow your Tongue free licence Gee 
On all my other Faults; bot en Your J onde 
No word of Cleopatra : She deſerves 7 
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More VVorlds1 © I canloſe. 
Vent. Behold, you Powers, 
To whom you have intruſted 13 kind; 
See Europe, Africk, Afia, put in balance, 
And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs VVoman | 
I think the Gods are Anthony's, and give, 5 
Like Prodigals, this nether VVorld away 
To none but waſtful Hands. | 
Ant. You grow preſumptuous. 
Vent. I take the privilege of plain Live | to leak: 
Ant. Plain Love! plain Arrogance, plain Inſolence: 
The Men are Cowards ; thou an envious Traitor ; 
VVho, under ſeeming honeſly, haſt vented 
The burden of thy rank o'erflowing Gall. 
O that thou wert my equal; great in Arms 
As the firſt Czſar was, that I might kill thee 
VVithout a Stain to Honour ! 
_ Vent. You may kill me; 
You have done more already, call'd me e Traytor. 
Ant. Art thou not one? 
Vent. For ſhewing you your ſelf, 
| VVhich none elſe durſt have done ; but had 1 been 
That Name, which I diſdain to ſpeak a "Sa 
I needed not have ſought your abject Fortunes, 
Come to partake your Fate, to die with you. 
VVhat hindred me t have led my Conqu'ring Eagles 
To fill Oelavius s Bands? I could have been 
A TTraytor then, a glorious happy Traytor, + 
And not have been fo call d. 
Ant. Forgive me, Soldier: 
r ve been too paſſionate. 
Vent. You thought me falſe ; 
Thought my old Age betray d you : kill me, Sir; 
Pray kill me; yet you need not, your Unkindneſs | 0 
Has left your Sword no work. 
Aut.] did not think ſo; 
I fad it in my Rage : prithee forgive me : 
VVhy didſt thou tempt my Anger, by diſcovery | 
Of what I would not hear: 
Vent, No Prince but you _ 
Could merit that Sincerity I us d, Tex 
Nor durſt another Man have ventur' it : 
But you, ere Love miſled your wandring Eyes, 
_ VVere ſure the chief and beſt of Humane Race, 
Fram'd in the very Pride and Boaſt of Nature, 
So perfect, that the Gods who form'd you, wonder'd 
At thet own Skill, and cry'd, A lucky Hit 
Has mended our Deſign. Their Envy hindred, 
Elſe you had been Immortal, and a Pattern, 
VVhen Heav'n would work for nee fake, © 
To copy out again. 
Ant. But Cleopatra- 
Go on, for 1 can bear it now. LOWS 
Vent. No more. 5 
Aut. Thou dar'ſt not truſt my Paſſion 3 but hon may ſt: pt 
Thou only lov'ſt; the reſt have flatter d mg _ 
Vent. Heav'ns Bleſſing on your Heart fo 
May 1 believe you love me 2? ſpeak again, 
Aut. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this. ay hag, him, 
Thy Praiſes were unjuſt ; but [ll deſerve * _ 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt ; ; oy | 
Lead me to Victory, thou know'ſt the way. 
Vent. And, will you leave this as 
, 3 Prithee do not curſe her. SEE Sus mores 
Vol. II * 5 And 
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And 1 will leave her; though, Heav'n knows I love 


Beyond Life, Conqueſt, Empire ; all, but Honour ; 


But I will leave her. 

Vent. That's my Royal Maſter, 
And, Shall we fight: BYE 

Ant. I warrant thee, old Soldier, | 
Thou ſhalt behold me once again 1n Iron,, . . 
And at the Head of our old Troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me. 

Vent. O now I hear my Emperor! in that Word 
Octavius fell. Gods, let me ſee that Day, 


And if I have ten Years behind, take all; 
Tl thank you for tk exchange. 


Ant, O Cleopatra! F 

Vent. Again: 

Ant. Fve done : In that Jaſt Seh ſhe went : 
Cæſar ſhall know what tis to force a Lover 


From all he Holds moſt dear. 


Vent. Methinks you breathe _ | 
Another Soul : Your Looks are more Divine : : 


Lou ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God. 


Ant. O, thou haſt fir d me; my Soul's up in Arms, 
And mans each part about me: Once again 


That noble eagerneſs of Fight has ſeiz d me; 


That eagerneſs ; with which I darted upward 
To Caſſiuss Camp: In vain the ſteepy Hill 


Oppos d my way; in vain a War of Spears 


Sung round my Head, and planted all my Shield: 
] won the Trenches, while my foremoſt Men 
Lagg'd on the Plain below. 
ent. Ye Gods, ye Gods, 
For ſuch another Honour. 

Ant. Come on, my Soldier! 
Our Hearts and Arms are ſtill the ſame : Long. 
Once more to meet our Foes ; that Thou and I, 


Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 


May taſte Fate to em, mow em out a Paſlage, 
And entring where the foremoſt Squadrons yield, 
5 the noble Harveſt > the Field. 


ACT IL 


Enter Cleopatra, Iras, ani Ales 


Cleo. Hat ſhall I do > or whither ſhall I turn? 
| Ventidius has O ercome, and he will 89. 
Alex. He goes to fight for you. 
Cleo. Then he would ſee me ere he went to bs: 
latter me not: If once he goes, he's loſt; 
And all my Hopes deſtroy d. 
Alex. Does this weak Paſſion 
Become a mighty Queen? 
Cleo, Jam no Queen : 


Is «this to be a Queen, to be beſieg d 


By yon inſulting Roman; and to wait 
Each Hour the Victor's ; Chain 2 Thef#Mls are ſmall; 
For Anthony is loſt, and I can mourn 
For nothing elſe but him. Now come, Octauius, 
1 have no more to loſe ; prepare thy Bands j 
Pm fit to be a Captive : "Anthony 
Has taught my Mind'the Fortune of a Slave. 
[ras. Call Reaſon to aſſiſt you. 
Cleo, I have none. 


* 
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Ad none would bade My Love's a noble Madiiefs 
Which ſhews the Cauſe deſerv'd it. Moderate Sorrow 
Fits vulgar Love; and for a vulgar Man : 

But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent Paſſion, 

I ſoar d at firſt, quite out of Reaſon's view, 

And now am loſt. above it No, I'm proud 

Tis thus, would Anthony could ſee me now; 

Think you he would not ſigh? though he muſt leave me, 
Sure he would figh ; for he is noble-natur'd, 

And bears a tender Heart : I know him well. 

Ah, no, I know him not ; 1 him once, 

But now tis paſt. 

LjTras. Let it be paſt with you : : 

XZ Forget him, Madam. TR 

RS Cleo. Never, never, Ira 7 
. He once was mine ; ; and once, though now tis gone, 
EE Leaves a faint Image of Poſſeflion ſtill. 

\"_ Alex. Think him unconſtant, cruel, and ungrateful. - 
Cleo. I cannot: If I could, thoſe Thoughts were vain. 
Faithleſs, ungrateful, cruel, though he vet” 

I till muſt love him. 


Enter Chances: 3-1 

Now, What news my Charmion 2 | 14 

Will he be kind? and will he not forlake x me? | ; 

Am ] to live, or die? nay, do I live: ä 

Or am! dead 2 For when he gave his Anſwer, 

Fate took the Word, and then I liv'd, or yd. ? 

Char. I found him, Madam e 

Cleo. A long Speech preparing: 

If thou bring ſt Comfort, haſte and give in me; 

For never was more need. 

Tras, I know he loves you. | 

Cleo. Had he been kind, her Eyes! had told me 40; 

Before her Tongue could ſpeak i it : Now ſhe ſtudies, 

To ſoften what he ſaid ; but give me Death, 5 

Juſt as he ſent it, Charmion, undiſguis'd, 

And i in the Words he ſpoke. 

Char. I found him then 

Incompaſs d round, I think, with lron Stätucs 

So mute, ſo motionleſs his Soldiers ſtood, 

While awfully he caſt his Eyes about, 

And ev'ry L&adet's Hopes or Fears ſurvey d: + 

| Methought he look d reſolv d, and yet not _ d. 

When he beheld me ſtruggling ir in 1 57 Croud, 

He bluſh'd, and bad, make way. 

Alex. There's Comfort 8 | ont. 
Char. Ventidius fix d his Eyes upon my y Paſſge Ä TIE” 
Severely, as he meant to frown me back, TUES 
And ſullenly gave place: I told my Meſſa ge 


I number d in it all your Sighs and Tears: 1 

And while 1 mov'd your pitiful Requeſt, 

That you but only begg'd a laſt Farewel, 

He fetch d an inward Groan, and ev'ry time 

I nam'd you, Ggh'd as if his Heart were breaking | 

But ſhund my Eyes, and guiltily Jook'd down ; EEE * 
He ſeem d not now the awful Anthony "09 t NO 
Who ſhook an arm'd Aſſembly with his Nod : #18. 8 70 
But making ſhow as he would rub his Eyes, pul ats {70 7 
Diiguis'd and blotted out a falling Tear. Mme 
Cleo. Did he then weep? And, was I worth Tear; 01) Mt 
If what thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing; - ' 847 "VICE DE 
Tell me no more, but let me die contented. 

Char. He bid me ſay, he knew himſelf ſo well. 


Juſt as you gave it, broken and diſorder'd : | 5 5 | OE 
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He WO deny you nothing if he ſay you ; 
And therefore ——— 

Cleo. Thou wouldſt ſay, he would not ſee me? 

Char. And therefore beg'd you not to ule a power, 
Which he could ill reſiſt ; yet he ſhould ever 
Reſpect you as he ought. 

Cleo. Is that a word 

For Anthony to uſe to Cleopatra ? 

Oh that faint word; Reſpect! how I diſdain it! 
Diſdain my ſelf, for loving after it! 

He ſhould have kept that word for cold Oftavia. 
Reſpect is for a Wife, Am I that thing, 

That dull inſipid lump, without deſires, 

And without pow'r to give em: 

Alex. You misjudge; _ 

You ſee through Love, and that deludes your fi fi aht: 
As, what is ſtrait, ſeems crooked through the Water; 
But, I who bear my reaſon undiſturb d, 
Can ſee this Anthony, this dreaded Man, | 

A fearful Slave, who fain would run away, _ 
And ſhuns his Maſter's Eyes : if you purſue him, 
My life ont, he ſtill drags a Chain along, 
That needs muſt clog his flight. 

Cleo. Could I believe thee !—— _ 

Alex. By ev'ry Circumſtance I know he loves. 
True he's hard preſt, by Intereſt and by Honour ; 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and caſt out 
MAY a long look'd for Succour. 

Cleo. He ſends word, . 

He fears to ſee my Face. 

Alex. And would you more? 

He ſhews his weakneſs who declines the Combat; 
And you muſt urge your Fortune. Could he | peak 
More plainly 2 To my Ears, the Meſſage ſounds | 
Come to my reſcue, Cleopatra, come; 

Come, free me from Ventidius; from 1 my : 13 
See me, and give me a pretence to leave him. 

1 hear his Trumpets. This way he mult paſs. . 
Pleaſe you, retire a while ; I'll work him firſt, 

That he may bend more eaſie. | 

Cleo. You ſhall rule me; 
But all, I fear, in vain. Exit with Char and Iras. 

Alex. J fear ſo too! 

Though I conceal'd my Thoughts to FRE her bold : 

But, tis our utmoſt means, and Fate befriend. it. | [Pithdraws. 

Enter Lictors with Faces ; one bearing the Eagle: then Enter © 
Anthony with Ventidius, follow'd by other Commanders. 

Ant, Octavius is the Minion of blind Chance, | 
But holds from Virtue nothing. = a Fo enyntes ap | Y 

Vent. Has he Courage? 1 

Ant. But juſt enough to ſeaſon Em from Coward. ; 1 
O, 'tis the coldeſt Youth upon a Charge, 

The moſt deliberate fighter ! if he ventures 

(As in IHria once they ſay he did 

To ſtorm a Town) *tis when he cannot chuſe, 
When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him; 3 
And then he lives on that for ſeven Vears alter, . 
But, at a cloſe revenge he never fails. | 

Vent. heard, you challeng d him. 

Ant. I did, V. entidins. | 
What thinleſt thou was his anſwer? twas ſo tame. 
He ſaid he had more ways than to die; 

I had not. 

Vent. Poor 
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1 bore this Wren, till [ was tir'd with ſoaring, 
And now he mounts above me. 


Once more to ſhew my Face. 


She humbly recommends all ſhe halds 1 th 


— — IS. noch 
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+ Ant; He 5 more ways than one; 
But he would chuſe em all before that one. 
Vent. He firſt would chuſe an Ague or a Fever. 


Aut. No: It muſt be an Ague, not a Fever;  * 


He has not warmth enough to die by that. 
Vent. Or old Age, and a Bed. 
Ant. I, there's his choice. | 
He would live, like a Lamp, to the laſt "wink, - 
And crawl upon the utmoſt verge of Life; 
O Hercules! why ſhould a Man like this, 
Who dares not truſt: his Fate for one great Aon, 
Be all the care of Heaven? Why ſhould he Lord it 
Oer Fourſcore thouſand Men, of whom, each. one 


Is braver than himſelf 2 OW v1 


Vent. You conquer'd for him: 


Philippi knows it: there you ſhar'd with him * 
That Empire, which your Sword made all your own. 


Aut. Fool that I was, upon my Eagles Wings 


Good Heav'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me 

Who bids my Age make way : drives me before him, 

To the World's ridge, and ſweeps me off like rubbiſh : ? 
Vent. Sir, we loſe time; the Troops are mounted all. 
Ant. Then give the word to march! 8 

I long to leave this Priſon . 

To join thy Legions; and, in open Field, Rb 

Lead, my Deliverer. 

Enter Alexas. 880 

Alex. Great Emperor, 

In mighty Arms renown'd above Mankind, 

But, in ſoft pity to th oppreſt, a God: _ 

This Meſſage ſends the mournful Chopatra 85 


To her departing Lord. 


Vent. Smooth Sycophant: 3 

Alex. A thouſand Wiſhes, and ten chouſand Prayers, 
Millions of Bleſſings wait you to the Wars, | | 
Millions of Sighs and Tears ſhe ſends you | too, e 


And would have ſent 


As many dear Embraces to your Arms, * 


As many parting Kiſſes to your Li 


But thoſe, ſhe fears, have weary'd y you, already. 
Vent. [aft de. Falſe Crocodyle! | 


Alex. And yet ſhe begs not now, you would not avs her, 


That were a wiſh too mighty for her Hopes, 


Too preſuming for her low Fortune, and your ebbing Lore, 
That were a wiſh for her more proſperous Days, 
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing kindneſs. 


a 5 


Aut. [aſide.] Well, I muſt man it out; What would the > Queen? 


Alex. Firſt, to theſe Noble Warriors, who attend 
Your daring Courage in the chale of Fame, 
(Too. daring, and too dang rous for her iet), 


Alex. You, wh his matchleſs Yalour bears him forward, | 
With Ardor too Heroick, on his Foes; 


Tell him, this God is not invulnerable, 


That abſent Cleopatra bleeds in him 13 Hmm 


And, that you may remember her 8 Ma 
Ins begs you wear toſs Trifles, as a Wan, wot 


Fall down, as ſhe would do, Batre tis reer; , e . e 
Lic in his way, and ſtop the paths, of Death; 


All her own Cares and Fears, the care of you: . 2D = 5 = FART ont 
Vent, Yes, witneſs Adtium, * ENT ATE 
Ant, Let him ſpeak, Ventidius. 10 2-8 ” 
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Which, at your wiſht return, ſhe will redeem, [Gives Jewels to * Commanders. 
With all the Wealth of # TE. WA. ; q 
This, to the great Ventidius ſhe preſents, Ke cs Slee. It TT. 
Whom ſhe can never count her EST 
Becauſe he loves her Lord. 

Vent. Tell her III none on't; 
I'm not aſham'd of honeſt Poverty : 
Not all the Diamonds of the Eaſt can bribe 


"OT | 


Ant. And who muſt wear em then: 
Vent The wrong'd Octavia. | 
Ant. You might have ſpar'd that word. 
Vent. And he that Bribe. 
Ant. But have I no remembrance 2 
Alex. Yes, a dear one: 

' Your Slave, the Queen 
Aut. My Miſtreſs. 

Alex. Then your Miſtreſs, 
Your Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her Soul, 
But that you had long ſince; ſne humbly begs | 

This Ruby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 
(The emblems of her own) may bind your Arm, | [Preſenting a Bracelet 
Vent. Now, my beſt Lord, in Honour's Name, Lask you, 
For Manhood's ſake, and for your own dear ſafety, 
Touch not theſe poiſon'd Gitts, | 
Infected by the Sender, touch em not, 1 . - 
| Miriads of blueſt Plagues lie underneath * em, 
And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk. 
Ant. Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Ventidius. 
A Lady's Favours may be worn with Honour. , 
VVhat, to refuſe her Bracelet! On my Soul, 
VVhen I lie penſive in my Tent alone, 
"Twill paſs the wakeful Hours of VVinter Nights 
To tell theſe pretty Beads upon my Arm, 
To count for every one a foft embrace, 
A melting Kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a time : 
And now and then the fury of her Love. 
When And what harm's in this ? 355 | 
Alex. Moos.” none, my Lord, Fe 8 
But what's to her, that now tis paſt for ever. | led. 
Ant, going We Soldiers are ſo awkward ——help me 
to He it, 3 Tye it. 
Alex. In faith, my Lord, we Courtiers toa are awkward 
In theſe Affairs: ſo are all Men indeed; 
Ev'n I, who am not one. But ſhall I ſpeak * 2 
Aut. Yes, freely 
Alex. Then, my Lord, fair hands alone 
Are fit to tye it; She, who ſent it, Can... 
Vent, Hell, Death ; this Eunuch Pandar ruines yau. 
You will not ſee her? = [ Alexas whiſpers an Attendant, who g goes out. 
Ant. But to take my leave. 
Fent. Then I have waſh'd an Atbiope. V are undone; 
Ware in the Toils; y'are taken; y are deſtroy d; 
Her Eyes do Ceſar s Work, 
Ant, You fear too ſoon. WR 
I'm conſtant to my ſelf: I know my ſirength ; — 7 
And yet ſhe ſhall not think me barbarous, x Te eh 
Born in the depths of Africk : I'm a Roman, by 8 
Bred to the Rules of ſoft Humanity. 3 315 
A Gueſt, and kindly us d, ſhould bid farewel. 
Vent. You do not know 
How weak you are to her, how much an Infant : 


Ventidius from his Faith. I hope to. fee 5 
Theſe, and the reſt of all her foarkling Store, 5 
Where they ſhall more deſervingly be plac d. 5 4 
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Then, we muſt part. 


Is arm'd againſt my Love; ev'n you 


| The S uns were wory's out with look c 
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ou are not Ra againſt a Smile or Glance z, 
T will quite diſarm you. 5 
Ant. See ſhe comes! 


Now you ſhall find your Error. Gods tut] you: 


'I 8 d the danger greater. than it was, 


And, now tis near, tis leſſen'd. 
Vent. Mark the end yet. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, 5 ras. 
Ant. Well, Madam, we are met, 
Cleo, Is this a Meeting ? 
Ant. We muſt. OT. 
Cleo. Who ſays we if pL.” 3 
Ant. Our own hard fates. 
Cleo. We make thoſe Fates our ſelves. 


Ant. Ves, we have made em; we have lov'd tach other 
In our mutual Ruin. 


Cleo. The Gods have ſeen my Joys with envious Eyes 12 


I have no Friends in Heaven; and all the World, 


(As 'twere the bus neſs of Mankind to part us) 


your 1 
Joyn with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me. 
Ant. 1 will be juſtify'd in all I do 


To late Poſterity, and therefore heat me. 


If I mix a Lye 


With any Truth, reproach me oy wich it; 
Elſe, favour me with ſilence. 


Cleo. You command me; 
And I am Dumb. 


Vent. I like this well: he ſhews Authotity: N CPE 
Ant. That I derive my Ruin ESE 


| From you alone 


Cleo. O Heav'ns! I ruin you! 5 | 
Ant. You promis'd me your ſilence, and you break is * 


Ere I have ſcarce begun. 


Cleo. VVell, I obey you. 8 

Ant. VVhen I beheld you feſt, it was in FSG 
Ere Ceſar ſaw your Eyes, -you gave me love, 
And were too young to know it; that I ſettled 
Your Father in his Throne, was for your ſake, _ 
I left the acknowledgment for time to ripen. 
Cæſar ſtept in, sand with a greedy hand 


Pluck d the green Fruit, ere the firſt bluſh of Red, 


Yet cleaving to the Bough. He was my Lord, 
And was, beſide, too great for me to Riyal, 


you. 


But; I deſery'd you' firſt, though he enjoyd . i Za 


VVhen, after, I beheld | you in Cilicia, 


An Enemy to Rome, I 24 0 d you. 
Cleo. I clear d my n 


Ant. Again you break your Promiſe, 


1 lov d you ſtill; and took yotir weak hc, | 


Took you into my Boſom, ſtain d by Cz/ar, . 
And not half mine: 1 went to Lg) fe kn 


N. bu, 
And hid me from the bus 'neſs of the VVorld, 


Shut out enquiring Nations from my fight, 
To give whole Years to you. 


Vent. Yes, to your ſhame be't ſpoken. Rap! 7 : Aide. 


Ant. How I lovd. 


VVitneſs ye Days and Nights, ind all your Hours, 


That. danc'd away with Down upon your Feet, . 


As all your bus neſs were to count my. Paſli ion. 
One Day paſt by, and nothing 140 bu but Love; 
Another came, and till twas only, Love: 
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Al for LOVE; Or, 


And I untir'd with Loving. 
1 faw you ev'ry Day, an all the Da 
And ev'ry Day was ſtill but as the firſt : 


So eager was [I ſtill to ſee you more. 


Vent. Tis all too true. 
Aut. Fulvia, my VVife, grew jealous, 
As ſhe indeed had reaſon ; rais'd a VVar 
In Italy to call me back. 
Vent, But yet 


You went not. 


Ant. VVhile within your Arms I lay, 


The VVorld fell mould'ring from my Hands each 1 
And left me ſcarce a graſp (I thank your love for t.) 


Vent. VVell puſh'd : that laſt was home. 


Cleo, Yet may I ſpeak ? 


Ant. If I have urg'd a Falſhood, yes, * not. 
Your ſilence ſays I have not. 495 
you Gods, with my unkindne dy d.) 


(Pardon, 


Tul Via 


dy'd 


To ſet the VVorld at Peace, I took Octavia, 
This Czfar's Siſter ; in her pride of Vouth, 
And flowr of Beauty did I wed that Lady, 


VVhom bluſhing I muſt praiſe becauſe I left her. 
Lou call'd; my Love obey'd the fatal Summons : 
This rais'd the Roman Arms ; the Cauſe was yours, 
1 would have fought by Land, where I was ſtronger ; 
t, when I fought at Sea, 


Lou hindred it: ye | 
ghtiny. and ( Oh ftain to Honour ! 


Forſook me f 


Oh laſting ſhame! ) I knew not that I fled ; 
But fled to follow you. 


Vent. What haſt ſſie made to hoiſt her purple Sls 


And to appear magnificent in flight, 


Drew halt our Strength away. 


Ant. All this you caus'd, 
And, would you multiply more ruins on me? 
This honeſt Man, my beſt, my only Friend, 


Has gather'd up the Shipwreck of my Fortunes ; 


_ Twelve Legions I have left, my laſt recruits, 


And you have watch'd the "News, and bring your Eyes 
To leize them too. If you have ought to anſwer, | 


Now ſpeak, you have free leave. _ 
Alex. Caſide.] She ſtands confounded : 
Deſpair is in her Eyes. 


Vent. Now lay a ſigh ith' way to top his pſſge : 


Prepare a Tear, and bid it for his Legions; 


Tis like they 


Cleo. How ſhall I plead my Cauſe, when you, my ö udge, 


ſhall be ſold. 


Already have ee me 2? Shall I bring 
Ihe Love you bore me for my Advocate? 


That now is turn d againſt me, that deſtroys me; 


For, love once paſt, is at the beſt forgotten ; 


But oftner ſours to hate: twill pleaſe my Lord | 


Jo ruine me, and therefore I'll be guilty. 


But, could I once have thought it would have pleas'd you, 
That you would pry, with narrow ſearching Eyes, 


Into my Faults, ſevere to my deſtruction : 
And watching all Advantages with care, 


That ſerve to make me wretched ? Speak, my Lord, 
For 1 end here. Though I deſerve this _ ; 
Was it like you to give it? 

Ant, O you wrong me, 


To think I ſought this parting, as geürd 


To accuſe you more than what will clear my ſelf, 


And juſtifie this breach. 
Cleo, Thus low I thank you. 
And ſince my Innocence will not offend, 
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[ſhall n not bluſh to own it. 
Vent, After this 
1 think ſhe'll bluſh at nothing. 
Cleo. You ſeem griev'd, 
(And therein you are kind ) that Ceſar firſt 


Enjoy d my love, though you deſerv'd it better: 


I grieve for that, my Lord, much more than you; 
For, had I firſt 'been yours, it would have fav'd 
My ſecond choice: I never had been his, 


And neer had been but yours. But Ceſar firſt, 


You ſay, poſſeſs d my love. Not ſo, my Lord ; 

He firſt poſſeſs'd my Perſon ; you my Love: 
Cæſar lovd me; but J lovd Anthony. 

If I endur'd him after, twas becauſe 


I judg'd it due to the firſt name of Men; 


And half conſtrain d, I gave, as to a fag 


 V'Vhat he would take by force. 


Vent. O Syren ! Syren ! 
Yet grant, that all the Love ſhe boaſts were true, 


Has ſhe not ruin'd you? I ſtill urge that, 


The fatal conſequence. 
Cleo. The conſequence indeed, 
For I dare challenge him, my greateſt Foe, 


Jo fay it was deſign'd : tis true I lov'd you, 


And kept you far from an uneaſie VVill, 
(Such Fulvia was) 


Ves, but he'll ſay, you left Ofavia for me 


And, can you blame me to receive that love, 


VVhich quitted ſuch deſert; for worthleſs me? 


How often have I wiſh'd ſome other Cæſar, 
Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond young, 
VVould court my Love to be refus d for you ! 


Vent. VVords, words; but Actium, Sir, remember Actium, 


Cleo. Evn there, 1 dare his Malice. True, Len d 
To fight at Sea; but I betray'd you not. 
I fled; but not to the Enemy. 'Twas = , 


'VVould I had been a Man, not to have fear d, 


For none would then have envyd me your F ricndihip, 
VVho envy me your Love. 

Ant. VVere both unhappy : : 

If nothing elſe, yet our ill Fortune parts us. 
Speak ; VVould you have me periſh, by my ſtay 2 
Cleo. If as a Friend you ask my Judgment, 805 
XxX as a Lover, ſlay. If you muſt periſh : 

Tis a hard word; but ſtay. 

Vent. Sce now th' effects of her 10 boaſted Love! 
She ſtrives to drag you down to ruine with her: 
But, could ſhe ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 
VVould ſhe let go her hold, and haſte to Wes 
And never look behind ! 

Cleo. Then judge my love by this. 

Could I have born 
A life or death, a happineſs or woe 
From yours divided, this had giv'n me means. 

Aut. By Hercules, the VVriting of ee 'F 
I know it well; tis that preſcribing hand, 
Young as it was, that led the way to mine, 
And left me but the ſecond place in Murder 
See, ſee, Ventidius! here he offers Ægypt, 

And joyns all Syria to it as a Preſent, - 
So, in requital, ſhe forſake my Fortunes, 
And joyn her Arms with his. ; 

Cleo. And yet you leave mel. 1 8 
You leave me, Anthony ; and yet 1 love vou. 0 
Vol. „ 5 


[. Giving Anthony „ Writing, 


Indeed 


ad” the. * * 
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Indeed I do: 1 have refus'd a Kingdom, whe at ce wen Her 
Thats a-Irifie;_ - | r: i 0 
For I could part with Life; with any thing, | e of; 
But only you. O let me die, but with you; 
Is that a hard requeſt ? 


Ant, Next living with you, | „ : W 400113... 
Tis all that Heav'n can give. CHE 5 ; 37. 9 
Alex. [afide.] He melts; We conquer. 10 1 
Cleo. No: you ſhall go: your Int'reſt calls you hier iy 520 7 
Ves, your dear Intereſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe 0 25 9 
Weak Arms to hold you here 'E Takes his had, | 3 = 
Go; leave me Soldier; =_ 5 
(For you're no more a Lover: ) leave me dying: | = 
Puſh me, all pale and panting, from your Boſom, —_ 


And when your March begins, let one run after. 


Breathleſs almoſt for Joy; and cry, ſhe's dead: [3 ? 1400 
The Soldiers ſhout ; you then perhaps may ſigh 1 
And muſter all your Roman Gravity; | + _. 
Ventidius chides ; and ſtrait your Brow clears up | - = 
As I had never been. : N 9 


Ant. Gods, tis too much; too much for Man to bear. 
Cleo. What is't for me then, 
A weak forſaken Woman ? and a Lover > — 
Here let me breath my laſt : envy me not 
This Minute in your Arms: Ill die apace: 
As faſt as e'er I can, and end your Trouble. 
Aut. Die! rather let me periſh : loos nd Nature 
Leap from its Hinges. Sink the props of Heav' n, | 
And fall the Skies to cruſh the nether World. 
My Eyes, my Soul; my All |!— _ [ Embraces her. 
Vent. And what's this Toy 1 e 
In balance with your Fortune, Honour, Canes pt 
Ant. What is't, Ventidias 2 it out-weighs em all „ 
Why, we have more than conquer'd Cz/ar now: 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but loves me. 
his, this is ſhe who drags me down to ruin! 
But, could ſhe cape without me, with what haſte 
Would the let ſlip her hold, and make to Shore, 
And never look behind ! 
Down on thy Knees, Blaſphemer as thou art, 
And ask forgiveneſs of wrong d Innocence. 
Vent, Ill rather die, than take it. Will you g0 
Ant, Go! Whither ? go from all that's excellent 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good things forbid, 
That I ſhould go from her who ſets my Love 
Above the price of Kingdomss. Give, you ag 
Give to your Boy, your Czſar, ' 
This Rattle of a Globe to play withal, — + 
This Gew-gaw World, and put him apy off: 
Fil not be pleas d with leſs than Cleopatra. 
Cleo. She's wholly yours! My Heart's fo full of Joy, 
That I ſhall do ſome wild extravagance 
Of Love in publick; and the foohſh VVorld, 
VVhich knows not tenderneſs, will think me Mad: 
Vent. O Women! Women! Women! all the! Gods | 
Have not ſuch pow'r of doing good to Man, aL 
As you of doing harm. 
Aut. Our Men are Armed. 
Unbar the Gate that looks to Czſar's 8 
[ would revenge the Treachery he meant me: 
And long Security makes Conqueſt eaſie. 
Im eager to return before I go; t 
For, all the pleaſures I have known, beat thick 
On my remembrance: how | long for Night! 
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That hk the ſweets of mutual Love way. try, ni ay 
AG once triumph o'er wen ere we die. : 1 [ Exeunt, 


— — Manu, 


A G UI. 


At one Door, Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Alexas, 4 Tr rain of Agyptians : 
at the other, Anthony and Romans. The entrance on Both fides is prepar d by 
Muſick ; the Trumpets firſt ſounding on Anthony's part: then anſwer d by Tim- 
brels, &c. on Cleopatra's. Charmion and Iras hold a Laurel Wreath betwixt 
*bem. A Dance of Ægyptians. After the Ceremony, Cleopatra Crowns Anthony. 


Ant. J Thought how thoſe white Arms would fold me in, 
And {train me cloſe, and melt me into Love; 
So pleasd with that ſweet Image, [ ſprung forwards, 


And added all my ſtrength to every blow. 


Cleo. Come to me, come my Soldier, to my Arms, 

You've been too long away from my Embraces ; 
But, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 
With broken Murmurs, and with amorous Sighs, 
III ſay, you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager Kiſs. 
Ant. My brighter Venus / : 

Cleo. O my greater Mars / 

Ant. Thou join'ſt us well, my Love! 


Suppoſe me come from the Phlegræan Plains, 


VVhere gaſping Gyants lay, cleft by my Sword: 
And Mountain tops par d off each other blow, 
To bury thoſe I flew: receive me, Goddeſs: 
Let Ceſar ſpread his ſubtle Nets, like Vulcan, 


In thy Embraces I would be beheld 


By Heav'n and Earth at once: 
And make their envy what they meant their ſport. 


Let thoſe who took us bluſh ; I would love on 


VVith awful Stare, regardleſs of ow e 


As their ſuperior God. 


There's no ſatiety of Love in thee; 
Enjoy d, thou ſtill art new; perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the ripen d Fruit but falls, 
And bloſſoms riſe ta fill its empty Place 3 
And | grow rich by giving. | 
Enter Ventidius, and fands apart, 
ox: O, now the danger's paſt, your General comes. 
He joins not in your Joys, nor minds your Triumphs ; ; 
But, with contracted Brows, looks frowning on, 
As envying your Succeſs. 8 0 
Ant. Now, on my Soul, lie loves me; realy loves me 15 
He never flatter d me in any Vice, | | 
But awes me with his Virtue : ev'n this Minute 


Methinks he has a right of chiding me. 


Lead to the Temple: I'll avoid his Preſence ; 1 
It. checks too ſtrong upon me. . Mete the reſt. 
As Anthony zs going, Ventidius pal him by the Robe. 

Veut. Emperour. 
Ant. [looking back.) Tis the old-argument ; 1 pr Y thee — me. 
Vent. But this one bearing, e * 1 
Ant. Let go 

My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules 
Vent. By Hercules his Father, that's yet greater, 

I bring you ſomewhat you would wiſh to Know. 
Ant. Thou ſeeſt we are obſerved 3 attend me here, e e 

And III return. I Exit. 
Vent. Pm waining in his favour, yet 1 love him; 2 5 


| 1 love 1 . Who runs to meet his ruin; 
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And, fure the Gods, like me, are fond of him: 
His Virtues lie ſo mingled with his Crimes, 
As would confound their choice to puniſh one, 
Arid not reward the other. 
Enter Anthony. 
Ant. We can conquer, 


Vou fee, without your aid, 


VVe have diſlodg d their Troops, 
They look on us at diſtance, and like Curs 
Scap'd from the Lions Paws, they bay far off, 
And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten VVar. 
Five thouſand Romans with their Faces upward, 
Lie breathleſs on the Plain. 

Vent, Tis well: and he 
VVho loſt em, could have ſpar d Ten weed n more. 
Yet, if, by this advantage, you could gain 
An eaſier Peace, while Cæſar doubts the 3 
Of Arms ! - 

Ant. O think not on't, Ventidius; 
The Boy purſues my ruin, hell no Peace: 
His Malice is conſiderate in advantage; 
O, he's the cooleſt Murderer, ſo ſtanch, 
He kills, and keeps his temper. | 

Vent. Have you no Friend 


In all his Army who has power to move him ; 
 Mecznas, or Agrippa might do much. 


Ant. They re both too deep in Cæſgar's Inereſls. 


VVell work it out by dint of Sword, or periſh. 


Vent, Fain I would find ſome other. 
Ant. Thank thy Love. 
Some four or ſive ſuch Victories as this, 
VVill ſave thy farther pains. 
Vent. Expect no more; Cæſar is on his Guard: 
I know, Sir, you have conquer d againſt odds; 
= ill you draw Supplies from one poor Town, 
And o of Agyptians : He has all the VVorld, 
And, at his beck, Nations come pouring in, 


To fill the gaps you make. Pray think again. 
Ant. VVhy doſt thou drive me from my ſelf, to ſearch 
For Foreign aids? to hunt my Memory; 


\ 


And range all o'er a waſte and barren place 


To find a Friend? The wretched have no Friends 
Let I had one, the braveſt Youth of Rome, 


VVhom Caſar loves beyond the love of VVomen ; n 
He could reſolve his Mind, as Fire does VVax, 
From that hard rugged Image, melt him down, 


And mould him in what ſofter Form he pleas'd. 
Vent. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the VVorld ; 


Juſt ſuch a one we want. 

Ant. He lov'd me too. 5 

J was his Soul; he liv'd not but in me: 

VVe were ſo clos'd within each others Breaſts, 
The Rivets were not found that join'd us firſt. 


That does not reach us yet: we were ſo mixt, 
As meeting Streams, both to our ſelves were loſt ; 


VVe were one Maſs ; we could not give or take, 
But from the ſame ; for he was L,-1-he.—- 
Vent. [afide.] He moves as [ would wiſh him. 
Ant. After this, 
| nced not tell his Name: tas Dolabella. 
Vent. He's now in Ceſar's Camp. 
Ant. No matter where, 


Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbad him Cleopatra's ſight; 
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For I am now ſo ſunk from what-I Was, : i 885 


Stood ſilent in my Preſence, watch d my Eyes, * 
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Becanſe I feat'd be 1d her: be Foce d 

He had a warmth, which, for my ſake, he "Dif; 

For 'twere impollible that two, ſo one, 

Should not have lov d the ſame. When he Kina 

He took no leave ; and that confirm d my thoughts. 
Vent. It argues that he loud you more than her, 

Elſe he had aid; but he perceived you jealous, I 

And would not grieve his Friend: I know he loves you. 
Ant, I ſhould have ſeen him then e re now. 
Vent. Perhaps. | 

He has thus long been lab ring for your Peace. 
Ant, Would he were here, 
Vent. Would you believe he lov d you? 

I read your Anſwer in your Eyes; you wen 

Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent | 

A Meſſenger from Cæſars Camp, with Letters. 
Aut. Let him appear. 
Vent. III ring him inſtantly. (xt Y ctitidins, kg Re-enters immediately 

„ with Dolabella. | 

Ant, Tis he himſelf, himſelf, by hoty Friendſhip! [Runs to embrace him. 

Art thou return'd at laſt, my better half: pts 

Come, give me all my ell 

Let me not live, | 

If the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 

Was ever half fo fond. 
Vola. | muſt be filent ; for my Soul is buſie 

About a noble Work : ſhe's new come home, 

Like a long abſent Man, and wanders oer 


Each Room, a Stranger to her own, to look 


If all be fate. TI ted of 
Ant. Thou haſt what's left of me, 2 118 A 


Thou tind'lt me at my loweſt Water-mark. 

The Rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortunes, 

Are all dry d up, or take another courſe : 
What I have left is from my native Spring 


Tve ſtill a Heart that ſwells, in ſcorn of Fate, 5 


And lifts me to my Banks. e e 
Dola. Still you are Lord of all the World to me. 
Ant. Why, then I yet am fo; for thou art al. 

If I had any Joy when thou wert abſent, ' 


1 grudg'd it to my ſelf ; methought J robb'd 


Thee of thy part. Bur, Oh my Dolabel/la / 


Thou haſt Pcheld me other than I am. 


Haſt thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers filld . 
With Scepter'd Slaves, who wanted to ſalute me: T 


With Eaſtern Monarchs: who forgot the Sun, 


To worſhip my upriſing 2 Menial Kings 
Run courſing up and down my Palace-Yard, 


And, at my leaſt Command, all ſtarted out e e ee 
Like Racers to the Goal. ee eee eee 

Dola. Slaves to your Fortune, F 

Aut. Fortune is Cæſars now; and whit's am | ? 

Vent. What you have made your ſelf; will not flatter. 

Ant. Is this Friendly done: 5 e 

Dola. Yes, when his end is ſo, I 0 join with him; e ene 
Indeed 1 muſt, and yet you muſt not chide: _ al. EI BR 
Why am l elſe your Friend ? po e ue ee 

Ant. Take heed, young Man, 
How thou upbraid'ti my Love? The Queen: has n 
And thou too haſt a Soul. Canſt'thou'remember 
When, ſwell'd with hatred, thou beheld'ſt her firſt 3 1 
As acceflary to thy Brother's DbD” p 
2510 Ps 1 85 . Dola. 
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"Pole. Spare my ame ; twas A Bullty day, 
And ſtill Ne bluſh hangs here. 


Ant. To clear her ſelf, 


For ſending him no aid, ſhe came from Egypt. 
Her Gally donn the Silver Cydnos row d, 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold, 
The gentle Winds were lodg'd in Purple Sails: 
Her Nymphs, like Nereids, round her Couch, were plac'd ; 
Where {he, another Sea-born Y enus, lay. 

Dela. No more : I would not hear it. 

Ant, O, you mult! 
She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her. Hand, 
And caſt a Look fo languiſhingly ſweet, 
As if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 
Neglecting ſhe could take em: Boys, like Cpids, 
Stood fanning with their painted Wings, the Winds 
That plaid about her Face: But if ſhe ſmil d, 
A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad: 
That Mens deſiring Eyes were never weary d; 
But hung upon the Object: To ſoft Flutes 
The ſilver Oars kept Time; and while they plaid, 
The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the cn; 
And both to Thought: twas Heavn or ſomewhat more ; "i 
For ſhe ſo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 


Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 
To give their welcome Voice. 


Then, Dolabel/a, where was then thy Soul : | 

VVas not thy Fury quite difarm'd with Wonder? 
Didſt thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe Eyes 
And whiſper in my Ears: Oh, tell her not 

That I accus'd her with my Brother's Death | 
Dola. And ſhould my Weakneſs be a Plea for yours? 1 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus d, 


When kindly warmth, and when my — Youth 
Made it a Debt to Nature. Yours 


Vent. Speak boldly. 


| Yours, he would ſay, in your declining Age, * 
When no more heat was left but what you forc'd, 
When all the Sap was needful for the Trunk, 
When it went down, then you conſtrain'd the Courls, 
And robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Deſire ; 
In you (1 would not uſe fo harſh a word) 
But tis plain Dotage. 
Ant. Ha 
Dola. Twas urg'd too home. 155 
But yet the loſs was private that I made ; . 
Twas but my ſelf J loſt : I loſt no Legions; = 
I had no World to loſe, no Peoples Love. 
Ant. This from a Friend? 55. 121 Hee 
Dola. Yes, Anthony, a true one; = 
A Friend ſo render, that each word I ſpeak 80 
Stabs my own Heart, before it reach your Ear. l 
O, judge me not leſs kind becauſe I chide: 
To Ceſar J excuſe you. 
Ant. O ye Gods! 3 465, hath e e ee 
Have I then liv'd to be excus d to Ceſar ? oh; Jbl ad 
Dola. As to your Equal: r 
VVhile I wear this he never ſhall be more. tar 0% 1 5 
1 bring Conditions from him. 4 1000 e n 
Ant. Are they Noble? 167 09396 Uk 
Methinks thou ſhould'ſt not bring 'em elle yet he 67 ii bie 18 
Is full of deep diſſembling; knows no Honour, 5 22 He £53 ec bob 
Divided from his Int reſt. Fate miſtook him; Ben ON. , ee ee 
For Nature meant him for an Ulurer, 1 8 e Ni: 02 Nadel 
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Had I been nothing more than Cæſar's Siſter, 
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He? s fit indeed to buy, not conquer Fugen, | 
Pent. Then, granting this, | 
What Pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a Temper 
To honourable Terms ! | | 
Ant. It was my: Dolabella, or ſome God. _ 
Dola, Not I ; nor yet Mecenas, nor Agrippa? 
They were your Enemies ; and I a Friend 
Too weak alone; yet 'twas a Roman's Deed. 
Ant. "Twas like a Roman done: ſhow me that Mari 


Who has preſerv'd my Life, my Love, my Honour ; „ 


Let me but ſee his Face. 
Vent. That task is mine, 
And, Heav'n thou know' ſt how pledfing” [Exit Vent. 
Pola. You'll remember 


To whom you ſtand oblig d? 


Ant, When ] forget it, 

Be thou unkind, and thats my FRY Curſe. 

My Queen ſhall thank him too. „ 
Dola. I fear ſhe will not. | 
Ant. But ſhe ſhall dot : the Queen, my Dolabella ! 


Haſt thou not ſtill ſome grudgings of thy Fever ? 


Dola. I would not ſee her loſt. 
Ant. When I forſake her, 


Leave me, my better Stars: for ſhe | has trutli 


Beyond her beauty. Czſar tempted her, 
At no leſs Price than Kingdoms, to betray me ; 
But the reſiſted all: and yet thou chidſt me 


For loving her too well. Could I do ſo? 


Dola. Yes there's my reaſon. 
Re-enter Ventidius, with Octavia, leaving Anthony' s two little Daughters 
Ant. Where 2 —-Odlavia there! L Starting back. 
Vent. What, is ſhe poyſon to you? a Diſeaſe? 
Look on her, view her well ; and thoſe ſhe brings : 
Are they all Strangers to your Eyes? has Nature 
No ſecret Call, no whiſper they are yours ? 

Dola. For ſhame, my Lord, if not for Love, receive em 
With kinder Eyes. If you-confeſs a Man, 
Meet em, embrace em, bid em welcome to you. 
Your Arms ſhould open, ev without your knowledge, 
To claſp em in; your Feet ſhould turn to Wings, 
To bear you to em; and your Eyes dart out, | 
And aim a Kiſs ere you could reach the Lips. 

Ant, I ſtood amazd to think how they came hither. 

Vent, I ſent for em; I brought em in unknown 
To Cleopatra's Guards. 

Dola. Vet are you cold? 

Octav. Thus long have I attended 98 my welcome; 
Which, as a Stranger, ſure I might 1 8 85 
Who am I? 

Ant. Ceſar's Siſter. 

Oclav. That's unkind ! 


Know, I had ſtill remain'd in Cæſar's Camp; 
But your Octavia, your much injur'd Wife, . 
Though baniſh'd, trom your Bed, driv'n from your Houſe 
In ſpight of Cæſar's Sitter, ſtill is yours. 
'Tis true, I have a Heart diſdains your Coldnels; 
And prompts me not to ſeek what you ſhould offer; 
But a Wites Virtue {till ſurmounts that Pride: 
come to claim you as my own; to ſhow 
My Duty firſt, to ask, nay beg, your kindneſs : „ 
: Your Hand, my Lord; tis mine, and I will have it. [Taking his Hand. 
Dient. Do, take it, chou deſerv ſt it. 

Dola. On my Soul, 
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And ſo ſhe does: ſhe's neither too ſubmiſlive, 
Nor yet too haughty ; but ſo juſt a Meen, 
Shows, as it ought, a Wife and Roman too. 
Ant. I fear, Octavia, you have begg d my mo 
Octav. Begg d it, my Lord? 
Ant. Ves, begg d it, my Ambaſſadreſs, 


Poorly and baſely begg'd it of your Brother. 


Oftav. Poorly and baſely 1 could never beg; 
Nor could my Brother grant. 
Ant. Shall I, who to my kneeling Slave could ſay, 
Riſe up, and be a King; ſhall I fall down 
And cry, Forgive me, Ceſar > ſhall I ſet 
A Man, my Equal, in the place of Jove, 
As he could give me being? No; that word, 


Forgive, would choak me up, 


And die upon my Tongue. 
Dola. You ſhall not need it. 


Ant. I will not need it. Come, you' ve all betray d me; 
My Friend too! To receive ſome vile Conditions. 
My Wife has bought me, with her Prayers and Tears; 


And now I muſt become her branded Slave: 
In every peeviſh Mood ſhe will upbraid 
The Life the gave: if I but look awry, 
She cries, III tell my Brother. 

Oclav. My hard Fortune 


Subjects me fill to your unkind Miſtakes. 


But the Conditions I have brought are ſuch 


| You need not bluſh to take: I love your Honour, 


Becauſe tis mine; it never ſhall be ſaid 


Ofavia's Husband was her Brothers Slave. 
Sir, you are Free; Free, evn from her you loath ; 
For, though my Brother bargains for your Love, 


Makes me the Price and Cement of your Peace, 


I have a Soul like yours; I cannot take 


Your Love as Alms, nor beg what I deſerve. 
ll tell my Brother we are reconcil " TBI 


He ſhall draw back his Troops, and you ſhall march 


To rule the Eaſt : I may be dropt at Athens; 
No matter where, I never will complain, 


But only keep the barren Name of Wite, 
And rid you of the trouble. 


Vent. Was ever ſuch a ſtrife of futlen Honour 
Both ſcorn'd to be oblig'd. 


Dola. Oh, the has touch'd him in the tender part ; 


Sec how he reddens with golpigit and ſhame, 


To be out-done in Generoſity | 

Vent. See how he winks! how he dries up a Tear, 
That fain would fall! 

Ant. Octavia, I have heard you, and muſt praiſe 
The greatneſs of your Soul ; 
But cannot yield to what you have propos 7 
For I can ne er be conquer d but by Love; 


And you do all for Duty. You would free me, 


And would be dropt at Athens ; was't not fo? 

Octav. It was, my Lord. 

Ant, Then 1 mult be oblig'd 
To one who loves me not, who, to her ſelf, 

May call me thankleſs and ungrateful Man: 
I not endure it, no. 

Vent. I'm glad i it pinches there. 

Octav. Would you triumph o'er poor Octavia's Virtue ? 
That pride was all I had to bear me up; 
That you might think you ow'd me for your Life, 
And owd it to my Duty, not my Love. 


I have 
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I have been injur d, and my haughty Soul 
Could brook but ill the Man who flights my- Bel. 
7 0 Ant. Therefore you love me not. 
7 T Octav. Therefore, my Lord, 
I ſhould not love you. 15 
TY Aut, Therefore you wou'd leave. me? 5 
Odtav. And therefore I ſhoùld leave vou if ! Could 
1 Dola. Her Soul's too great, after ſuch Injuries, 
ny To lay ſhe loves; and yet ſhe let's you 44 it. 
Her modeſty and filence pleads her Cauſe. 
Ant. Oh, Dolabella, which way ſhall I turn 7 
I find a ſecret yielding! in my Soul; 
But Cleopatra, who would die with me, 
Mluſt ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Offavla ; 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra 1 Fr» 
Vent. Juſtice and Pity both plead for Bait 5 
For Cleopatra, neither. 5 
One would be ruin'd with you; but ſhe . 
Had ruin'd you: the other you have ruin d: 
And yet ſhe would preſerve vou. 
EE i every thing their Merits are unequal. TS 
= 4. Oh, my diſtracted Soul! POO 
| Oelav. Sweet Heav'n compose it,. n 
Come, come, my Lord, if ! can pardon, you, Mi | 
— Methinks you ſhould accept it. Look on. theſe ; MALT RY 
0 Are they not yours? Or ſtand they thus nd WY 
== As they are mine? Go to him, Children, g 1 
EF Kneel to him, take him by the hand, ſpeak to tim F 
Tor you may ſpeak, and he may own you too, 3 
Without a Bluth; and fo he cannot al! 1 GER Hot TER 
is Children: g0, I ay, and pull him to me | 
1 And pull him to your ſelves, from that bea Woman. 
Tou, Agrippina, hang upon his Arms nringad ery 
1 And you Antonia, claſp about his Walle: id 0 007 
If he will ſhake you off, if he will daſh you 15 
Againſt the Pavement, | mult bear it, Children; 
For you are mine, and 
Vent. Was ever ſight fo moving Emperour | | 
Mm Dola. Friend ! | 0 key 5 
. Octav. Husband ! radia by 5111 90 © 
1 Both Childr. Father! LOBES SE entail + frodatt nad wn 
8 Ant. I am vanquith'd : taker me. ee ein 0g} 
= (of ia; take ne, Children; ſhare me all, [ Eubracing them, 
le ue been a thriftleſs Debtor to your Loves, + 8 
= And run out much in Riot, from your Stock: 
SE But all ſhall be amended. 
a 0:tav. O bleſt hour / 
Dola. O happy Change“ 
Vent, My Joy ſtops at my Tongue; 8. 1 
But it has found two Channels here lor one, 
And bubbles out above. 


Ant. to Oftavia.) This is thy Triumph; lead. me Yon Wk hw wil; 
Evn to thy Brother's Camp. 
Octav. All there are yours. 
Enter Alexas bai. 
Alex. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, Sir, and yours- 
Ant. Tis paſt, Octavia, you ſhall ſtay this Night ; To morrow,. 
Czſar and we are one. reading Octavia, deb auc the Chir un, 


Vent. There's News for you ; run, 
My officious Eunuch, Horry; 0 fel: Tln 10 / beovot ne abe 5 
Be ſure to be the firlt; haſte 83 144 85 
Halt , Ny 5 Eunuch, haſte. ne) 2 Ee 11; Dien 

Alex. This downright fighting Fool, 172 thickeſcull 4 Hero, - b 1d ef 
This blunt unthinking Inſtrument of Death, £ 
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was born to ſuffer. Here the Childre go to him, * | 
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With ala dull Virtue has out-gone my Wit : 
Pleaſure forſook my early ſt Infancy, Emre 4 
The Luxury of others robb d my Cradle, ud 4 
And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man : POE 1 
Caſt out from Nature, diſinherited 

Of what her meaneſt Clildren claim by kind ; 

Yet, Greatneſs keeps me from Contempt : that's gone. 

Had Cleopatra follow'd my Advice, 

Then he had been betray'd, who now forſakes, 

She dies for Love ; but ſhe has known it's Joys: 

Gods, 1s this juſt, that I, who know no joys, 

Muſt die, becauſe ſhe loves? 55 A 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, T. OT 8 

Oh, Madam, I have ſeen what blaſts my Eyes! FE 

Ottavia's here! V of 5 
Cleo. Peace with that Ravens notte. a IN 

I know it too; and now am in . = 5 

The Pangs of Death. 

Alex. You are no more a Queen: 
Agype is loſt. 

Cleo. What tell'ſt thou me of Ag pt! 
My Life, my Soul is loſt! Oclavia 4 him! 2 
O fatal Name to Cleopatra's Love! a 63 
My Kiſſes, my Embraces now are hers; | „„ 1 
While I——But thou haſt ſeen my Rival; ſpeak, 

Does ſhe deſerve this Bleſling 2 Is ſhe fair, 

Bright as a Goddeſs? and is all Perfection 

Confin'd to her? It is. Poor I was made p © 

Of that courſe Matter which, when ſhe was finiſh'd, | 

The Gods threw by for rubbiſh, 1 55 

Alex. She's indeed a very Miracle. 

Cleo. Death to my hopes, a Miracle! 

Alex. [bowing.] A Miracle; | 
mean of Goodneſs ; for in Beauty, Madam, 

You make all Wonders ceale. 

Cleo. I was too raſh : | On _— 45 
Take this in part of recempence. But, Oh, [Giving a fung. 9 
fear thou flatter'{t me. e — 

Char. She comes! ſhe's: here / 

Iras. Fly, Madam, Cæſar's Siſter / 

Cleo. Were the the Siſter of the Thund'rer r Jove, F 
And bore her Brother's Lightning in her Eyes, | 4 
Thus would I face my Rival. | Meets Octavia, with Ventidius. 2 

Octavia bears up to her. Their Trains come up on either fide, 

Ofav. I need not ask if you are Cleopatra, 
Your haughty Carriage - 

Cleo. Shews I am a Queen : 

Nor need I ask you who you are. 

Ofttav. A Roman: 

A Name that makes, and can 3 a Queen. 
Cleo. Your Lord, the Man who ſerves me, is a Roman. 
Octav. He was a Roman, till he loſt that Name 

To be a Siave in #gypt ; but I come 

To free him thence. 

Cleo. Peace, peace, my Lover's Juno. 

When he grew weary of that Houſhold-Clog, 

He choſe my eaſier Bonds. 

Octav. I wonder not 
Your Bonds are eaſie; you have long been pra dds d 
In that laſcivious Art: he's not the firſt 

| / For whom you ſpread your Snares: let Cæſar witneſs. 
Cleo. I lovd not Czfar ; twas but gratitude 

paid his Love: the worlt your Malice can, 

Is but to ay the greateſt of Mankind 


0 n 
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A Has been my Slave. The next, but far above him 


in my Eſteem, is he whom Law calls yours, 

But whom his Love made mine. 

— . Ofav. [coming ap cloſe to her.) 1 would view ncarer 

IT! That Face, which has ſo long, uſurpd my Right, 

I o0 find th'inevitable Charms, that catch 

WWaMankind fo ſure, that ruin d my dear Lord. | 

"XX Cleo. O, you do well to ſearch; for had you known 

Baut half theſe Charms, you had not loſt his Heart. 

"EE 8"  Ofav. Far be their knowledge from a Roman Lady, 

Par from a Modeſt Wife. Shame of our Sex, 

VDoſt thou not Bluſh, to own thoſe black Endearments 

ZZ That make ſin pleaſing ? Bi 

Cleo. You may Bluſh, who want em: 

Ik bounteous Nature, if indulgent Hevn 

Have giv'n me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Man; 

Should I not thank em: ſhould I be aſham'd, 

And not be Proud? I am, that he has lov'd me; 

And, when I love not him, Heav'n change this Face 

For one like that. . 

Octav. Thou lov'ſt him not fo well. | 

Cleo. 1 love him better, and deſerve him more. | 

Ofav. You do not; cannot: you have been his ruine. 

Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra! 

Who made him ſcorn'd abroad but Cleopatra? 

: At Actium, who betray'd him 2 Cleopatra. 

Who made his Children Orphans ? and poor me 

A wretched Vidow ? only Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 
If you have ſuffer d, I have ſuffer d more. 

; You bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife, 

ZZ To gild your Cauſe, and draw the pitying World 

Io favour it: the VVorld contemns poor me; 

Por I have loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 

And ſtain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 

1 And all to bear the branded Name of Miſtreſs. 
here wants but Life, and that too I would loſe 
Poor him I love. 1 85 
Wt Octav. Be't fo then; take thy VViſh. Exit cum ſuis. 
= Cleo. And 'tis my Wiſh, JD 
No he is loſt for whom alone I liv'd. 
My Sight grows dim, and every Object dances, 
= And ſwims before me, in the maze of Death. 

Muy Spirits, while they were oppos'd, kept up; 

RE They could not ſink beneath a Rival's ſcorn : * 

But now ſhes gone they faint 

38 Alex. Mine have had leiſure 

== To recolle their Strength, and furniſh Counſel, 

To ruine her; who elſe muſt ruine you. 

Cleo. Vain Promiſer / 5 

Lead me, my Charmion ; nay, your hand too, ras - 

"Mp My Grief has weight enough to ſink you both. 

= 1 Conduct me to ſome ſolitary Chamber, 

And draw the Curtains round; We 

05 Then leave me to my ſelf, to take alone 

My fill of Grief: = 
1 There I till Death will his unkindneſs weep: 

As harmleſs Infants moan themſelves aſleep. [Exeunt. 
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0 As other Loves begin: wilt thou do this : p-. 


I ſent her word to meet you. 


For every time 1 have return'd, I feel 


And yet the Soul, thut up in her dark Room, 


ACT IV. ; 
Enter Anthony, Dolabella. 5 | 7 


Dola.N Hy would you ſhift it from your ſelf, me? . 
Can you not tell her you muſt part o ; ae X 

Ant. I cannot. . 'F 
I could pull out an Eye, and bid it go, | „ hs 1 
And tother ſhould not Weep. Oh, Dolabella, > - | | 9 
How many Deaths are in this word Depart N . | A 
dare not truſt my Tongue to tell her ſo: . = 
One Look of hers, would thaw me into Tears, | WW 
And I ſhould melt till I were loſt agen. 2 8 

Dola. Then let Yentidius ; g ; | Ig 
He's rough by Nature. V "of I 
Ant. Oh, hell ſpeak too harſhly ; : | 
He'll kill her with the News : Thou, only thou. 

Dola. Nature has caſt me in ſo ſoft a Mould, | 3 
That but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleaſure 9 
Of ſome ſad Lover's Death, moiſtens my Eyes, 2 
And robs me of my Manhood. I ſhould ſpeak | = 
do faintly ; with ſuch fear to grieve her Heart, ET 9 1 
She'd not believe it earneſt. . 

Aut. Therefore; therefore | 
Thou only, thou art fit : think thy ſelf me, | 25 
And when thou ſpeak ſt ( but let it firſt be long 5 99 
"Take off the edge from every ſharper found, 25 | 
And let our parting be as gently made 


Dola. What you have faid, fo ſinks into my Soul, 
Thar, if 1 muſt ſpeak, I ſhall {peak juſt ſo. 
Ant. 1 leave you then to your fad task: Farewel. 
| Goes 7o the Door, and comes back. 
forgot; 
Let her be told, I'll make her peace with mine: 
Her Crown and Dignity {hall be preſerv d, 
If I have pow'r with Cæſar.- O, be ſure 
To think on that. 
Dola. Fear not, I will remember. [Anthony goes again to the door, and comes back. 
Aut. And tell her, too, how much I was conſtrain d; 
did not this, but with extreameſt force : 
Deſire her not to hate my Memory, 
For I {lull cheriſh hers ; — inſiſt on that. 
Dola. Truſt me, 111 not forget it. 
Aut. Then that's all. | Goes out, and returns again. 
Wilt thou forgive my fondneſs this once more: 
Tell her, though we thall never meet again, 
It 1 ſhould hear ſhe took another Love, 
The News would break my Heart,——— Now I muſt go; 


My Soul more tender; and my next Command A 
Would be to bid her ſtay, and ruine both. [ Exit. 
Dola. Men are but Children of a larger growth, Ts 

Our Appetite's as apt to change as theirs, 
And full as craving too, and full as vain; _ 


Viewing fo clear abroad, at home ſees nothing ; ; 

But, like a Mole in Earth, buſie and blind, 

Werks all her F olly up, and caſts it outward 

To the World's open view : thus I diſcover'd, 

And blam'd the Love of ruin'd Anthony ; 

Let wiſh that I were > he, to be ſo ruin'd. ; 


Enter 


Ras "The WORLD well Tot. 


To make him Jealous ; Jealouſie is like 
A poliſht Glaſs held to the Lips when Life's in doubt : 


Wy 1 
„„ PEE INE __ 


Emter Ventidius above. 
vent. Alone? and talking to himſelf > concern d too? 
Perhaps my Gueſs is right; he lov a her once, 


And may purſue it ſtill. - 

Dola. O Friendſhip! Friendſhip ! 
Ill canſt thou anſwer this; and Reaſon, worſe : 
Unfaithful in th' Attempt ; hopeleſs to win; 
And, if I win, undone : meer madneſs all. 
And yet th occaſion's fair. What injury 


Jo him, to wear the Robe which he throws by? 


Vent. None, none at all. This happens as I wiſh, 


| To ruine her yet more with Anthony. 


Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas, Charmion, is” on the other fide. 
Dola. She comes ! What Charms have Sorrow on that Face / 

Sorrow ſeems pleas'd to dwell with ſo much ſweetneſs ; 

Yet, now and then, a Melancholy Smile 


| Breaks looſe, like Lightning i in a Winter's Night, £ PEN | / 
And ſhows a Moments Day. ce 


Vent. If ſhe ſhould love him too“ Her Eunuch there 2 


That Porcpiſce bodes ill Weather. 


Draw, draw nearer, 


| Sweet Devil, that I may hear. 


Alex. Believe . Dolabella goes over to Charmion 
ow Iras; ſeems 70 talk with them. 


If there be Breath, twill catch the damp and ſhow it. 
Cleo. ] grant you Jealouſie's a Proof of Love, 
But 'tis a weak and unavailing Med'cine ; 


It puts out the Diſeaſe, and makes it ſhow, 
But has no pow'r to cure. 


Alex. Tis your laſt Remedy, and Arongeſt tc too: 


And then this Dolabella, who fo fit 


To practiſe on? He's handſome, valiant, young, 
And looks as he were laid for Nature's bait 


To catch weak Womens Eyes. 
He ſtands already more an half ſuſpected 


Of loving you: the leaſt kind word or glance, 
You give this Youth, will kindle him with Love: 
Then, like a burning Veſſel ſet adrift, 
You'll ſend him down amain before the VVind, 
To fire the Heart of jealous Anthony. 

Cleo. Can I do this? Ah no; my Love's ſo true, 
That I can neither hide it where it is, 
Nor ſhow it where it is not. Nature meant me 
A VVife, a filly harmleſs Houſhold Dove, 


Fond without Art ; and kind without Deceit; . 


But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 


Has thruſt me out to the wide VVorld, unfurniſh'd 


Of Falſhood to be happy. 
Alex. Force your ſelf. 


TH event will be, your Lover will return 


Doubly deſirous to poſſeſs the good 
VVhich once he fear'd to loſe. 
Cleo. I muſt attempt it; 

But Oh with what regret! [Exit Alex. (Sec comes up fo Dolabells ) 
Vent. So, now the Scene draws near, they're in my reach. 
Cleo. to Bola. Diſcourſing with Py VVomen!/ Might not | 

Share in your Entertainment: 

Char. You have been mY 
The Subject of it, Madam. 
Cleo. How; and how ? | 
Tras. Such praiſes of your Beauty / 
Cleo, Meer Poetry. 


Your Roman VVits, your Gallus and Tibullus 


Have 


Pry 
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Me 


Have gh 3 you this from Citheris and Delia. 
Dola. Thoſe Roman V Vits have never been in Apt, 

Citheris and Delia elſe had been unſung: 

I, who have ſeen had I been born a Poet, 

Should chuſe a nobler Name. 

Cleo. You flatter me. 
But, 'tis your Nation's Vice : all of your Country * 
Are Flatterers, and all falſe. Your Friend's like you. i 
Im ſure he ſent. you not to ſpeak theſe words. 

Dola. No, Madam; yet he ſent me- 
Cleo. VVell, he ſent you 
Dola. Of a leſs pleaſing Errand. 

Cleo. How leſs pleaſing ? 
Leſs to your ſelf, or me? 

Dola. Madam, to both; | 
For you muſt mourn, and I muſt grieve to cauſe it. 

Cleo. You, Charmion, and your Fellow, ſtand at diſtance. 
(Al de.) Hold up, my Spirits. ——VVell, now your mournrul in matter ; ; 
For I'm prepar'd, perhaps can gueſs it too. 

Dola. 1 wiſh you would; for tis a thankleſs office 
To tell ill news: and I, of all your Sex, 

Moſt fear diſpleaſing you. 

Cleo. Of all your Sex, | 

I ſooneſt could forgive you if you ſhould, 

Vent. Moſt delicate advances! Woman! Woman! 
Dear damn'd inconſtant Sex ! 
Cleo. In the firſt place, 
am to be forſaken 3 is't not ſo? 
Dola. I wiſh I could not anſwer to that Queſtion. 
Cleo. Then paſs it oer, becauſe it troubles you : 
I ſhould have been more griev'd another time. 
Next, F'm to loſe my Kingdom——-F arewel,  <Bgyp- 

Yet, is there any more ? 

Bola. Madam, I fear 

Your too deep ſenſe of Grief has turn'd your Reaſon. 
Cleo. No, no, Pm not run mad; I can bear Fortune: 

And Love may be expell'd by other Love, 

As Poyſons are by Poyſons. 

Dola. X ou O erjoy me, Madam, 

To find your Griefs fo moderately born. 

You've heard the worſt ; all are not falſe, like him. 
Cleo. No; Heav'n forbid they ſhould. 

Hola. Some Men are conſtant. 
Cleo. And Conſtancy deſerves Reward, that's certain. 
Ons: Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 
ent. I'll ſwear thou haſt my leave. I have enough: | 

But how to manage this! Well, I'll conſider. | Exit. 
Dola. I came prepar'd, : ; 

To tell you heavy News; News which I thought, 

Would' tright the Blood from your pale Cheeks to hear ; 

But you have met it with a Chearfulneſs 

That makes my Task more eaſie; and my Tongue, 

Which on anothers Meſſage was employ'd, 

VVould gladly ſpeak its own. 

Cleo. Hold, Dolabella. 
Firſt tell me, were you choſen by my Lord: 

Or ſought you this Employment: 

Dola. He pick'd me out; and, as his Boſom-Friend, 

He charg'd me with his words. 

Cleo. The Meſſage then 
I know was tender, and each accent ſmooth, 
To mollifie that rugged word, Depart. 

Dola. Oh, you miſtake: he choſe the harſheſt Words, 
VVith fiery Eyes, and with contracted Brows, 


He 
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He coin d his Face in the ſevereſt ſtamp : 


And fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake; 
He heav'd for vent, and burſt like bellowing tn 1, 


In ſounds ſcarce humane, Hence away for ever: 


« Let her be gone, the blot of my Renown, 


„And bane of all my hopes: A the time of this Speech, Cleop. ſeems more 


and more concern d, till ſhe finks quite doipn. 
Let her be driv'n as far as Men can think | 


From Man's commerce: She'll poyſon to the Center. 
Cleo. Oh, I can bear no more 


Dola. Help, help, Oh V Vretch ! Oh curied curſed VVretch ! 


" VVhat have I done? 


Char. Help, chafe her Temples, Tras. 
Tras. Bend, bend her forward quickly. 
Char. Heav'n be prais'd, 


She comes again. 


Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me. : 255 
VVhy have you brought me back to this loath'd Being, 


Th' abode of Falſhood, violated Vous, | 
And injur'd Love? For Pity, let me go; 


For, if there be a place of long repoſe, 


Pm ſure | want it. My diſdaintul Lord 


Can never break that quiet; nor awake 
The ſleeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb 


Such words as fright her henee, Unkind, unkind. 


Dola. IA neeling.] Believe me; tis againſt my ſelf I ſpeak, 


That ſure deſerves Belief ; I injur'd him: 
My Friend ne er ſpoke thoſe words. Oh, had 


you ſeen 
How often he came back, and every ttme 
VVith ſomething more obliging and more kind, 
To add to what he faid ; what dear Farewels ; 


How almoſt vanquiſht by his Love he parted, 


And lean'd to what unwillingly he left: 
I Traitor as | was, for love of you, 


(But what can you not do who made me falſe! 


I forg'd'that Lye ; for whole forgiveneſs kneels 


This ſelf- accus'd, ſelt-puniſh'd Criminal. 3 
Cleo. With how much eaſe believe we what we with ! 


Riſe, Dolabella; if you have been guilty, 


have contributed, and too much Love 


Has made me guilty too. 7 


Th advance of kindneſs which I made, was fe 
To call back fleeting Love by Jealouſie; 

But twould not laſt. Oh, rather let me loſe 

Than fo ignobly trifle with his Heart. — 
Dola. I find your Breaſt fenc'd round from humane reach, 


ign d, 


Tranſparent as a Rock of ſolid Cryſtal; 


Seen through, but never pierc d. My Friend, my friend! 
What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown away, 
And ſcatter'd like an Infant, in the Ocean, 


Vain ſums of Wealth which none can gather thence. 
Cleo. Could you not beg 


An hours admittance to his private Ear? = 
| Like one who wanders through long barren Wilds, 


And yet foreknows no hoſpitable Inn 
Is near to ſuccour Hunger, 


Fats his fill, before his painful March: 
So would 1 feed a while my famiſh'd Eyes 


Before we part; for I have far to go, 
It Death be far, and never mult return. 


. Ventidius, with Octavia, debiad, 
Vent. From hence you may diſcover—— Oh, ſweet, ſweet | 5 
Would you indeed? the pretty hand in Earneſt 2 [Takes her hand. 


Vola. Iwill, for this Reward, Draw it not back, 
Vol. II. Es 
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Tis all Foe will beg. 
Vent. They turn upon us. 
Octav. What quick Eyes has Guilt 
Vent. Scem not to have obſerv'd em, and go on. 
They Enter. 
Dola. Saw you the Emperour, Ventidius 2 
Vent. No. 
I ſought him; but [ heard that he was private, 
None with him, but Hipparchus his F reedman. 
Dola. Know you his bus'neſs ? 
Vent. Giving him Inſtructions, 
And Letters, to his Brother Cæſar. 


Dola. VVell, OI | 
He muſt be found. [Exeunt Dolab. au leop. 
Oclav. Molt glorious Impudence / EY * 


Vent. She look d methought _ 
As ſhe would {ay, Take your old Man, Octavia ; 
Thank you, I'm better here. 
VVell, but what uſe 
Make we of this Diſcovery ? 
Octav. Let it die. 
Vent. I pity Dolabella; but ſhe's dangerous: 
Hee Eyes have power beyond Theſſalian Charms 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n; for Eloquence, 
The Sca- green Syrens taught her Voice their flatt'ry ; 
And, while the ſpeaks, Night ſteals upon the Day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear : Then the's ſo charming, 
Age buds at ſight of her, and ſwells to Youth : 
The holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles ; 
And with heav'd hands forgetting Gravity, 
They bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her, 
VVith a malignant joy behold ſuch Beauty ; 
And, while I curſe, deſire it. Anthony 
Muſt needs have ſome remains of Paſſion ſtill, 
VVhich may ferment into a worſe Relapſe, 
It now not fully curd. I know, this minute, 
VVith Czfar he's endeavouring her Peace. | : eh Lee 
0:tav, You have prevail'd : but for a farther purpoſe [Walks off. 
Il prove how he will reliſh this Diſcovery. _ 
What, make a Strumpet's Peace / it ſwells my Heart : 
It muſt not, ſha not be. 
Vent. Eis Guards appear. 
Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 
Enter Anthony. 
Ant. Octavia, J was looking you, my Love: 
V Vhat, are your Letters ready? I have givn 
My laſt Inſtructions. 
Ockav. Mine, my Lord, are written. 
Ant. Ventidins ! [l Drawing him afide, 
Vent, My Lord? . 
Aut. A word in private. 
| VVhen faw you Dolabella 2 
N | Vent. Now, my Lord, 
He parted hence - and Cleopatra with him. 
| Aut, Speak ſoftly. IT was by my Command he went, 
| To bear my laſt farewel. 
| Vent. aloud.) It look'd indeed 
| Like your farewel ? 
| Aut. More foltly ——— My ad; 
l V Vhat ſecret meaning have you in thoſe words 
| 
| 
| 


Of my Farewel 2 He did it by my Order. 
7 A {a/oud.) Then he obeyd your Order. I g 
You bid him do it with all gentleneſs, 


All kindneſs, and all - love. 
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Ant. How ſhe mourn d, 
The poor forſaken Creature | 


Vent. She took it as ſhe ought ; the bore your parting | 


As ſhe did Czſar's, as ſhe would anothers, 
VVere a new Love to come. 
Ant. | aloud.) Thou doſt belye her; 
Moſt baſely, and maliciouſly belye her. 
Vent. I thought not to diſpleaſe you; I have done. 
Oftav. [ coming up.] You ſeem diſturb' d my Lord. 
Aut. A very Trifle. 
Retire, my Love. 
Vent, It was indeed a Trifle. 
He ſent - | eng 
Aut. [angrily.) No more. Look how thou diſobey'it me; 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer it. | RTE 
Ottav, Then *tis no Trifle. 
Vent. [to Oclav.] "Tis leſs; a very nothing: you too faw it, 
As well as I, and therefore * tis no Secret. 15 4 
Ant. She ſaw it / 
Vent. Yes : ſhe ſaw young Dolalell —— 
Ant. YN oung, Dolabella ! 
Vent. Young, I think him young, | 
And handſome too; and ſo do others think Min. 
But what of that ? He went by your Command, 
indeed tis probable, with ſome kind Meſſage ; 
For ſhe receiv d it graciouſly ; ſhe fmil'd : 
And then he grew familiar with her Hand; 
Squeez'd it, and worry'd it with ravenous Kiſſes; 
She bluſh'd, and f gh'd, and ſmil'd, and bluſh d again 3 $ 
At laſt ſhe took onion to talk oltly, 
And brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean' d on his: 
At which, he whiſper'd Kiſſes back on hers; 
And then ſhe cry d gf toy That wn ee 
Should be rewarded. _ 
Octav. This I ſaw and heard. 
Ant. What Woman was it, whom you heard and ſaw, 
So playful with my Friend - 
Not Cleopatra D 
Ven. Ev'n ſhe, my Lord / 
Aut. My Cleopatra . 
Vent. Your Cleopatra. 
Dolabella's Cleopatra. 
Every Man's Cleopatra. 
Ant, Thou ly'it. | 
Vent. I do not lye, my Lord. 
Is this ſo ſtrange? ſhould Miſtreſſes be left, 
And not provide againſt a time of change ? 
You know ſhe's not much us'd to lonely Nights. 
Ant. Vl think no more ont. 
I know 'tis falſe, and ſee the Plot betwixt you. 
You needed not have gone this way, Octavia. 
VV hat harms it you that Cleopatra juſt ? 
She's mine no more, I ſee; and I forgive; 
Urge it no farther, Love. 
Oftav. Are you concern'd 
That ſhe's found falſe > © 
Ant. | ſhould be, were it fo ; 
For, though tis paſt, I would not that ho porte 
Should tax my former Choice: That I lov'd one 
Ok fo light Note; but I forgive you both. 


Vent. VVhat has my Age deſerv'd, that you ſhould think 


I would abuſe your Ears with Perjury : ? 

If Heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe, | 

Ant, Though Heav' ang Earth, | 8 
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Should 


=: Should witnes it, Ill not above hes g Tr: 
|. Vent, Ill bring you then a witneſs 
l From Hell to prove her ſo. Nay, go back, bear due enrin x and ering back 
| For ſtay you muſt and ſhall. tongs lg: | 3971} 
| Alex. VVhat means my Lord ? 
| Vent. To make you do what moſt you kata peak ah. 
You are of Cleopatra's private Counſel, 5 
Of her Bed-Eounſel, her laſcivious Hours ; 
Are conſcious of each Nightly change ſhe makes, 
And watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon, 
Can tell what Signs ſhe paſſes through, what day. 
7755 My Noble Lord. 
Vent. My moſt illuſtrious Pander, 
No line ſet Speech, no Cadence, no turn d Periods, 
But a plain home-fpun Truth is what I ask: 
I did, my ſelf, o erhear your Queen make love 
To Dolalela. Speak: for I will know, | 
By your Confeſſion, what more paſt betwixt em ; « 
How near the bus neſs draws to your Employment ; 
And when the happy hour. 
Ant, Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Pentidius, care not : juſtifie 
Thy injur'd Queen from Malice: dare his worſt. 
Olav. [aſtde.) See how he gives him Courage how he fears 4 z 
To find her falfe ! and ſhuts his Eyes to: truth, 5 
VVilling to be miſled “ | 1 
Ale. As far as Love may plead for V Voma's fray 
Urg'd by deſert and greatneſs of the Lover; 
So far (Divine Otavia / ) may my Queen 
Stand ev'n excus'd to you, for loving him, 
VVho is your Lord: fo far, from brave Ventidius, 
May her paſt Actions hope a fair Report. 
Ant. Tis well, and truly ſpoken : mark, Ventidius. 
Alex. To you, moſt Noble Emperour, her ſtrong Paſſion 
Stands not excusd, but wholly juſtifi d. 
Fer Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ind and Zeroce drew the diſtant Vows 
Ct tighing Kings; and at her Feet were laid 
Ihe Scepters of the Earth, expos d on heaps, 
To chooſe where ſhe would Reign : 
She thought a Roman only could deſerve her; 
And, of all Roman only Aathony. 
And, to be leſs than Wife to you, diſdain'd 
Their lawful Paſſion. 
Ant. Tis but Truth. 
Alex. And yet, though Love, and your 1 Deſert, 
Have drawn her from the due regard of Honour, 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwilling Eyes 
10 fee the wrongs ſhe offer'd fair Oclavia, 
Whole holy Bed ſhe lawfully uſurpt, 
The fad Ellects of this improſperous War, 
Conhrm'd thoſe pious Thoughts. 
Vert. | afide.] O, wheel you there? 
Obſerve him now; the Man begins to mend, 
And talk ſubſtantial Reaſon. Fear not, Eunuch, 
The E mperour has giv'n thee leave to ſpeak. 
lex, Elſe had I never dar'd t offend his Ears 
With what the laſt neceſſity has urg'd 
On my lorſaken Miſtreſs ; yet I mult not 
Preſume to fay her Heart is wholly alter d. 
Aut. No, dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare not 
Lronounce that fatal word. 
Oftav. [af de.) Muſt I bear this? good Heav'n afford me patience. 


Vent, On + cet Eunuch ; my dear halt Man, proceed. 
* 


5 


| Has lov'd her long, he, next my God-like Lord, 


Indeed, my Lord, tis "much ankind - to me, | * 


That I am bid to leave you? Am ] falſe, 
Were I ſhe, 


Too much, Octavia; ] am preſt with Sorrows 


And. would include her Treaty. Wondrous proofs 


Take her again whom you prefer to me; 
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Deſerves her beſt; and ſhould ſhe meet his Paſſion, | 
Rejected, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lov'd 

Ant. Hence, from my ſight; for 7 can ben no more: 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell; each torturing Hand 
Do thou employ, till Cleopatra comes, 


Then joyn thou too, and help to torture her. [Exit Alexas, chro out by Anthony. 
Ofav. Tis not well, 


To ſhow this Paſſion, this extreme Concernment | 
For an abandon, faithleſs Proſtitute. 


Ant, Octavia, leave me: I am much diſorder'd. 
Leave me, I fay. 


Oclav. My Lord ? 
Ant. I bid you leave me. 


Vent. Obey him, Madam: beſt withdraw al , 
And ſee how this will work: 


Oftav. Wherein have I offended you, my Lord, 


Or infamous: Am I a Cleopatra? 


Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leave you; 


But hang upon my Neck, take flight Excuſes, 
And fawn upon my Falſhood. 
Ant. Tis too much, 


Too heavy to be born; and you add more: 


J would retire, and recollect what's left 
Of Man within to aid me. 


Octav. You would mourn 
In private, for your Love, who has betray'd you; 


Lou did but half return to me: your kindneſs 


Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 
You make Conditions for her, 


Of Love to me / 


Ant. Are you my Friend, Veutidius ? 
Or are you turn'd a Dolalella too, 
And let this Fury looſe ? 


Vent. Oh, we advis'd, 
Sweet Madam, and retire. 


Ottav. Yes, I will go; but : never to return. 
You ſhall no more be haunted with this Fury. | 
My Lord, my Lord, Love will not always laſt, 
When urg d with long unkindneſs and diſdain ; 


She ſtays but to be call'd. Poor cozen'd Man! 

Let a feign d parting give her back your Heart, 
Which a teign'd Love firſt got; for injur'd me, 

Tho' my juſt ſenſe of wrongs torbid me ſtay, 

My Duty ſhall be yours. 

To the dear Pledges of our former Love, . 

My tenderneſs and care ſhall be transferr d. 

And they ſhall chear, by turns, my Widow d Nights: 
So, take my laſt farewel ; for 1 deſpair ' 


To have you whole, and ſcorn to take you half. Exit. 


Vent. | combat Heav n, which blaſts my beſt Deſigns : 
My laſt attempt muſt be to win” her back; | 
But Oh I fear in vain. FAY LExit- 
Ant. Why was I fram'd with this: lai Negel Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs, and Weaknefs, 
But bears its workings outward to the World: 
1 have kept the mighty — in, 


And 
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And fore a a Smile at Cleopatra's Falſhood : 

Octavia had believ'd it, and had ſtaid; 

But I am made a ſhallow-forded Stream, 

Seen to the Bottom : all my clearneſs ſcorn'd, 

And all my Faults expos d! See, where he comes 

Enter Dolabella. 

Who has prophan d the Sacred Name of Friend, 
And worn it into Vileneſs / 

With how ſecure a Brow, and ſpecious Form 

He gilds the ſecret Villain / Sure that Face 

VVas meant for Honeſty ; but Heav'n miſ-match'd it, 
And furniſh d Treaſon out with Natures Pomp, 


| To make its work more eaſie. 

. Dola. O, my Friend / 

| Ant, VVell, Dolabella, you perform d my Meſſage? ? 
| Dola. 1 did, unwillingly. 

It Ant, Unwillingly : 

| VVas it fo hard tor you to bear our r parting ? 


(. You ſhould have wiſh'd it. 
| Dola. VVhy? 


| Ant. Becauſe you love me. 

. And ſhe receiv'd my Meſlage, with as true, 

. VVith as unfeign'd a Sorrow as you brought it? 

|: Dola. She loves you, evn to madneſs, | 

Ant. Oh, I know it. : : 

=. >. Ol, Dolabella, do not better know 

[ Ne How much ſhe loves me. And ſhould I 

i Forlake this Beauty 2 This all-pertect Creatures 

1 Dola, 1 could not, were ſhe mine. 

| Ant. And yet you firſt jj SE a — 
q Perſwaded me : how come you alter d ſince > 

I! Dola. ] faid at firſt I was not fit to go; | Tt) BM 

. I could not hear her Sighs, and ſee her Tears, V 

F But Pity muſt prevail: and fo, perhaps, 5 BM 

| it may again with you; for [I have promis'd e 5 

That ſhe Hhould take her laſt farewel : and, lee, | 


She comes to claim my word. 


i Enter Cleopatra. 
j Aunt. Falſe Dolabella ! 


N Dola. What's falſe, my Lord“ 

|: Ant, Why, Dolalellas falſe; 

[! TED And Cleopatra's falſe ; both falſe and faithleſs. 

if Draw near, you well joyn 'd wickedneſs, you Serpents, 
f Whom I have, in my kindly Boſom, warm'd 

| "Till I am ſtung to Death. 

| Dola. My Lord, have I 

[ Deferv'd to be thus us d 


. | Cleo. Can Heavn prepare 
A newer Torment: Can it find a Curſe 
Beyond our Separation 2 

Ant, es, if Fate 
Be juſt, much greater: Heav'n ſhould be ingenious 
In puniſhing ſuch Crimes. The rowling Stone, 
And gnawing Vulture, were ſlight Pains invented 
When Jove was young, and no Examples knqwwy 
Ok mighty Ills; but you have ripen'd fin | 
To ſuch a monſtrous growth, 'twill poſe the Gods i 
To find an equal Torture. Two, two ſuch, 
Oh there's no farther Name, two ſuch—to me, 
To me, who lock d my Soul within your Breaſts, 
Had no Deſires, no Joys, no Life, but you ; 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it yoy 
In Dowry with my Heart; I had no uſe, 
No fruit of all, but you: aF riend and Miſtreſs 
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Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra. 2 
Oh, Dolabella ! how could you betray 
This tender Heart, which with an Infant-fondneſs 
Lay lull'd betwixt your Boſoms, and there ſlept 
Secure of injur'd Faith ? 

Dola. If ſhe has wrong d you, 
Heav'n, Hell, and You revenge it. 

Ant. If ſhe wrong'd me, 
Thou would'ſt evade thy part of Guilt; but ver 
Thou lov'ſt not her. 
Dola. Not ſo as I love you. 


Ant. Not ſo! Swear, ſwear, I ſay, thou doſt not love her. 


Dola. No more than F riendſhip will allow. 
Ant. No more? 


Friendſhip allows thee nothing ; thou art P 


And yet thou didſt not ſwear thou lov'dſt her not; 
But not ſo much, no more. Oh trifling Hy pocrite, 
Who dar'ſt not ow to her thou doſt not love, 
Nor own to me thou doſt! . heard it 1 
Octavia ſaw it. 

Cleo. They are Enemies. 

Ant. Alexas is not ſo: he, he confeſt it. 

He, who, next Hell, beſt knew i it, he avow'd it. 
(To Dela.) Why do I ſeek a proof beyond your ſelf > 
You whom ] ſent to bear my laſt Farewel, 

Return'd to plead her ſtay. 

Dola. What ſhall I Anſwer ? | e 
If to have lov'd be guilt, then [have finn'd; ng 
But if to have repented of that Love 
Can wach away my Crime, I have fopented:” 

Yet, if I have offended paſt forgiveneſs, - |. 
Let not her ſuffer : ſhe is innocent. 

Cleo. Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves ! 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
Where all her joys are plac'd ! Twas I encourag' d. 
"Twas I blew up the Fire that ſcorch'd his Soul, 

To make you jealous ; and by that regain you. 
But all in vain ; I could not counterfeit t © 
In ſpight of all the Damns, my Love broke o'er, 


And drown'd my Heart again: Fate took th occaſion ; * 


And thus one Minutes feigning has een. 
My whole Life's truth. 
Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood 5 
Seen, and broke through at firft. 4 hat 
Dola. Forgive your Miſtreſs. 9 
Cleo. Forgive your Friend, 
Ant. You have convinc'd your ſaves, 
You plead each others Cauſe : What wide have you, 


That you but meant to raiſe my Jealouſie : * 
Cleo. Our ſelves, and Heap. 


Ant. Guilt witneſſes for Guilt. Herice, Love vand reed 5 


You have no longer place in humane Breaſts, 
Theſe two have drivn you out: avoid my lehr; ; 
I would not kill the Man whom I lov'd; 

And cannot hurt the VVoman: but avoid me, 
do not know how long I can be tame; 
For, if I ſtay one minute more to think 
How I am wrong d, my Juſtice and Neige 1 
Vill cry ſo loud within me, that my Pit 
VVill not be heard for either. * 

Dola. Heav'n has but Oy 
Our ſorrow for our fins ; and then delights 
To pardon erring Man : ſweet Mercy ſeerns 
Its _ Attribute, which limits Juſtice; 
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As if there were re Degrees i in Infinite ; 


And Infinite would rather want Perfection 
Than puniſh to extent. 


Ant, 1 can forgive 
| A Foe ; but not a Miſtreſs, and a Friend: 
© Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid ſhape, 
VVhere truſt is greateſt : and the Soul reſign'd 
Is ſtabb'd by its own Guards: ll hear no more; 
Hence from my ſight for ever. 
Cleo. How 2 for ever. 
I cannot go one moment from your ſight, 
And muſt I go for ever? 
| 5 My Joys, my only Joys are center'd here: 
* V Vhat place have Ito go to? my own Kingdom ? 
| That 1 hive loſt for you : or to the Romans ? ? 
. They hate me for your ſake: or muſt I wander 
| The wide VVorld oer, a helpleſs, baniſh'd VVoman, 
My  Baniſhd for love of you? baniſh'd from you? 
þ . there's the Baniſhment ! Oh hear me; hear me, 
| Vith ſtricteſt Juſtice: For I beg no favour : 
And if I have offended you : then Kill me, 
But do not baniſh me. 
Ant. I muſt not hear you, 
I have a Fool within me takes your part ; ; 
But Honour ſtops my Ears. 
Cleo. For pity hear me! 
VVou'd you caſt off a Slave who follow'd you, 
VVho crouch'd beneath your Spurn >———He has no pity 
See, if he gives one Tear to my Departure; 
One look, one kind farewel: Oh Iron Heart 


Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt us, 
If he did ever love ! 


Aut. No more: Alexas ! 

Dola. A perjur'd Villain! 

Ant. [to Cleo.) Your Alexas ; yours. 

Cleo. O'twas his Plot: his ruinous Deſign, 
Tingage you in my Love by Jealouſie. 


Hear him ; confront him with me ; let him ſpeak. 
Ant [ have ; ; I have. 


Cleo. And if he clear me not * 

Ant. Y our Creature! one who hangs upon your Smiles 0 F 
V Vatches your Eye to ſay or to unſay 7 
VVhateer you pleaſe! I am not to be mov'd. 

Cleo. Then mult we part? Farewel, my cruel Lord, 

Th' appearance is againſt me; and 180 

VUnjultifi'd for ever from your ſight. 

How I have lov'd, you know ; how yet I love, 
My only Comfort i is, I know my ſelf: 

if I love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, | 
Af Than when you fov'd me moſt: fo well, ſo truly, 
„ I'l never ſtrive againſt it; but die pleas'd 

To think you once were mine. 

Ant. Good Heav'n, they weep at parting. N N 
Muſt I weep too 2 that calls em innocent. 5 
1 muſt not weep; and yet I muſt, to think 
That I muſt not forgive 
Live; but live wretched, 'tis but juſt you ſhou'd, 

VVho made me ſo: Live from each others ſight : 
Let me not hear you meet : Set all the Earth, 
And all the Seas betwixt your ſunder'd Loves: 
View nothing common but the Sun and Skies: 
Now, all take ſeveral ways; 
And each your own ſad Fate with mine deplore ; ; | 


l That you were mh; and I could truſt no more. [| Exeunt ſererally. 
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ACT V. 
Enter Cleopitra, Charmion, Iras. 


E juſter, Heav'n : ſuch Virtue puniſh'd thus, 
Will make us think that Chance rules all above, 


And ſhuffles, with a Random hand, the Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. 


Cleo. 1 could tear out theſe Eyes, that gain'd his Heart: 


And had not powr to keep it. 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage! 


O the Curſe 


Bear witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me go; ; 


You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 


Of promis'd Faith—-TlI die, I will not bear it. 


You may hold me — 


[She pulls out her 1 « and they! bold her. 


But I can keep my Breath; 1 can die inward, 
And choak this Love. 


Ents Alt 


Tras. Help, 0 Alexas help 
he Queen grows een ter Soul gde in het, 


With all the Agonies of Love and Rage, 


And ſtrives to force its Paſlage. 


Cleo. Let me go. 
Art thou there, Traitor | 


5 


o 


O, for a little Breath to vent my Rage! 


Give, give me way, and let me looſe upon him. 


Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my ilbtim d truths. . 
Was it for me to prop 


The Ruins of a falling Majeſty ? 


To place my ſelf beneath the mighty flaw, CORAL —_ 


Thus to be cruſhd, and pounded into Atoms, 


By its 0 'erwhelming weight? 'Tis too preſuming 


For Subjects, to preſerve that wilful powW'r 


Which courts its own Deſtruction. 

Cleo. I wou'd reaſon 
More calmly with you. Did not you o er- rule, 
And force my plain, direct, and open Love 


Into theſe crooked paths of Jealouſie : 5 


Now, what's th' event 2 Octavia is remov'd : 
But Cleopatra s baniſh'd. Thou, thou Villain, 


Has puſh'd my Boat to open Sea; to prove, 


At my ſad Coſt, if thou canſt ſteer it back: 


It cannot be; Tm loſt too far: I'm ruin'd: 
Hence, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, Devil. 


| can no more: thou, and my Griefs, have ſunk 
Me down ſo low, that ! want voice to curſe thee. 


Alex. Suppoſe from Shipwrack'd Seaman near the Shore, 


Droping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff, 


If, from above, ſome charitable hand 


Pull him to ſalety, hazarding himſelf 


To draw the others weight ; wou'd he look back 

And curſe him for his pains 2 The Caſe is yours : 

But one ſtep more, and you have gaind the heighth. 
Cleo. Sunk, never more to riſe. 


Alex, Oftavia's gone, and Dolabella baniſh d. 


Believe me, Madam, Anthony is yours. 

His Heart was never loſt; but ſtarted off 
To ſealouſie, Love's laſt retreat and covert: 
VVhere it lies hid in Shades, watchful in ſilence, 
And liſt ning for the Sound chat calls it bac, 
Some other, any Man, (tis ſo advanced) 
May perfect this unfiniſh'd work, which 1 


19 only to my ſelf have left 3 7200 . 
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So eaſie to his hand. 
Cleo. Look well thou do't ; elſe —— 
Alex. Elſe, what your ſilence threatens Anthony 
Is mounted up the Pharos; from whoſe Turret, 
He ſtands ſurveying our Fgyptian Gallies, 
Engag'd with Cæſar's Fleet: now Death, or Conqueſt. 
It the firſt happen, Fate acquits my Promiſe : - 
If we o'ercome, the Conqueror is yours. 
A diſtant ſhout within. 
Char. Have comfort, Madam : did you mark that Shout: ? 
Second ſhout nearer. 7 
Tras. Hark ; they redouble it. 
Alex. Tis from the Port. 
The loudneſs ſhows it near : good News, kind Heavens. 
Cleo. Of iris make it ſo. 
Enter Serapion. 
Serap. VVhere, wine s the Queen: 
Alex. How frightfully the holy Coward ſtares! 
As if not yet recover'd of th Aſſault, 
VVhen all his Gods, and what's more dear to him, 
His Offerings were at ſtake. 
Sera. O horror, horror / 
_ Feypt has been; our lateſt hour is come: 
The Queen of Nations from her ancient Seat, 
is ſunk for ever in the dark Abyſs: 
Time has unrowl'd her Glories to the laſt, 
And now closd up the Volume. 
Cleo. Be more plain: 
Say, whence thou com'ſt (though Fate is in thy Face, 
} VVhich from thy haggard Eyes looks wildly Gut, 
1 And threatens e re thou ſpeak ' ſt.) 
| Rs Serap. I came from Pharos; 
i From viewing (ſpare me and i imagine it) 
F222 Our Lands laſt hope, your 7 — 
Cleo. Vanquiſh d? 
Serap. No. 
They fought not. 
Cleo. Then they fled. 
Serap. Nor that. ＋ 
VVith Anthony, your well appointed Fleet 
Row out; and thrice he wav'd his hand on high, 
i And thrice with chearful Cries they ſhouted back: 
{A Iuas then, falſe Fortune, like a fawning Strumpet, 


— — _ s — 
e * 


—— 


r —— — 


ee 
„ 8 — —— — 


VERS ———— SY, MPT Se 5 
” . — * 2 
2 3 - 
— — * — 7 
© 


1d About to leave a Bankrupt Prodigal, 

0 VVith a diſſembling Smile would kiſs at parting, 
Mi And flatter to the laſt ; the well-tim'd Oars 
Wt Now dipt from every Bank, now {ſmoothly run 
! To meet the Foe ; and ſoon indeed they .met, 
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But not as Foes. In few, we ſaw their Caps | 

On cither ſide thrown up; the Agyptian Gallies 
(Receiv'd like Friends) paſt through, and fell behind 
The Roman rear: and now, they all come forward, 
And ride within the Port. 

Cleo. Enough, Serapion : 155 
I've heard my doom. This needed not, you Gods: 3 
VVhen I loſt Anthony, your work was done ; —— 
'Tis but ſuperfluous Malice, VVhere's my Lord. ; 
How bears he this laſt blow 2 

Serap. His Fury cannot be expreſs'd by words: 
Thrice he attempted headlong to have faln 
Full on his Foes, and aim d Cæſar's Galley: 
VVith-held, he raves on you ; cries, he's betray d, 
Should he now find you. 


Alex. Shun him, ſeek your ſafety, | 
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Till you can clear your Innocence. 


Cleo, I'll ſtay. 


Alex. You muſt not, haſte you to your Monument, 


VVhile I make ſpeed to Ceſar, 


Cleo. Caeſar ! No, 


I have no buſineſs with him. 
Alex. I can work him 


To ſpare your Life, and let this Madman periſh. 
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Cleo. Baſe fawning Wretch / would'ſt thou betray Un too > 


Hence from my ſight, I will not hear a Traytor : 
'Twas thy deſign brought all this ruine on us; 


Serapion, thou art honeſt ; Counſel me: 
But haſte, each Moment's Precious. 


Serap. Retire ; You mult not yet ſee Anthony. 


He who began this miſchief, 


'Tis juſt he tempt the Danger; let him clear you; 


And, ſince he offer d you his ſervile Tongue, 


To gain a poor precarious Life from Cæſar, 
Let him expoſe that fawning Eloquence, 


And ſpeak to Anthony. 


Alex. O Heavens! 1 dare not, 


[ meet my certain Death. 


Cleo. Slave, thou deſerv'ſt it. 


Not that l fear my Lord, will I avoid him; 


| know him Noble: when he baniſh'd me, 


And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life : z 


But Ill be juſtif'd, and then die with him. 
Alex. O pity me, and let me follow you. 
Cleo. To Death, if thou ſtir hence: Speak, if thou can t, 


Now for thy Life, which baſely thou wou'd(t fave ; 


While mine [ prize at this. Come, good Serapion. 2 Cleo. Serap. Char. Iras. 


Alex. O that I leſs cou'd fear to loſe this Being, 
VVhich, like a Snow-ball, in my Coward hand, 


The more tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. 


Poor Reaſon! what a wretched Aid art thou! 
For ſtill in ſpight of thee, 


Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body dread 


Their final Separation. 


VVhat can I fay, to fave my ſelf from Death ? ? 


Let me think : 


No matter what becomes of Cleopatra. 
Ant. within.) VVhich way? where? 


Vent. within.) This leads to th Monument. 
Alex. Ah me I hear him; yet Fm unprepar d; 


My gitt of Lying's gone; 


And this Court- Devil, which I fo oft have Nis d. 
Forſakes me at my need. 


Vet cannot far go hence. 


Enter Anthony and Ventidius. 
Ant. © happy Czſar ! Thou haſt Men to lead: 


I dare not ſtay; 


Think not tis thou haſt conquer d Anthony; 


Cone about his Soul. 
ent. The Nation is 


Ant. Is there yet left 


Vol. II. 


But Rome has conquer'd Ægypt. 
Vent. Curſe on this treach'rous Train! 
Their Soil and Heav'n infect em all with Baſeneſs : 


And their young Souls come tainted to the VVorld 
Vith the firſt Breath they draw. 


Ant. Th' Original Villain ſure no God created; 
He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Nile. 


Ap'd into Man: with all his Mother's Mud 


7 univerſal Traitor; and their 
The very Spirit and Extract of em all. 


Queen 


A poſibility of Aid from Valour ? 


Im betray'd. | 
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Is there one God unſworn to my Deſtruction ? 
The leaſt unmortgag d hope? for, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the Fate 
Of ſuch a Boy as Cæſar. = 
The World's one half is yet in Anthony: 
And from each Limb of it that's hew'd away, 
'The Soul comes back to me. 5 
Vent. There yet remain V 
Three Legions in the Town. The laſt Aſſault 
Lopt off the reſt: if Death be your Deſign, 
(As I muſt wiſh it now) theſe are ſufficient 
To make a heap about us of dead Foes, 
An honeſt Pile for Burial. 
Ant. They re enough. 


We'll not divide our Stars; but fide by ſide 


Fight emulous : and with malicious Eyes 

Survey each others Acts: fo every Death 

Thou giv'ſt, Til take on me as a juſt Debt, 

And pay thee back a Soul. . 8 
Vent. Now you ſhall ſee I love you. Not a word 

Of chiding more. By my few hours of Life, 1 55 

] am fo pleas'd with this brave Roman Fate, 

That I wou'd not be Cæʒar to out live you. 


When we put off this Fleſh, and mount together, 


] ſhall be ſhown to all th' Etherial crowd: 

Lo, this is he who dy'd with Aut hon. 
Ant. Who knows but we may pierce through all their Troops, 
And reach my Veterans yet? *Tis worth the tempting, 


I' oer-leap this Gulph of Fate, 


And leave our wand'ring Deſtines behind. 
| Enter Alexas, trembling, 

Vent. See, fee, that Villain; | 
See Cleopatra ſtampt upon that Face,  _ 
With all her cunning, all her Arts of Falſhood ! 
How ſhe looks out through thoſe diſſembling Eyes! 
How he ſets his Count'nance for deceit ; 
And promiſes a Lye, before he ſpeaks! 
Let me diſpatch him firſt. [ Drawing. 

Alex. O ſpare me, ſpare nme. 

Ant. Hold; he's not worth your killing. On thy Life, 
(Which thou may'ſt keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it) 
No Syllable to juſtifie thy Queen; 
Save thy baſe Tongue its Office. 

Alex. Sir ſhe's gone, 
Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more 


By Love or you. | 


Aut. Fled to her Dolabella 


Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promiſe, die. | [Going to kill him. 


Alex. O hold, ſhe is not fled. 
Ant, She is : my Eyes 


Are open to her Falſhood ; my whole Life 


Has been a Golden Dream of Love and Friendſhip. 


But, now I wake, I'm like a Merchant, rows'd 
From ſoft repoſe, to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, : 
And all his Wealth caſt oer. Ingrateful Woman / 
Who follow'd me, but as the Swallow Summer, 


Hatching her young ones in my kindly Beams, 


Singing her Flatt ries to my Morning wake; 

But, now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her Wings, 

And ſeeks the Spring of Czar. $ 
Alex. Think not ſo: | 

Her Fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours. 

Had ſhe betray'd her Naval force to Rome, 

Hew eaſily might ſhe have gone to Cæſar, 


Secure 


x 


„ * 
* 


— 


The We 


Secure by ſuch a Bribe! 

Vent. She ſent it firſt, 
To be more welcome after. 

Ant, Tis too plain; Be 
Elſe wou'd ſhe have appear d, to clear her ſelf. 
Ax. Too fatally ſhe has; ſhe could not bear 
To be accus'd by you; but ſhut her ſelf 6 
Within her Monument: look'd down, and ſigh'd; 


While, from her unchang d Face, the ſilent Tears 


Dropt, as they had not leave, but ſtole their parting. 
Some undiſtinguiſh'd words the inly murmur'd ; 
At laſt, ſhe rais'd her Eyes; and, with ſuch Looks 
As dying Lucrece caſt, . 
Ant. My Heart forebodes, —— 
Vent. All for the beſt: go on. 
Alex. She ſnatch'd her Ponyard, 


And, ere we cou'd prevent the fatal Blow, 


Plung d it within her Breaſt : then turn'd ro me; 
Go, bear my Lord (faid ſhe) my laſt Farewel ; 
And ask him if he yet ſuſpect my Faith. 
More ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt. 
She half pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 
And buryd half within her. | 
Vent. Heav'n be praisd. En 
Ant. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love: 
And art thou dead? _ e 


O thoſe two words! tlieir Sound ſhou'd be divided: 


Hadſt thou been falſe, and dy d; or hadſt thou liv d, 


And hadſt been true But Innocence and Death / 


This ſhows not well above. Then what am I, 


The Murderex, of this Truth, this Innocence! 


Thoughts catinot form themſelves in words fo horrid 


As can expreſs my Guilt / TB 
Vent. Ist come to this? The Gods have been too gracious: 
And thus you thank em for't. 


Aut. Ito Alex.) Why ſtay {t thou here? 


Is it for thee to ſpy upon my Soul, 
And ſee its inward Mourning 2 Get thee hence; 


Thou art not worthy to behold, what now 
Becomes a Roman Emperour to perform. 


Alex. | aſide.) He loves her ſtill : 


His Grief betrays it. Good! the joy to find 
She's yer alive, compleats the Reconcilement. 


I've favd my ſelf, and her. But Oh! the Romans ! | 
Fate comes too faſt upon my Wit. e 7 


Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double: [ Exit. 


Vent. Wou'd ſhe had dy d a little ſooner though, 
Before Octavia went; you might have treated: 
Now 'twill look tame, and wou'd not be receiv'd. 
Come rouze your ſelf, and lets die warm together. 


Ant, 1 will not fight : theres no more work for VVar. 


The bus'neſs of my angry hours is done. 
Vent. Caeſar is at your Gates. 
Ant. VVhy, let him enter; 
He's welcome now. | 
Vent. VVhat Lethargy has crept into your Soul? 
Ant. Tis but a ſcorn of Life, and juſt deſire 


Vent. Do it bravely. 
Ant. Iwill; but not by fighting. O, Yextidius : 


Io free my ſelf from Bondage. 


What ſhou'd I fight for now? My Queen is dead. 
1 was but Great tor her; my Pow'r, my Empire, 


Were but my Merchandiſe to buy her Love; 


| And conquer d Kings, my Factors. Now ſhe's dead, 
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092 All for LOVE; Or, 


Let Caſa ike the World, 
An empty Circle, ſince the Jewel 8 gone, 


Which made it worth my Strife: my Being's nauſeous; | 


For all the Bribes of Life are gone away. 

Vent. Wou d you be taken? 

Ant. Yes, I woud be taken; 
But, as a Roman ought, dead, my Pentidius : 
For I'll convey my Soul from Ceſar's reach, 
And lay down Lite my ſelf. 'Tis time the World 
Shou'd have a Lord, and know whom to obey. 
We two have kept its Homage in ſuſpence, 
And bent the Globe, on whoſe each fide we trod, 


Till it was dented inwards : Let him walk 


Alone upon't ; I'm weary of my part. 
My Torch is out - and the World ſtands ente o me 
Like a black Deſart, at the approach of Night: 


Il lay me down, and ſtray no farther on. 


Vent. I cou'd be griev'd, 
But that Ill not our · live you: chooſe your Death; 5 


For, I have ſeen him in ſuch various ſhapes, 
I care not which I take: I'm only troubled 
The Life I bear, is worn to ſuch a Rag, 


*Tis ſcarce worth giving. I could wiſh indeed 
We threw it from us with a better Grace ; 


That, like two Lyons taken in the Toils, 


We might at laſt thruſt out our Paws, and wound 
The Hunters that incloſe us. 
Ant. I have thought ont. 
Ventidius you muſt live. 
Vent. J muſt not, Sir. 


Ant. Wilt thou nat live, to ſpeak ſome good of me? 


To ſtand by my fair Fame, and guard th approaches 
From the ill Tongues of Men: 

Vent. Who ſhall guard mine, 
For living after you? 

Ant. Say, I command it. 


Vent. If we die well, our Deaths will ſpeak themſelves, 


And need no living Witneſs. 

Aut. Thou haſt lov'd me, | | 
And fain I wou'd reward thee : I muſt die ; 
Kill me, and take the Merit of my Death 
To make thee Friends with Cæſar. 

Vent, Thank your kindneſs. 

You faid I lov'd you; and, in recompence, 
You bid me turn a Traitor: did I think 
You wou'd have us'd me thus? that I ſhou'd die 
With a hard thought of you 2 

Ant. Forgive me, Roman. 

Since I have heard of Cleopatra's Death, 
My Reaſon bears no rule upon my Tongue, 
But lets my Thoughts break all at random out: 
Ive thought better, do not deny me twice. 

Vent. By Heavn I will not. 

Let it not be t' out- live you. 

Ant. Kill me firſt, 

And then die thou: for tis but juſt thou ſerve 
Thy Friend, before thy ſelf. | 

Vent. Give me your hand. 

We ſoon ſhall meet again. Now farewel, Emperour. 
Methinks that word's too cold to be my laſt : 

Since Death ſweeps diſtinctions, Farewel Friend. 
That's all. 

I will not make a bus neſs of a Trifle: 

And yet I cannot look on you, and kill you: 


[ Embrace. 
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pray turn your Face. i 
Ant. I do : ſtrike home ſure. 


Vent. Home, as my Sword will reach. YN BL | [FX ls himſelf. 


Ant. O thou miſtak'lt ; 


That wound was none of thine: give it me back: 


Thou robb'ſt me of my Death. 

Vent. I do indeed; 
But, think tis the firſt time 1 cer deceiv'd you; 
If that may plead my Pardon. And you, Gods, 
Forgive me, if you will: for I die N 5 


Rather than Kill my Friend. POP ans [_ Dies. 


Ant. Farewel. Ever my Leader, ev n in Death! 
My Queen and thou have got the ſtart of me, 5 
And I'm the lag of Honour. — Gone ſo ſoon? 
Is Death no more ? He us'd him careleſly, 


Ran to the Door, and took him in his Amt 
As who ſhou'd ſay, Y*are welcome at all * 


A Friend need give no warning. Books had ſpoil'd him; 3 
Fqp all the Learn d are Cowards by profeſſion. 
*Tis not worth 


My farther thought : 0 Death, for ought 1 know, 


Is but to think no more. Here's to be ſatisfi d.  [Fallso on bis Sword.” 
Ive miſt my Heart. O unperforming hand! 


Thou never cou dt have err d in a worſe time. 


My Fortune jades me to the laſt ; and Death, 


Like a great Man, takes ſtate, and makes me wait 


For my Admittance— 1 b alu, within, 
Some perhaps from Czſar - | 


If he ſhou'd find me living, and gu 


That I plaid booty with my Life! I'll mend 


My work, ere they can reach me. '[Riſes upon bis 5 nees. 
Euter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras. 
Cleo. Where is my Lord ? where 1 is he: 
Char. There he lies, 


And dead Ventidius by him. 


Cleo. My Fears were Prophets; 1 am come too late. 


O that accurs'd Alexas ! 


Ant. Art thou living ? 
Or am I dead before I knew: 45 thou 


The firſt kind Ghoſt that meets me? 


Cleo. Help me ſeat him. 


Send quickly, ſend for help, - [They place him in a Chair. 


Aut, I am anſwer'd. 


We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra : 


Ill make the moſt I can of Life, to ſay. 


A Moment more with thee. 


Cleo. How is it with you? 

Ant, Tis as with a Mann 
Removing in a hurry ; all pack d up, 
But one dear Jewel that his haſte orgot ;\ 

And he, for that returns upon the ſpur : - - 
So I come back for thee. 


Cleo. Too long, you Heav'ns, you have been at to me; ; 


Now ſhow your mended Faith, "5nd give me back 
His fleeting Life. 


Aut. It will not be, my Love. 
I keep my Soul by force. 
Say but thou art not falſe. 
Cleo. Iis now too late 


To ſay I'm true: Il prove it, and die with you, 
Unknown to me, Alexas feign' d'my Death: 
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That we may part more kindly. 


- p 2 
2 * 


104 Al for LOVE; Or, 


Ant. And Dolabella,——— 
Cleo. Scarce eſteem'd before he lov'd; but hated now. 
Ant. Enough : my Lite's not Jong enough for more. 
Thou fay'ſt thou wilt come after: 1 believe thee; 
For I can now believe whateer thou fay'ſt, 


Cleo. I will come: 
Doubt not, my Life, I Il come, and quickly too: 
Cæſar ſhall triumph or no part of the. 
Ant. But grieve not, while thou ſtay ſt 


My laſt diſaſtrous Times: : 


Think we have had a clear and glorious Day; 3 
And Heav'n did kindly to delay the Storm, 


Juſt till our cloſe of Ev'ning. Ten Years love, | : 
And not a Moment loſt, but all improv'd & | 5 
Jo th' utmoſt Joys: What Ages have we liv d? 5 1 


And now to die each others; and, ſo dying, 

While hand in hand we Walk in Groves below, 

Whole Troops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall flock about us, 

And all the Train be ours 

Cleo. Your Words are like the Notes of dying Swan, 

Too ſweet to laſt. Were there ſo many Hours 

For your unkindneſs, and not one for Love? 
Ant. No, not a minute This one kiſs more worth 

Than all I leave to Cæſar. | Yo [ Dies. 
Cleo. O, tell me fo again ; 

And take Ten thouſand Kiſſes, for that word. 

My Lord, my Lord : ſpeak, if you yet have being ; 

| Sigh to me, it you cannot ſpeak ; or caſt 

One look: Do any thing that ſhows you live. 

_ Tras. He's gone too far, to hear you; 

And this you ſee, a Lump of ſenſleſs , 

The leavings of a Soul. 
Char. Remember, Madam, Lo 

He charg d you not to grieve. N _ 
Cleo. And Ill obey him. | SN 8 = 


} have not lov'd a Roman not to know 


What ſhould become of his Wife; his Wife, my Charmion; 
For 'tis to that high Title 1 aſpire ; 3 
And now Fl not die leſs. Let dull Odavia 
Survive to mourn him dead: my Nobler Fate 
Shall knit our Spouſals with a tie too ſtrong 
For Roman Laws to break. 
Tras. Will you then die“ 
Cleo. Why ſhou d ſt thou make that Queſtion? ? 
_ Tras. Caler | is moſt merciful. 
Cleo. Let him be fo 
To thoſe that want his Mercy : my poor Lord 
Made no ſuch Cov'nant with him to ſpare me 
When he was dead. Yield me to Czſar's Pride 2 
What, to be led in Triumph through the Streets, 
A Spectacle to baſe Plebeian Eyes; 
While ſome dejected Friend of Anthony S, 
| Cloſe in a Corner, ſhakes his Head, and mutters 
A ſecret Curſe on her who ruin'd him 2 
Fl none of that. 
Char. Whatever you reſolve, 
Ill follow ev'n to Death. 
Tras. | only fear'd 
For you ; but more ſhou'd fear to live without you. 
Cleo. Why, now tis as it ſhoud be. Quick, my Friends, 
Diſpatch ; ere this, the Town's in Ceſar's hands: + 
My Lord looks down concern'd, and tears my | 


_— 
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leſt 1 ſhou'd be ſurpriz'd ; 

Keep him not waiting for 'his Love too * 

You, Charmion, bring my Crown and richeſt Jewels, 
With *em, the 'Wreath of Victory I made 

(Vain Augury!) for him who now lies dead; 

You, Iras, bring the Cure of all our Ills. 

Tras. The Aſpicks, Madam: 

Cleo. Muſt I bid you twice? ¶Exeunt Char. at Iras, 
"Tis ſweet to die, when they wou'd force Life on me, 
To ruſh into the dark aboad of Death, 

And ſeize him firſt ; if he be like my Love, 

He is not frightful ſure. 

We're now alone, in ſecreſie and ſilence; 

And is not this like Lovers? 1 may kiſs 

Theſe pale, cold Lips; Octavia does not ſee me; 

And, Oh! tis better far to have him thus, 

Than ſee him in her Arms. -O welcome, welcome. 
Enter Charmion, Iras. 

Char. What muſt be done ? 

Cleo. Short Ceremony, Friends: 

But yet it muſt be decent. Firſt, this Laurel 

Shall crown my Hero's Head: he fell not baſely, 

Nor left his Shield behind him. Only thou . 

Couꝭ d'ſt triumph o'er thy ſelf ; and thou alone 

Wert worthy ſo to triummp nf. 

Char. To what ene 
Theſe Enſigns of your Pomp and Royalty 4 

Cleo. Dull, that thou art! why, tis to meet my Love; 
As when 1 ſaw him firſt, on Cydnos Bank, 

All ſparkling, like a Goddeſs ; ſo adorn d, 

Ill find him once again: my ſecond Spouſals 
Shall match my firſt, in Glory. Haſte, haſte both, 
And dreſs tlie Bride of Anthony, 

Char. "Tis done. 

Cleo. Now ſeat me by my Lord. I claim this place; 
For I muſt conquer Cæſar too, like him, 

And win my ſhare o'th' World. Hail, you dear Relicks 
Of my Immortal Love; 

O let no impious hand remove you hence; 

But reſt for ever here: let Egypt give 
His Death that Peace, which it deny d his Life. 
Reach me the Casket. 

Tras. Underneath the Fruit the Aſpick lies. 
Cleo. [putting aſide the Leaves. ] Welcome, thou kind Deceiver ! 
Thou beſt of Thieves; who, with an eaſie Key, 

Do'ſt open Life, and unperceiv d by us 

Ev'n ſteal us from our ſelves: 8 ſo 
Death's dreadful Office, better than himſelf, 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into ſlumber, 
That Death ſtands by, deceivd by his own Image, 
And thinks himſelf but Sleep. 

Serap. [within.) The Queen, where is ſhe 2 
The Town is yielded, Cæſars at the Gates. 

Cleo, He comes too late to invade the Rights of Death. | 
Haſte, bare my Arm, and rouze the Serpent's Fury, [Holds out her Arm and 
Coward Fleſh draws it back. 
Would'{t thou conſpire with Cæſar, to betray me, A 
As thou wert none of mine : Ill force thee tot, 

And not be ſent by him, . Fi 
But bring my Self, m Soul to Anthony. | [Turns afide, and then ſhows her 
Take hence; the work is done. Arm bloody. 

Serap. [within] Break ope the Door, 

And guard the Traitor well. 


Char. The next is ours. 
Vol. '; 
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106 All for LO V E; Or, 


Tras. Now, © 8 to be worthy 
Of your great Queen and Miſtreſs. 

Cleo. Already, Death I feel thee in my Veins; 
I go with ſuch a will to find my Lord, 
That we ſhall quickly meet. 
A heavy numbneſs creeps through every Limb; 
And now tis at my Head: my Eye-lids fall, 
And my dear Love is vaniſh'd in a Miſt. 
Where ſhall I find him, where? O turn me to him, 
And lay me on his Breaſt. Cæſar, thy worlt ; 


ds 


' Ty 


[They apply the Aſpicks, 


| Now part us if thou canſt. [Dies.] lras + ks down at ter Feet, and dies, ; 


Charmion flands behind her Chair, as dreſſ 18 her Head 


Euter Serapion, two Prieſts, Alexas boiind, Ægyptians. 


2. Prieſis. Behold, Serapion, what havock Death has made! 

Serap. "Twas what I fear d. 'F 
Charmion, Is this well done? 

Char. Yes, 'tis well done, and like a Queen, the laſt 3 1 
Oft her great Race: I follow her. DN [Sinks down; Dies. 
"> MEX, 118 true, = 5 


She has done well: much better thaw to die, 


Than live to make a Holy-day in Roman. 2 = 
Serap. See, ſee how the Lovers ſit in State together, | . 
As they were giving Laws to half Mankind. 
Th' impreſſion of a Smile left in her Face, 
Shows ſhe dy'd pleas'd with him for whom ſhe livd, 
And went to Charm him in another World. 
Cz/ar's juſt entring; Grief has now no leiſure. 
Secure that Villain, as our pledge of ſafety 
To grace th' Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pair, 
Secure from humane Chance, long Ages out, 
While all the Storms of Fate fly oer your Tomb ; 
And Fame, to late Poſterity, ſhall tell, 
No Lovers liv'd ſo great, or dy'd ſo well. 
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RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Cannot eaſily excuſe the printing of a PLAY at fo unſeaſonable a time, when the 
Great Plot of the Nation, like one of Pharaoh's Lean Kine, has devour'd its younger 
Brethren of the Stage: But however weak my defence might be for this, I am ſure 1 

a ſhou'd not need any to the World, for my Dedication to your Lordſhip; and if you 
can pardon my preſumption in it, that a bad Poet ſhould addreſs himſelf to fo great a Judge 
of Wit, I may hope at leaſt to ſcape with the Excuſe of Catullus, when he writ to Cicero: 
” jj p 

Agit, peſſimus omnium Poeta © 
IZanto peſſimus omnium Poeta, 

DV uanto tu optimus omnium Patronus. © mn In e et Fas 
| hve ſen an Epiſtle of Fleckno's to a Noble-man; who was by ſome extraordinary 
chance a Scholar; (and you may pleaſe to take notice by the way, how natural the con- 
nection of thought is betwixt a bad Poet and Fleckno) where he begins thus: Quatuordecim = 
am elapfi ſunt anni, &. his Latin, it ſeems, not holding out to the end of the Sentence 5 
ut he endeavour'd to tell his Patron, betwixt two Languages, which he underſtood alike; 
that it was fourteen Years ſince he had the happineſs to know him; *tis juſt ſo long, and 
as happy be the Omen of dulneſs to me, as it is to ſome Clergy-men, and States-men; 
fince your Lordſhip has known that there is a worſe Poet remaining in the World, than he 
of ſcandalous Memory who left it laſt. I might inlarge upon the Subject with my Author, 
and aſſure you. That I have ſery'd as long for you, as one of the Patriarch's did for his Old 
Teſtament Miſtreſs : But I leave thoſe flouriſhes, when occaſion ſhall ſerve, for a greater 
Orator to uſe, and dare only tell you, that I never paſs d any part of my Life with greater 
ſatisfaction or improvement to my ſelf, than thoſe Years which I have liv'd in the Honour 
of your Lordſhip's Acquaintance. If I may have only the time abated when the Publick 
Service call'd you to another part of the World, which, in imitation of our Florid Speakers, 
I might (if I durſt preſume upon the Expreſſion) call the Parentheſis of my Life. 5 
That I have always honour'd you, I ſuppoſe I need not tell you at this time of day; 
for you know I ſtaid not to date my Reſpects to you from that Title which now you have, 
and to which you bring a greater addition by your Merit, than you receive from it by the 
Name; but Iam proud to let others know, how long it is that I have been made happy 
by my knowledge of you, becauſe I am ſure it will give me a Reputation with the preſent 
Age, and with Poſterity. And now, my Lord, I know you are afraid, leſt I ſhould take 
this occaſion, which lies ſo fair for me, to acquaint the World with ſome of thoſe Excellen- 
cies which I have admir'd in you; but I have reaſonably conſider'd, that to acquaint the 
World, is a Phraſe of a malicious meaning : for it would imply, that the World were not 
already acquainted with them. You ire fo generally known to be above the meanneſs of my 
Praiſes, that you have ſpar'd my Evidence, and ſpoil'd my Complement : ſhould I take for 
my common places, your knowledge both of the old and the new Philoſophy; ſhould I add to 
_ theſe, your skill in Mathematicks, and Hiſtory 3 and yet farther, your being converſant 
with all the Ancient Authors of the Greek and Latin Tongues, as well as with the Modern, 
I ſhould tell nothing new to Mankind; for when I have once but nam'd you, the World 
will anticipate all my Commendations, and go faſter before me than I can follow. Be 
therefore ſecure, my Lord, that your own Fame has freed it ſelf from the danger of a Pa- 
negyrick, and only give me leave to tell you, that I value the Candour of your Nature; and 
that one Character of Friendlineſs, and if I may have leave to call it, kindneſs in you, be- 
fore all thoſe other which make you conſiderable in the Nation. 13535 
Some few of our Nöbility are Learned, and therefore I will not conclude an abſolute 
contradiction in the terms of Noble-man and Scholar ; but as the World goes now, 'tis 
very hard to 2 one upon the other; and *tis yet more difficult to prove, that a No- 
ble· man can be a Friend to Poetry: Were it not for two or three Inſtances in WHIT E- 
114 L L, and in the Town, the Poets of this Age would find fo little incouragement for 


e Labours} and ſo few Underſtanders, that they might have leiſure to turn Pam- 
eteers, 


s, and augment the number of thoſe abominable Scriblers, who in this time of Li- 
h 1 1 3 the Prefs almoſt every day, with * and railing againſt che Gorectimient, 
Wore re 2 EO 17 


D 


—_ N ache „ 0 * 


It remains, my Lord, that I ſhould give you ſome account of this Comedy, which you 
have never ſeen, becauſe it was written and acted in your abſence, at your Government of 
Famaics. *T'was intended for an boneſt Satyy againſt our crying ſin of Keeping; how it 
would have ſucceeded, I can but gueſs, for it was permitted to be acted only thrice. The 
Crime for which it ſuffer'd, was that which is objected againſt the Sars of Juvenal, and 
the Epigrams of Catullus,that it expreſs d too much of the Vice which it decry'd : Your Lordſhip 
knows what Anſwer was return'd by the Elder of thoſe Poets, whom TI laſt mention'd, 
to his Accuſers. W 
Caſtum eſſe decet pium Poetam 
| Ipſum. Verſiculos nihil neceſſe eft : 
Qui tum denique habent ſalem ac leporem 
Si ſint molliculi & parum pudici. 4 
But I dare not make that Apology for my ſelf, and therefore have taken a becoming 
care, that thoſe things which offended on the Stage, might be either alter'd, or omitted in 
the Preſs : For their Authority is, and ſhall be ever ſacred to me, as much abſent as pre- 
ſent, and in all alterations of their Fortune, who for thoſe Reaſons have ſtopp'd its far- 
ther appearance on the Theatre. And whatſoever hindrance it has been to me, in point of 
Profit, many of my Friends can bear me witneſs, that I have not once murmur'd againſt 
that Decree. The ſame Fortune once happen d to Moliere, on the occaſion of his Tartuffe; 
which notwithſtanding afterwards has ſeen the Light, in a Country more Bigot than ours, 
and is accounted amongſt the beſt Pieces of that Poet. I will be bold enough to ſay, that 
this Comedy is of the firſt Rank of thoſe which I have written, and that Poſterity will be of 
my Opinion. It has nothing of particular Satyr in it: for whatſoever may have been pre- 
tended by ſome Criticks in the Town, I may ſafely and ſolemnly affirm, that no one Cha- 
racter has been drawn from any ſingle Man; and that I have known ſo many of the ſame 
humour, in every folly which is here expos'd, as may ſerve to warrant it from a particular 
Reflection. It was printed in my Abſence from the Town, this Summer, much againſt 
my expectation, otherwiſe I had over-look'd the Prefs, and been yet more careful, that 
neither my Friends ſhould have had the leaſt occaſion of unkindneſs againſt me, nor m 
Enemies of upbraiding me; but if it live to a ſecond Impreſſion, I will faithfully perform 
what has been wanting in this. In the mean time, my Lord, I recommend it to your Pro- 
tection, and beg I may keep {till that place in your favour which J have hitherto enjoy'd; 
and which I ſhall reckon as one of the greateſt Bleſſings which can befall, . 


LY 


5 
Mur Lordſhips moſt obedient | faithful Servant, | 
John Dryden. 


— 


p ER SON DRAMA T IS 


i. A Iso, an honeſt, good-natur'd, free-hearted old Gentleman of the Town. 
2. Woodall, his Son, under a falſe Name ; bred abroad, and new re- 
turn'd from Travel. e N Bee er e een, 
3. Limberham, a tame, fooliſh Keeper, perſwaded by what is laſt faid to him, 
and changing next word. .  _ 2 F 
4. Brainfick, a Husband, who being well conceited of himſelf, deſpiſes his Wife : 
Vehement and Eloquent, as he thinks; but indeed a talker of Nonſenſe. _ 
5. Gervaſe, Woodall's Man: formal, and apt to give good Counſel. 
6. Giles, Woodall's caſt Servant. Is Sr FOILS 
7. Mrs. Saintly, an Hypocritical Fanatick, Landlady of the Boarding-Houſe. 
8. Mrs. Tricksy, a Termagant kept Miſtreſs. MER EEL Es 
9. Mrs. Pldſinic ſuppos d Daughter to Mrs. Saintly : ſpightful and fatyrical ; 


but ſecretly in love with Woodal. 
10. Mrs. Brainfick. SET 
11. Judith, a Maid of the Houſe. 


SCENE, A Boarding-Houſe in Town, 
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LIMBERHAM: 


more than the Biſhop. 


OR, THE 


Kind Keeper. 


A COMEDY. 


Py 2 ä n 1 


An open Garden-Houſe ; a Table in it, and Chuzys, | 
7 Enter Woodall, Gervaſe. 1 55 
* - ID the Foot- man receive the Trunks, and Pormantu; and ſee em 


plac'd' in the Lodgings you have taken for me, while I walk a turn 
h ook, : 


| Gervaſe. *Tis already order'd, Sir : But they are like to ſtay in the outer Room, 


till the Miſtreſs of the Houſe return from Morning - Exerciſe. 


Wood, What, ſhe's gone to the Pariſh- Church, it ſeems, to her Devotions. 


1 


Fer. No, Sir; the Servants have inform'd me, that ſhe: riſes every Morning, 
and goes to a privat Meeting-houſe; where they pray for the Government, and 
practiſe againſt the Authority of it. 8 

Mood. And haſt thou trepan'd me into a 


. Tabernacle of the Godly 2 Is this Pious 
Boarding-houſe a place for me, thou wicked Varlet ? 1 5 
Ger. According to humane appearance, I muſt confeſs, tis neither fit for you, 
nor you for it; but, have patience, Sir, matters are not ſo bad as they may ſeem : 


| there are pious Baudy-houſes in the World, or Conventicles wou'd not be ſo much 


frequented : Neither is it impoſſible, but a Devout Fanatick-Landlady of a Board- 

ing-Houſe may be a Baud, 3: or} 20h 13; Joh” 
Wood, I, to thoſe of her own Church, I grant you, Gervaſe; but I am none of 

thoſe. - **V | 3 
Ger. If I were worthy to read you a Lecture in the Myſtery of Wickedneſs, 


1 wou'd inſtruct you firſt in the Art of ſeeming Holineſs : but, Heavn be thank d, 


you have a toward and pregnant Genius to Vice, and need not any Man's Inſtru- 


ction; and I am too good, I thank my Stars, for the vile employment of a 


Mood. Then thou art e en too good for me; a worſe Man will ſerve my turn. 
Ger. I call your Conſcience to witneſs how often I have given you wholſome 


Counſel ; how often 1 have faid to you, with Tears in my Eyes, Maſter, or Ma- 
ſter Aldo 15 | 


Wood. Mr. Woodall, you Rogue ! that's my nom de guerre : You know I have laid 
by Aldo, for fear that Name ſhou d bring me to the notice of my Father. 
Ger. Cry you Mercy, good Mr. Woodall, How often have I faid, Into what 


Courſes do you run! Your Father ſent you into France, at twelve Years old, bred 


you up at Pari; firſt, in a College, and then at an Academy At the firſt, in- 
ſtead of running through a courſe of Philoſophy, you ran through all the Baudy- 
houſes in Town : At the latter, inſtead of managing the Great Horſe, you exer- 
cis d on your Maſter's Wife. What you did in Germany, I know not; but that 
you beat em all at their own Weapon, Drinking, and have brought home a 
Goblet of Plate from Munſter, for the Prize of ſwallowing a Gallon of Rheniſh 


HS Gervaſe thou ſhalt be my Chronicler, thou loſeſt none of my Heroick 

Ger. What a Comfort are you like to prove to your good Old Father! You 
have run a Campaigning among the French theſe laſt three | ears, without his 
leave; and, now he ſends for yau back, to ſettle. you in the World, and marry 


vou to the Heireſs of a rich Gentleman, of whom he had the Guardianſhip, yet you 


do not make your Application to him. oo. 
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Wood. Prithee, no more. 
Ger. You are come over, have been in Town above a Week Incognito, haunt- 


ing Play-houſes, and other places, which for Modeſty I name not; and have 
chang'd your name from Aldo to Woodall, for fear of being diſcover to him: 
you have not ſo much as inquir'd where he is lodg'd, though you know he is 
moſt commonly in London : And. laſtly, you, have diſcharg'd my honeſt Fellow- 
ſervant Gzles, becauſe — 

Hood. Becauſe he was too ſaucy, and was der offering to give me counſel 
mark that, and tremble at his Deſtiny. 

Ger. I know the reaſon why Jam kept: becauſe you cannot be diſcover'd by 
my means ; for you took me up in France, and your Father knows me not. 

Wood. 1 muſt have a Ramble in the Town: when I have ſpent my Money, ! 
will grow dutiful ; ſee my Father, and ask for more: In the mean time, I have 
beheld a handſome Woman at a Play, I am fall'n in love with her, and have 
found her eaſie: thou, I thank thee, haſt trac'd her to her Lodging in this Board- 
ing-houſe, and hither I am come to accompliſh my deſign. 

Ger. Well, Heavn mend all. I hear our Landlady's Voice without ; [ Noiſe, ] 
and therefore ſhall defer my Counſel to a fitter ſeaſon. 

Wood. Not a Syllable of Counſel : the next Grave Sentence, thou marcheſt after 


_ Giles. Woodall's my Name : remember that. 


Enter Mrs. Saintly. 
Is this the Lady of the Houſe 2 | 
Ger. Yes, Mr. Woodall, for want of a better as ſhe will tell yo BS on 
Wood. She has a notable Smack with her! I believe Leal firſt tavght the Art of 
Kiſſing cok.” LSaluting her, 
1 You're welcome, Gentleman. Woodall is your Name? * 11 
Mood. I call my ſelf ſo. 
Saint. You look like a ſober diſcreet Gentleman; there 1 1s Grace | in your Coun 


| tenance. hy 


Mood. Some ſprinklings of it, Madam: we muſt not boaſt. 
Saint. Verily, boaſting is of an evil Principle. 
Mood. Faith, Madam, 
Saint. No Swearing, I beſeech you. Of what Church are you? ? 
Mood. Why, of Covent-Garden Church, I think. _ 5 075 
Ger. How Pay and ignorantly he anſwers! 5 1 400. 
She means, of what Religion are you? | 
mood. O, does the ſo Why, Iam of your Religion, be it what it will, 
I warrant it a right one: Ill not ſtand with you for a Trifle ; Presbyterian, Inde. 
pendant, Anabaptiſt, they are all of 'em too good tor us, unleſs we had the grace 
to follow 'em. 
Saint, ] ſee you are Ignorant; but verily, you are a new Veſſel, and I may 
ſeaſon you. I hope you do not aſe the Pariſh-Church, 
Mood. Faith, Madam (Cry you may; - I 85 again!) [ have been | in 
England but five days. 
Saint, I find a certain Motion within me to this young Man, and muſt ſeeure 
him to my ſelf, ere he ſee my Lodgers. | [| Afede. | 
O, ſeriouſly, I had forgotten; your Trunk and Portmantu are ſtanding in the 
Hall: your Lodgings are ready, and your Man may place 'em, if he pleaſe, While 
you and I confer together. 
Mood. Go, Gervaſe, and do as you are directed. [Exit Ger. 
Saint. In the firſt place, you muſt know, we are a Company of our (elves, and 
expect you ſhou'd live conformably and lovingly amongſt us. 
Mood. There you have hit me. I am the moſt loving Soul, and ſhall be con- 
formable to all of you. 
Saint. And to me eſpecially. Then, I hope, you're no keeper of late hoy." 
Wood. No, no, my hours are very early; ; betwixt three and four in the Morn- 
ing, commonly. 
Saint. That muſt be amended : But to remedy the inconvenience, [ will my ſelf 
fit up for you. I hope, you wou'd not offer violence to me: 
Mood. I think I ſhou d not, if I were ſober. 
Saint. Then, if you were overtaken, and ſhou'd offer violence, and conſent 
not, you may do your filthy part, and am blameleſs. 
ood. [Ajde.] I think the Devil's in her; ſhe has given me the hint again. Well, 


it 255 go hard, but I will offer violence ſometimes; will that content you? san 
nt. 


* 
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Saint. I hive a Cup of Cordial-Water in my Cloſet, which will help to ſtreng- 
then Nature, and to carry off a Debauch : I do not invite you thither ; but the 
Houſe will be fafe a Bed, and a Scandal will be avoided. 6] 

Mood. Hang Scandal; I am above it, at thoſe times. 


Saint. But Scandal is the greateſt part of the Offence ; you mult be ſecret. 
And I muſt warn you of another thing; there are, beſides my ſelf, two more 
young Women in my Houle. | 


Mood. Aſide.] That, beſides her ſelf, is a cooling Card. 
Pray, how young are they ? 5 | 
Saint. About my Age: ſome eighteen, or twenty, or thereabouts. | 
Wood. Oh, very good! Two more young Women beſides your felf, and both 
handſome 2 _ | | 
Saint. No, verily, they are painted out- ſides; you muſt not caſt your Eyes up- 
on 21 nor liſten to their Converſation : you are already choſen for a better 
work. 
Mood. I warrant you, let me alone: I am choſen, I. 
Saint, They are a couple of alluring wantori Minxes. 
Wood. Are they very alluring, ſay you? very wanton ? 
Saint. You appear exalted, when I mention thoſe Pit-falls of Iniquiry. | 
Wood. Who, Lexalted? Good faith, I am as ſober, a melancholy poor Soul !-— 
Saint. I ſee this abominable ſin of Swearing is rooted in you. Tear it out, oh 
tear it out; it will deſtroy your precious Soul. od, 85 
Mood. I find we two ſhall ſcarce agree: I muſt not come to your Cloſet when 
I have got a Bottle; for, at ſuch a time, I am horribly given to it. 
Saint, Verily, a little Swearing may be then allowable : You may ſwear you 
love me, tis a lawful Oath ; but then, you muſt not look on Harlots. 
Mood. I muſt wheedle her, and whet my Courage firſt on her: as a good Mu- 
ſician always preludes before a Tune, Come, here's my firſt Oath. —« 
| Fn 5 [Embracing her. 
. 5 Enter Aldo. c 5 
Ali. How now; Mrs. Saintly / what work have we here towards ? 
Wood. | Aiide.) Aldo, my own natural Father, as I live! I remember the Lines of 
that hide-bound Face: Does he lodge here? if he ſhou'd know me, I am ruin d. 
Sͤaint. Curſe on his coming! he has diſturb d us. | [Afrde. 
Well, young Gentleman, I ſhall take a time to inſtruct you better. 
Woot. You ſhall find me an apt Schola. 3 


Saint. 1 muſt go abroad upon ſome buſineſs; but remember your Promiſe, to 
carry your ſelf ſoberly, and without Scandal in my Family; and fo I leave you 
to this Gentleman, who is a Member of it. [Ex. Saintly. 
Aldo. ¶Aſide.] Before George, a proper Fellow! and a Swinger he ſhou'd be, by 
his make! the Rogue wou d bumble a Whore, I warrant him! You are welcome, 
Sir, amongſt us ;-—-moſt heartily welcome, as I may fay. dy 

Mood. All's well: he knows me not. Sir, your Civility is obliging to a Stran- 
ger, and may befriend me, in the acquaintance of our Fellow-Lodgers. 185 

Aldo. Hold you there, Sir: I muſt firſt underſtand you a little better; and yet, 
methinks, you ſhou'd be true to love. „ 1 

Mood. Drinking and Wenching are but ſlips of Youth : I had thoſe good qua- 
lities from my Father. ] 

Aldo. Thou, Boy! Aha, Boy! a true Trojan, I warrant thee / [Fugging him. 
Well, I ſay no more; but you are lighted into ſuch a Family, ſuch Food for Con- 
cupiſcence, ſuch Boxa-Roba's ! „ 2225 _ 

Wood. One I know indeed; a Wife: but Bona Roba's ſay you. | 

Aldo. I fay, Bona Roba's, in the Plural Number. | 

Wood. Why, what a Turk Mahomet ſhall I be! No, I will not make my {elf 
drunk, with the conceit of ſo much joy : the Fortunes too great for mortal Man; 
and I a poor unworthy ſinner. ES, 

Aldo, Wou'd I lye to my Friend? Am I a Man? am Ia Chriſtian? there is 
that Wife you mention d, a delicate little wheedling Devil, with ſuch an appear- 
ance of ſimplicity; and with that, ſhe does undermine, ſo fool her conceited 
Husband, that he deſpiſes her / WD 33 

Mood. Juſt ripe for Horns: his Deſtiny, like a Turks, is written in his Forehead. 

Aldo. Peace, peace; thou art yet ordain'd for greater things. There's another 
too, a kept Miſtreſs, a brave ſtrapping Jade, a two-handed Whore / 5 
Mood. A kept Miſtreſs tos my bowels yearn to her already: She's certain ive: 
. | ER 0. 


v8; 
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| Ald. But this Lady is ſo Termagant an Empreſs / and he ſo ſubmiſſive, ſo tame, 


ſo led a Keeper, and as proud of his Slavery, as a French-man: I am confident he 


dares not find her falſe, for fear of a quarrel with her ; becauſe he is ſure to be ar 
the charges of the War ; She knows he cannot live without her, and therefore 
«ſeeks occaſions of falling out to make him purchaſe peace. I believe ſhe's now 
aiming at a Settlement. „ 
mood. Might not I ask you one civil Queſtion > How paſs you your time in this 
Noble Family 2 for I find you are a Lover of the Game, and ſhou'd be loath to 
hunt in your Purliews. : | 
Aldo. 1 muſt firſt tell you ſomething of my condition : I am here a Friend to 
all of em; I am their Fac totum, do all their buſineſs ; for, not to boaſt, Sir, ! 
am a Man of general acquaintance : theres no News in Town, either Foreign 
or Domeſtick, but I have it firſt ; no Mortgage of Lands, no fale of Houſes, but 
I have a finger in 'em. | 5 
Wood. Then, I ſuppoſe, you are a gainer by your Pains. 
Aldo. No, I do all gratis, and am moſt commonly a loſer ; only a Buck ſome- 
times from this good Lord, or that good Lady in the Country : and I eat it not 


alone, I muſt have Company. 


Mood. Pray, what company do you invite > 

Aldo. Peace, peace, I am coming to you : Why, you muſt know I am tender- 
naturd; and if any unhappy difterence have ariſen betwixt a Miſtreſs and her 
Gallant, then I ſtrike in to do good Offices betwixt em; and, at my own pro- 


per Charges, conclude the Quarrel with a reconciling Supper. 


Mood. I find the Ladies of Pleaſure are beholden to you. 
Aldo. Before George, I love the poor little Devils. I am indeed a Father to em, 
and fo they call me: I give em my Counſel, and aſſiſt em with my Purſe. 1 
cannot ſee a pretty Sinner hurry'd to Priſon by the Land-Pirates, but Nature 
works, and I muſt Bail her: or want a Supper, but I have a couple of cram'd 
Chickens, a Cream Tart, and a Bottle of Wine to offer ger. 
Wood. Sure you expect ſome kindneſs in return. CE 
Aldo. Faith, not much : Nature in me is at low Water-mark ; my Body's a Jade, 
and tires under me, yet I love to ſmuggle ſtill in a Corner; pat em down, and 
pur over em; but after that I can do em little harm. „ 
Mood. Then Tm acquainted with your buſineſs: you wou'd be a kind of De- 
puty-Fumbler under me. Ea, 5 N 
Aldo. You have me right. Be you the Lyon, to devour the Prey, I am your 
Fack-Call to provide it for you: there will be a Bone for me to pick. 
Mood. Your Humility becomes your Age. For my part, I am vigorous, and 
throw at all. man „ is | 
Aldo. As right as if I had begot thee / Wilt thou give me leave to call thee 
Son? | 1 | 1 
Mood. With all my Heart. 
Aldo. Ha, mad Son / , 
Mood. Mad Daddy 7 : Sw | 
Aldo. Your Man told me, you [were juſt return d from Travel: what Parts have 
you laſt viſited ? 5 | | 
Wood. 1 came from France. . 
Aldo. Then, perhaps, you may have known an ungracious Boy of mine there. 
Mood. Like =”: 4 pray, what's his Name > tn, 
Aldo. George Aldo. bh 5 
Mood. 1 muſt confeſs I do know the Gentleman; fatisfie your ſelf, he's in health, 
and upon his return. 355 1 3 : 

Aldo, That's ſome comfort : But, I hear, a very Rogue, a lewd young Fellow. 
Mood. The worſt I know of him is, that he loves a Wench ; and that good 
quality he has not ſtoln. 1 bi. 
| Mufick at the Balconey over head: Mrs. Trickſy and Judith appear. 
Hark / there's Muſick above. 2 22 | 
Aldo. "Tis at my Daughter 7rickſy's Lodging, the kept Miſtreſs I told you of, 
the Laſs of Mettle : but tor all ſhe carries it ſo high, I know her Pedigree ; her 
e a Semſtreſs in Dog and Bitch. Tard, and was, in her Youth, as right 
as ſhe is. BH ; 
Wood. Then ſhe's a two-pil'd Punk, a Punk of two Deſcents. 3 

Aldo. And her Father, the famous Cobler, who taught Walſingbam to the Black- 
birds. How ſtand thy Affections to her, thou luſty Rogue 2 1 
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bol All offre: 4 moſt urging Creature ! e 8 
[ Aldo. 2 r are beginning. | Lent 1 


A S O N G. | 25 ö 4 81001 
17 I. | | 
I Aint K eepers we Petition; 4 
Who wou d incloſe the Common + . 
*Tis enough to. raiſe Seditiom © 
In the free-born Subject Woman. 
"++ © Becauſe for his Gold © 
1 my Body have ſold, 
He thinks 7 m a Slave for my Life } 
He rants, domineers, 
He ſwaggers and ſwears, 
85 Aud wou el Fer, me as og as his Wife, 


'Gainſt x cepers we P thc. K. 
'Tis honeſt and fair, a 
1-11-10 Far 4 Tear © prepares <7 
But when his dull Appetite's ore, © 
Fl treat with the reſt, 
Some welcomer Gueſt, 
For the Reck 1 8 was Paid me 19 


mul A Song avainſt Keepers! this makes well for us luſty eee 
Trickſy. LAbove.] Father, Father Add“ S 
Aldo. 6 Trickſy, are you there Child? your Friends at Barnet are e all 
well, and your dear Maſter Limberham, that Noble Hepbeſtion, i is returning with 
em. ' 
Trick. And you ate come upon the Spur before, to acquaint me with the news. 
Aldo. Well, thou art the happieſt Rogue in a Kind Keeper ! He drank thy 


Health five times, ſupernaculum, to my Son Brain-fick ; and dipt my Daughter 


Pleaſance's little Finger, to make it go down more glibly : And, betore George, 
1 grew tory rory, as they ay, and ſtrain d a Brimmer through the Lilly-white 


Smock, b faith. 


Trick. You will nevet leave theſe funblins Tricks, Father, till you are taken. 
upon ſuſpicion of Manhood, and have a Baſtard laid at your Door: | am ſure 
you wou d own it for your Credit. 


Aldo. Before George, I ſhou d not ſee it ſtarve er the Mothers files"; for, if ſhe f 
were a Punk, ſhe was good natur d, I warrant her. 


Moodl. 2 de.] Well, if ever Son was bleſs d with a hopeful Father, Lam. 

Trick. Who's that Gentleman with 6 # 

Aldo. A young Monſieur return'd from Travel; a luſty young Rogue; a true- 
milłd V Vhore-maſter, with the right Stamp. He's a Fellow-Lodger, incorporate 
in our Society : for whoſe ſake he came hither, let him tell you. 

Wood, (Afide.) Are you gloting already: then there s hopes, i faith. 

Trick. You ſeem to know him, Father. wo: 

Aldo. Know him ! from his Cradle bers your Name: nes e 

Mood. Noodall. 


Aldo. Woodall of Woodall; 1 knew his Father ; we were Contemporaries and 
Fellow-wenchers in our Youth. | 

Wood. Afide. My honeſt Father ſtumbles into truth, in ſpight of lying. 

Trick. 1 was juſt coming down to the Garden-houſe before you came. 

Aldo. Im ſorry ] cannot ſtay to preſent my Son Woodall to you; but I have ſet 
you to gerber, that's enough for me. Exit. 

Wood. ¶ Alone.) Twas my ſtudy to avoid my Father, and I have run full into 
his Mouth; and yet I have a ſtrong hank upon him too, for I am private to as 
many of his Vertues, as he is of mine. After all, if I had an ounce of diſcretion ' 
letr, | ſhoud a purſue this buſineſs no farther : but two fine VVomen in a Houſe / 


_ VVel, tis S keſchricht come what will on t, thou art anſwerable for all my ſins, 


Euter Triekſy eb 4 Ber of Eferde 1 
Here he comes, chi Heir-apparent of a Semſtreſs, and a ont? and a as 
mes adorn d, the looks like any Princeſs of the Blood. Sakutes ber: 
Vol. II. | 2 0 Trick, 
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Trick. [Afide.] What a difference chere is. between this deen ackd By 
feeble Keeper, Mr. Limberham / He's to my with,..if he vou d but make the leaſt 
Advances to me. Father Aldo tells ws - Sir, you re a Traveller: what Adven- 
tures have you had in Foreign Countries ? 3 1 

Wood. 1 have no Adventures of my on can deſerve your Curioſity; bur now 
I think on't, I can tell you one hat dagen to a Prench Cavalier, a Friend of 
mine, at Tripoli. 

Trick, No Wars, I beſeech you : 1 am ſo weary: of Father Aldo s Lorrain and 
Crequy. 

Vol. Then this is as you wontd date it, a 6 This French 


Gentleman was made a Slave to the Dye of 7; ripoli ; by his good qualities gain'd 


his Maſter's favour; and after, by corrupting an Eunuch, was brought into the 
Seraglio privately, to ſee the Dye 8, Milren 


Trick. This is ſomewhat; proceed, ſweet Sir. 

Food. He was ſo much amaz d, when he firſt beheld her, leaning over a Bal. 
cone, that he ſcarcely dar d to lift his Eyes, or ſpeak to her. 

Trick. CA/ide.] I find him now. But what follow'd of this dumb Interview: 

VVood. The Nymph was gracious, and came down to him; but with ſo God- 
deſs-like a preſence, that the poor Gentleman was Thunder-ſtruck again. 


Trick, That ſavour'd little of che Monſi eurs Gallantry, eſpecially when the Lady | 
gave him incouragement. 


Pod, The Gentleman was not ſo dull, but he underſtood the favour, and was 


preſuming enough to try if ſhe were Mortal ; He advanc'd with more aſſurance, 


and took her fair hands : Was he not too bold, Madam: and wou'd not you have 
drawn back yours, had you been in the Sultana's place? 

Trick. If the Sultana lik d him well enough to come down into the Garden to 
him, I ſuppoſe ſhe came not thither to gather Noſegays. 

hood. Give me leave, Madam, to thank you, in my Friends behalf, for your 
favourable judgment. 1 12 her Hand. 

He kiſs d her Hand with an exceeding Tranſport; and finding that ſhe preſt 
his at the ſame inſtant, he proceeded with a greater eagerneſs to her Lips: But, 
Madam, the Story wou d be without life, unleſs you give me leave to act the Git- 


cumſtances. ” [Xiffes her. 
Trick. Well, FU ſwear you are the moſt Natural Hiſtorian | 


PVeod. But now, Madam, my Heart beats with joy, when I come to tell you 
the ſweeteſt part of his Adventure: Opportunity was favourable, and Love Was 
on his ſide; he told her, the Chamber was more private, and a fitter Scene for 
Pleaſure. 1 hen, looking on her Eyes, he found em languiſhing; he ſaw her 


Cheeks bluſhing, and heard her Voice faultring in a half denial : he ſeiz'd her 


Hand with an Amorous Extaſie, and [Takes her hand, 


Trick. Hold, Sir, you act your Part too far. Your Friend was unconſcionable, 
if he deſir d more Favours at the firſt Interview. 
Vood. He both deſir d, and obtain d em, Madam, and ſo 1 ; 


[Noiſe] Trick. Heav ns! 1 hear Mr. Limberham's Voice: he s return'd from 


Barnet. 
VYood. TI 3 bin. 


Trict. That's impoſſible; he'll meet you. Let me think a . Mrs. Saint- 


ly is abroad, and cannot diſcover you: Have any of the Servants ſeen you 
VVood. None. 


Trick, Then you ſhall paſs for my 1 Merchant of Eflences : Here's 2 little 


Box of em juſt ready. 


Mood. But I ſpeak no Italian, only a few broken {craps which I pick d up from 
Scaramouch and Harlequin at Paris. 


Trick. You muſt venture that: when we are rid of Limberham, 'tis but flipping 
into your Chamber, throwing off your black Periwig, and Riding Sute, ad you 
come out an Engliſh-man, No more; hes here. 

Enter Limberham. 


1 Why, how now, Pug 2 Nay, I muſt lay you over the Lips, to rake 
handſel of em, for my welcome. 


Trick, ¶ Putting him back.) Foh! how you ſmell of Sweat, Dear! 

Lim. I have put my ſelf into this ſame unſavoury heat, out of my violent Af. 

fection to ſee thee, Pug, before George, as Father Aldo ſays; I cou d not live with- 

out thee ; thou art the pureſt Bed- fellow, though I ſay it, that I did nothing bug 

dream of thee all N ight; and then I was ſa troubleſome to Father Aldo (for yo 
mu 
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muſt know, he and I were lodg'd together) that, in my Conſcience, I did fo 


kiſs him, and ſo hug him in my ſleep! 


Trick, I dare be ſworn twas in your ſleep; for, when you are waking, you are 
the moſt honeſt, quiet Bed-fellow, that ever lay by Woman. 
Lim. Well, Pug, all ſhall be amended ; I am come home on purpoſe to pay 
old Debts. But who is that ſame Fellow there? what makes he in our Terri- 
tories? | | 
Trick. You Auph you, do you not perceive it is the Italian Seignior, who is 
come to ſell me Eſſences ? Pp 
Lim. Is this the Seignior? I warrant you, tis he the Lampoon was made on. 
- [Sings the Tune of Seignior, and ends with Ho, ho. 
| Trick, Prithee leave thy Foppery, that we may have done with him. He asks 
an unreaſonable price, and we cannot agree. Here, Seignior, take your 'Trin- 


| kets and be gone. 


Wood [taking the Box] A Dio Signtora. 8 8 
Lim. Hold, pray ſtay a little, Seignior ; a thing is come into my Head oth 


ſudden. . 


_ Trick, What wou'd you have, you eternal Sot? the Man's in haſte. 5 
Lim. But why ſhou'd you be in your Frumps, Pug, when I detign only do 
oblige you 2 I muſt preſent you with this Box of Eſſences; nothing can be too 
dear for thee. 5 3 T 5 77 
Trick, Pray let him go, he underſtands no Engliſb. 5 
Lim. Then how cou'd you drive a Bargain with him, Pug ? 
Trick, Why, by Signs, you Coxcomb. Te 
Lim. Very good! Then T1l firſt pull him by the Sleeve, that's a Sign to ſtay, 


Look you, Mr. Seignior, I wou'd make a Preſent of your Eſſences to this Lady; 


for I find I cannot ſpeak too plain to you, becauſe you underſtand no Engliſh. Be 


not you refractory now, but take ready Money: that's a Rule. 


Wood. Seigind mn mmm 8 
Lim. This is a very dull Fellow ! he fays, he does not intend Exgliſb. How 


much ſhall I offer him, Pag e 


Trick, If you will preſent me, I have bidden him ten Guineys. 2 55 
Lim. And, before George, you bid him fair. Look you, Mr. Seignior, I will 
give you all theſe: x, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, and 10. Do you fee, Seignior? 

Wood. Seignior, Si. e ene 235 | 

Lim. Lo'you there, Pug, he does ſee. Here, will you take me at my word? 

Wood. [Shrugging up.] Troppo peco, troppo co, : 


Lim. A poco, a poco! why, a Pox o you too, and you go to that. Stay, now 


I think ont, I can tickle him up with French; he'll underſtand that ſure. Moun- 
| leur, voulez vous prendre ces dix Guinnees, pour ces Eſſences 2 mon foy c'eſt aſſez 


Wood. Chi vala, Amici: ho di Caſa! Taratapa, Taratapa, eus, matou, meau! —— 


[Io her.] Tam at the end of my 7ralian, what will become of me? 


Trick, | To him.] Speak any thing, and make it paſs for ITalian; but be ſure 
you take his Money, e e 
Wood. Seisgnior, jo non canno takare ten Guinneo, poſſibilmentè; tis to my loſſo. 
Lim. That is, Pug, he cannot poſlibly take ten Guinea's, tis to his loſs : now I 
underſtand him; this is almoſt Engiih. Fe Sts Bb, on 
Trick. Engliſh ! away, you Fop! tis a kind of Lingua Franca, as I have heard 


the Merchants call it; a certain compound Language, made up of all Tongues, 
that paſſes through the Levant. 8 > © 


Lim. This Lingua, what you call it, is the moſt rareſt Language, I underſtand 

it as well as if it were Engliſh; you ſhall ſee me anſwer him: Seignioro, ſtay a littlo, 
and conſider wello, ten Guinnio is monyo, a very conſiderablo ſummo. _ 
Trick, Come, you ſhall make it twelve, and he ſhall take it for my ſake. 


Lim. Then, Seignioro, for Pug ſakio, addo two moro: je vous donne bon adviſe : 


Prener viſtement : prenez me a mon mot. 


Wood. Jo loſero molto: ma per gagnare it veſtro coſtumo, datemi hanſeltlo. 

Lim. There is both Hanuſello and Guinnio ; tako, tako ; and ſo Good-morrow. 

Trick. Good-morrow, Seignior, 1 like your Spirits very well; pray let me have 
all your Eſſence you can ſpare. n : 


Lim. Come, Puggjo, and let us retire in ſecreto, like Lovers, into our Chambro; 
tor I grow impatiento,— Bon Matin, Mounſieur, bon Matin & bon jour, 
| „ | .. [ Exeunt Limberham, Trickſy. 
Wood. Well, get thee gone, Squire Limberbamo, tor the eaſieſt Fool I ever knew, 
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11G mY TIMBERHAM: Or, 


next my Naunt of Fairies in the Alchemiſt. 1 have eſeap d, thanks to my Mi. | 


ſtreſſes Lingua Franca : Vl ſteal to my Chamber, ſhift my Periwig and Cloaths ; 
and then, with the help of reſty Gervaſe, concert the buſineſs of the next Cham: 


+ paign. My Father ſticks in my Stomach ſtill; but Jam ral d to ons Woodall 
with him, and Aids with wo TY One 5055 ad! 5 Ars 


ACT l. SCENE I 
Euter Woodall Gervaſe. 


Wood. [therto, ſiveet Gervaſe, we have carry'd matters vlinmingly have 

danc'd in a Net before my Father, almoſt Check- mated the Keeper, 
retir d to my Chamber undiſcover d, ſhifted my Habit, and am come out an ab- 
ſolute Monſieur to allure the Ladies. How ſits my Chedreux o 


Ger. O very finely! with the Locks comb'd down, like a Meremaids on a r 


Poſt. Well, you think now your Father may live in the ſame Houſe with you 
till Dooms-day, and never find you; or when he has found you, he will be kind 


enough not to conſider what a Property you have made of him. My Employ- 


ment is at an end; you have got a better Pimp, thanks to your Filial Reverence. 
Mood. Prithee what ſhou'd a Man do with ſuch a Father, but uſe him thus: 


Beſides, he does Journey-work under me; tis his humour to fumble, and my duty 


to provide for his old Age. 
Ger. Take my advice yet; down o your Marrow-bones, and ask forgivents; 


Eſpouſe the Wife he has provided tor you; he by the ſide of a wholeſome Wo- 


man, and procreate your own Progeny in the fear of Heaven. 

VVood. | have no vocation to it, Gervaſe: A Man of ſenſe is not made for 
Marriage ; tis a Game, which none but dull plodding Fellows can play at well; 
and tis as natural to them, as Crimp is to a Dutch-man. 


Ger. Think on't however, Sir; Debauchery is upon its laſt Legs in England : G 
witty Men began the F aſhion and, now the F ops are got into t, tis time to tokens 


it. 
| Beater Aldo. | 
Aldo. Son PVeedall, thou vigorous young Rogue, I congratulate thy good 
Fortune ; thy Man has told me the Adventure of the lralian Merchant. _ 
Food, Well, they are now retir d together, like Rinaldo and Armida, to pri- 


vate dallance; out we ſhall find a time to ſeparate their Loves, and rike in 


betwixt 'em, Daddy : But I hear there's another Lady in the Houle, my Landla- 


dies fair Daughter ; z how came you to leave her out of your Catalogue? 'S 


Aldo. She's pretty, I conteſs, but moſt damnably honelt ; have a care. of her, 
T warn vou, for ſhe's. prying and malicious. 


Hood. A tang of the Mother; but I love to graff on ſuch a Crab. tree; ſhe 


may bear good Fruit another Year. i 
Aldo. No, no, avoid her: I warrant thee, young Alexander, I will provide 


thee more W. orlds to conquer. 


Ger. [ Afide,] My old Maſter wou'd fain paſs for Philip of Macedon, when he 
is little better Fa Sir Pandarus of Troy. 


Hood. If you get this Keeper out of doors, Father, and give me but an op 
portunity 


Aldo. Truſt my diligence; I will {moak him out, as they do Bees, but I will 


make him leave his Honey-comb. 


Ger. LAſide.] If I had a thouſand Sons, none of the Race of the Geruaſes 


ſhou'd ever be educated by thee, thou vile old Satan. 

Aldo. Away, Boy, fix thy Arms, and whet, like the luſty German Boys, before 
2 Charge: he ſhall bolt immediately. | 

VVood. O, fear not the vigorous five and twenty. 


Aldo. Hold, a word firſt : Thou ſaid'ſt my Son was ſhortly to come over. 
Hood. So he told me. 


Aldo. Thou art my Boſom Friend. 
Ger. [ Aſide.] Of an hours acquaintance. 
Aid. Be ſure thou doſt not diſcover my Frailties to the young Scoundrel: 'twere 


enough to make the Boy my Maſter. I muſt keep up the Dignity of old Age 
with him. 


Hood. Keep but your own Counſel, Father; for what ever he 17 muſt 


come from you. | Ala. 


* - 
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The Fad Taser 1 147 
"Ald. The Ye on't is, L ſent for im over; oaths; to | have marri 10 tam nd 

Fe becauſe his villanous Bills came ſo thick upon me, that I grew. weary of 
e Char 

. 22 He fpar'd for nothing; he leid it on, Sir, as 1 have heard. 

PVod. Peace, you lying Rogue, believe me, Sir, bating his neceſſary expences 
of Women, which I know/you wou'd not have him want: in all things elſe, he 
was the belt manager of your allowance; and, tho' I ſay it. 

Ger. [LAſide. Thar ſhou d not ſay ir... 

YVood. The moſt hopeful young Gentleman in Paris. 

Aid. Report ſpeaks otherwiſe. And, before George, ! ſhall read him a Worm- 
wood Lecture, when I fee him. But bark, I hear the door unlock; the Lovers 
are coming out: HI ſtay here, to wheedle him abroad; but you mui Vanith. 

Prod. Like * and the Moon, in the Maids Tragedy: I into Milt; you in- 
to Day. [Ex. W ood. Gerv. 
Euer Limberham and Trickſy. 

Limb. Nay, but dear ſweet honey Pug, forgive me but m once : it may be 
any Man's Caſe, when his deſires are too vehement. 

Trick, Let me alone; I care not. 
Limb. But then thou wilt not love me, Pug. 
Ald. How now Son Limberham 2 there's no quarrel tow ards, hope | 7 * 
Trick, You had beſt tell now, and make your ſelf ridiculous / 
Limb. She's in Pailion : Pray do you moderate this matter, Father Ad. 
Trick. Father Aldo I wonder you are not aſham' d to call him ſo / you may 
| be his Father, if the truth were known. 


4d Before George, 1 ſmell a Rat, Son Limberham 1 doubr, I doubt here has 
been ſome great omiſſion in Love Affairs. 

Limb. I think all the Stars in Heav'n have conſpired my ruin. yl look in 1 my 
Almanack As I hope for Mercy tis croſs day now. 

Trick. Hang your pitiful Excuſes. Tis well known what Offers I have had, 
a what Fortunes I might have made with others, like a Fool as I was, to throw 
away my Youth and Beauty upon you. I could have had a young handfome Lord, 
that offer d me my Coach and Six; beſides many a good Knight and Gentleman, 


that wou'd have parted with their o.] n Ladies, and have ſetled half they had 
upon me. 


Limb. J, you ſaid fo. 5; my 

Trick. 1 faid fo, Sir! who am 12 is not my word as good as yours? 2 0 

Liub. AS mine, Gentlewoman? tho' I ſay it, my Word will £0 for Thou- 
Lands. 

Trick. The more ſhame for you, that you have done no more fo me : But 
I am reſolv'd Pl not loſe. my time with you; III part. 


Limb. Do, who cares? Go to Dog and Bitch- al and Fl your Mother to 
make Footmens Shirts. 


Trick, I defie you, Slanderer;- I defic vou 
Ald. Nay, dear A e l. 5 
Limb. I defie her too. 
Ald. Nay, good Son! W 
| Frick. Let me alone: Vu thus him cad 4, Pa my Footman. 
Enter Saintly. 


Saint. Bleſs us what's here to dot Ny Neighbours will think keep a | Neſt 
of unclean Birds here. 


5 be oy You had beſt preach o. now, and make her Houſe bi thought a Baudy- 
gue} HC 5 


Trick, No, no: pins you are int, you'l ſecure it from that Scandal. Hark 
hither, Mrs. Saintly. 2905 Un hiſpers. 


E Do, tell, tell, no matter for that. 


Saint. Who wou'd have i imagin'd, you had been ſuch a kind of Man, Mr. Lin- 
berham O Heav'n, O Heavn. _ LExit. 


Limb. So, now you have ſpit your Venom, and the Storms over. 
Aldo. [erying.] That I ſhou'd ever live to ſee this day! 


_ Trick, To ſhow I can live honeſt, in  ſpight of all Mankind, [11 go into 4 Nun- 
ber x= and that's my reſolution. 


Limb. Don't hinder her, good Father Aldo ; ; I'm ſure wel come back from 
France, before the gets half way o'er to Calais. 


Ad, Nay, but Son Limberhan, this muſt not be: a word in private. You'll 
never 


8 LIMBEKHAM; ot 


never get ſuch anottier Woman, for Love nor Money Do but look upon 1 her) , 
ſhe's a Miſtreſs for an Emperor. oa 
Limb. Let her be a Miſtreſs for a Pope, like a Whore of Babylon, as ſhe is. 
Ald. Wou'd I were worthy to be a Voung Man, for her fake : ſhe ſhou' d eat 
Pearl, if ſhe wou'd have 'em. 
Limb, She can digeſt 'em, and Gold too.. Let me call you Father Aldo, ſhe 
as the Stomach of an Oſtrich. 
Aldo. Daughter Trickſy, a word with you. 


Trick. VIl hear nothing: I am for a Nunnery. 
Ald. 1 never faw a Woman, before you, but firſt or laſt ſhe wou d be brought 


to Reaſon. Hark you Child, you'll ſcarcely find ſo kind a Keeper : What if he 
has ſome impediment one way 2 > every body is not a Hercules. You ſhall have 
my Son YVoodall, to ſupply his Wants; but as long as he maintains TI be rul : 


by him that bears che Purſe. 


Limb. Singing. 
I my own Jaylor was; my only Fe, 
Who did my liberty forego; 
I was a Pris ner, cauſe I wo d be ſo. 

Ald. Why, look you now, Son Limberham, is this a Song to be ſung at nch 
a time, when I am labouring your Reconcilement : ? Come, Daughter 7. richly, you 
muſt be rul d; Ill be the Peace-maker. 

Trick. No, Im j juſt going. 

Lim, The Devil take me if I call you back. 

Trick. And his Dam take me, if I return, except you :do; -- | 

Ald. So, now you ll part, for a meer Punctilio! Turn to him, Daughter: ſpeak 
to her, Son. Why ſhou'd you be fo refractory both, to bring my gray Hairs 
with Sorrow to the Grave? 

Lim. I'll not be forſworn, I ſwore firſt. 1 VVVVöàwꝗDe 

8 rick. Thou art a forſworn Man however for thou cor t to ove” me cter- 
nally. ; 81 
Lim. Ves, I was ſuch a Fool, to ſwear ſo. 

Ald, And will you have that dreadful Oath lie gnawing on your Conktjence: 2 
Trick. Let him be damn d; and fo fare wel for ever. [ Going, 
Lim. Pug ! 17 
Trick. Did you call, Mr. Lab 5 
Lim. It may be, * it may be, No. 
Trick. Well, 1 am going to the N unnery: but to ſhow I am in Charity, uit 
pray for you. 
Ald. Pray for him ! fie, Daughter, fie ; is that an anſwer for a Chriſtian. ., 
Lim. What did Pug ſay: 2 will ſhe pray for me: Well, to ſhow I am in Charity, 
| ſhe ſhall not pray for me. Come back, Pug. But did I ever think thou cou'd'{t 
have been ſo unkind to have parted with me. LCries. 

Ald. Look you, Daughter, fee how Nature works in him! 5 

Lim. Ill ſettle two hundred a Vear upon thee, becauſe then ſaid t thou wou dl 
pray for me. 

Ald. Before George, Son Limberham, you'll ſpoil all, if you under-bid ſo. Come, 
down with your duſt, Man : what, ſhow a baſe Mind; when a fair Lady's in 
queſtion! _ 

Lim. Well, if I muſt give three wund 

Trick. No, tis no matter; my Thoughts are on a better place. 

Ald. Come, there's no better place than little London. You ſha'not part for 
a Trifle. What, Son Limberham . four hundred a Year's a ſquare Sum, and you 
ſhall give it. : 

Lim, Tis à round Sam 118 1 [ with a FRE a, d Sum wou'd have ſery d 
her turn. Why ſhou'd you be ſo pervicatious now, Pug ? Pray take three hun- 
dred. Nay, rather than part, Pug, it ſhall-be ſo. [She frowns. 

Ald. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo: come, now buſs, and ſeal the bargain. . . 

Trick, [kiſſing him. You ſee what a good-natur' d Fool I am, Mr. Limberham, 
to come back into a wicked World, for love of you. Youll ſee the Wan 
drawn, Father: 

Ald. I; and pay the Lawyer too. Why, this is as it ſhou'd be! Tl be at the 
charge of the reconciling Supper [To her afide.] Daughter, my 
Son Woodall is waiting for 500. Come away, Son Limberham, to the 


Temple. | | oY 2 SITY 3 Nis Soi Þ | "Hy . 
5 a 5 5 Lim. 
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ning — et 


_ RY i 


Lim. With all m. Heart wile ſhe's in a good bumper r. it two colt me a- 
other hundred, if ou d ſtay till Pug were in wrath _ Adieu, {weet Pag. 
[Ex. Aldo. Limb. 

Frick. That he ſhou d be fo ſilly to imagine I wou'd go into a Nunnery *tis 
Iikely ; J have much Nuns Fleſh about me. But here comes my Gn jv? 
Enter Woodall, ot ſeeing bern, „ 

| Word, Now the Wife's return d, and the Daughter too, and 1 hays ew em 
1 and am more diſtracted than before: I Wend enjoy all, and have not yer 
determin d with which I ſhoud begin. "Tis but a kind "of Clergy-coveroalneſ; 
in me, to defire fo many; if I ſtand gaping after Pluralities, one of em is in 
danger to be made a Sine care — (Sees her.) O, Fortune lias qetermin d fof me. 
Tis juſt here, as it is in the World; the Miſtreſs will be ſerv'd before the Wife. 
Trick, How now, vir, are you. rehearſing your e en BY roy {elt, that 
you walk fo penfively 2 ha = 5111 5 5% 30 ft © 


Mood. No faith, Madam, I Was thinkitls of the fir Lady, he at paring bes 
ſpoke ſo cunningly of me all my Eſſences. 
Trick. But there are other Beauties in che Houſe; and: Plhou'd be indpatient of 


a Rival: for [am apt to be partial to my lt, and think 1 deſerve to be or 
before em. 


Mooel. Your Beauty will allow of no competition; and 1 am fure my Love 
cou'd make none. 


Trick, Ves, you have ſeen Mrs. Brainſ ct, ſhe's a Beauty, 


Mood. You mean, I ſuppoſe, the peaking Creature, the tnarry'd Woman, with 
a ſideling Look, as if one Cheek carry'd more byaſs than the other? 
Trick. Yes, and with a high Noſe, as viſible as a Land- mark. 


Mood. With one Cheek blew, the other red: Joſt like the e of Lambeth 
Palace. 


Trick. Nay, bit her Legs, if you cond: ee em 4561 
Mood. She was ſo fooliſh to wear ſhort Petticoats, n end em er They a are 


Pillars, groſs enough to ſupport a larger building; of the Tuſcan Order, by my 
troth. 


Trick. And her little Head, u > pe that 105 Neck, ſhows like a Traitor“ Scull 
upon a Pole. Then, for her | 


Hood. She can have none: there's not room enough fc or a 4 thought to play i in. 

Trick. I think indeed I may ſafely truſt you with wen Charms; and you have 
Jleas'd me with your deſcription of her. 

Mood. 1 wiſh you wou'd give me leave to pleaſe you better but you tranſact 
as gravely with me as a Spaniard ; and are loſing Love, as he does Flanders : you 

conſider, and demur, when the Monarch is up in Arms, and at your Gates. 


Trick. But to yield upon the firſt Summons, ere you have laid a formal 
8 
To Morrow may prove a luckier Day to you. 1 RICE 
Wood. Believe me, Madam, Lovers are not to eruſt | to Morrow: doe may 
die upon our hands, or een be wanting tis beſt ſecuring the preſent 
hour. 


Til. No Love's like Fruit ; It muſt have time to ripha on the Tree ; ; if i it be 
green gather d, twill but wither afterwards- 


Mood. Rather tis like Gun-powder; that which fires quickeſt, is commonly 
the ſtrongeſt, By this burning Kiſs — 

Trick, You Lovers are ſuch froward Children, ever crying for the Breaſt ; and, 
when you have once had ir, fall faſt aſleep in the Nurſes Arms. — And with what 
Face ſhou'd I look upon my Keeper after it? 

Mood. With the fame Face that all Miſtreſſes look upon theirs. come, come. 

Trick. But my Reputation! he | 

Wood. Nay, that's no Argument, if I ſhow'd be ſo baſe to tell; for Women get 


good Fortunes now-a-days, by loſing their Credit, as a cunning Citizen does by 
breaking. | 


Trick. But I'm ſo ſhame-fac'd! Well, but go in, and hide my Bluſkes: Mei- 
Weed, I'll be not long after you; for 1 think I have bilden my bluſhes where 


{ þ 


I ſhall never find em. 


** Trickſy. 9a. Bl a: pd 
Trick. As | ve: Mr. Linkethan and Father Aldo, are © juſt return 4 1 ſaw 
em . 5 My Settlement will 'miſcarry, if Jon are . here: whar ſhall 
ve 8 


2 
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120 TIMBERHAM; - Or, 
Word. E you into your - Bed-Chamber, and leave me to my Fortune. 
Trick. That you ſhou'd be ſo dull ! their ſuſpicion will be as ſtrong full ; for 
what ſhou'd you make here? 
Mood. The curſe on't is too, I bid my Man tell the Family I was gone abroad; 
ſo that if 1 am ſeen you are infallibly diſcoyer'd. Noiſe. 
Trick, Hark, 1 hear em! Here's a Cheſt which I borrow d of Mrs. Pleaſance , 
get uickly into it, and I will lock you up : there's nating 1 in $ but Cloaths of 
 Limberham's, and a Box of Writings. | DOE 
Wood. 1 ſhall be ſmother'd. | | 
Trick. Make haſte, for Heav'n EN they'll quickly be gone, and then 
Hal That * will make a Man venture any thing. | 


* he 


n 


wa [ He goes in, and fie locks the Cheſt. 


Enter 41 and Aldo. 
Lim. Doſt thou not wonder, to ſee me come again ſo quickly, Pug > _ 
| Trick; No, I am prepar d for any. fooliſh freak of yours: I knew 1 wou d 
have a qualm, when you came to Settlement. 333 
Lim. Vour Settlement depends moſt abſolutely. on that Cheſt. 
riet. Father Aldo a word with you, for r n ſake. 
Ald. No, no, Ill not whſper 7 o not ſtand in your own light, but produce 


the Keys, Daughter. 


Lim. Be not muſty, | my pretty St. peter, but produce the Keys; ; I muſt have 


the Writings out that concern thy Settlement. 


Trick, Now I ſee you are ſo reaſonable, I'll thow y you I dare rr your honeſty, 


the Settlement ſhall be defer d till another day. 
Aid. No deferring, in theſe caſes, Daughter. 
Zrick. But I have loſt the Keys. | 
Lim, That's a jeaſt ! let me feel in thy Pocket, the I muſt oblige "VB 
Trick, You ſhall feel no where: I have felt already, and am ſure they are loſt. 
Ad. But feel again, the Lawyer ſtays. 
Trick, Well, to ſatisfie you, I will feel. ———I are not here. Nor here 
| neither. * pulls out her Handherchief, and the Keys drop after it: 
. L imberham takes em up. 


Lim. Look you now, Pug! whey in the right? Well, thou art born to be a | 


lucky Pug, in ſpight of thy ſelf. _ 
Trick. | 4fide.] O, lam ruin'd ! - One word, I beſcech you, Father Aldo. 
Aldo. Not a ſyllable : what's the Devil in you, Daughter ? Open, Son, open. 
Trick, ¶Aloud.] It ſhall not be open'd ; I will have my Will, though 1 loſe my 


Settlement : Wou'd I were within the Cheſt, Iwou d hold it down to ſpight you: 


I fay again, wou d I were within the Cheſt, 1 woud hold it fo faſt, you ſhou d 
not open it: The beſt on't is, there's good Incle on the top of the in- ſide, if he 
have the wit to lay hold on t. 

Lim. | Going to open it.] Before George, I think you have the Devil in a String, 
Pug ; I cannot open it, for the Guts of me. Hictius Docrius“ what's here to do? 
J believe, in my Conſcience, i can Conjure: Marry, God bleſs us all good 
Chriſtians. 

Aldo. Puſh hard, Son, 


Lim. cannot puſh ; [ was never good at uſhing : when I puſh, I think the 


Devil puſhes too. Well, I mult let it alone, for I am a Fumbler. Here, take the 
Keys, Pug. | | 

Trick, | Aſide.) Then alls ſafe again. 

Enter Judith and Gervaſe. 

Jud. Madam, Mrs. Pleaſance has ſent for the Cheſt you borrow'd of her : f 
ſhe has preſent occaſion for it; and has deſir d us to carry it away. 
Lim. Well, that's but reaſon: if ſhe muſt have it, ſhe muſt have it. 
Trick. Tell her, it ſhall be return'd ſome time to day ; ; at preſent we muſt crave 
her pardon, becauſe we have ſome Writings in it, which muſt firſt be taken out, 
when we can open it. 

Lim. Nay, that's but reaſon too: then ſhe muſt not have it. 
Fer. Let me come tot; Ill break i it open, and you may take out your Wir 
_ tings. | 
Lim. That's true: tis but reaſonable it ſhou' d be broken open. 
Trick Then I may be bound to make; good the lols. | 
Lin. Tis unreaſonable. it ſhou'd be broken open. 
Aldo, Before George, Gervaſe and 1 will carry it away; nk a {Sith ſhalt be 
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The Kind Keeper, 121 


THR EY 


ſent for to my Daughter Pleaſance's Chamber, to open it without damage. 
Lim. Why, who ſays againſt it? Let it be carri'd ; I'm all for Reaſon. 
Trick. Hold; I fay it ſhall not ſtir. | 

Aldo. What? every one muſt have their own: Fiat Juſtitia aut ruat Mundus. 
Lim. I, fat Juſtitia, Pug - the muſt * her own ; for Juſtitia is Latin for Ju- 


ſtice, [ Aldo and Gervaſe lift at it. 
Aldo. I think the Devils in't. 


Ger. There's ſomewhat bounces, like him, in't. Tis plaguy heavy; but well 
take tother heave. 


Trick, LL. u Ne hold. wy the Cheſt. Then you ſhall carry me too, Help, murder, 
8 40 [4 confus d aul among em. 
Enter Mrs. Saintly. 

Saint. Verily, [ think all Hell's broke looſe among you. What, a Schiſm in 
my Family! Does this become the Purity of my Houle ? What will the ungodly 
ſay? 

6" FR No matter for the ungodly; - this is all among our ſelves : for, look you, 
the buſineſs is this, Mrs. Pleaſance hath ſent for this ſame Buſineſs here, which 
ſhe lent to Pug; now Pug has ſome private Buſineſles within this Buſineſs, which 
ſhe wou'd take out firſt, and the Buſineſs will not be open d: and this makes all 
the Buſineſs. 

Saint. Verily, I am rais'd up for a Judge amongſt 1 and i fy —- 

Trick. Tl have no judge: it ſhall not go. | 

Aldo. Why Son, why Daughter, why Mrs. Saint); are you all mad? Hear me, 
I am ſober, Jam diſcreet; let a Smith be ſent for hither, let him break open the 

Cheſt; let the things contained be taken out, and the thing coating be re- 
ſtor' d. 


Lim. Now hear me too, for I am ſober and diſcreet; F ather Aldo 1 is an Oracle 
it ſhall be ſo. 

Trick. Well, to ſhow am teafondble; Tam content, Mr. Gervaſe and I will 
tech an Inſtrument from the next Smith; in the mean time, let the Cheſt re- 
main where it now ſtands, and let every one depart the Chamber. 


Lim. That no violence be offer d to the Perſon of the Cheſt in N s ab- 
ſence. 


Aldo. Then this matter is compos 'd. 

Trick. LAſide.] Now I ſhall have leiſure to inſtruct 75 Man, and ſet kink free, 
without diſcovery.” Come, Mr. Gervaſe. Jo [Ex. all but Saintly. 
Saint. There is a certain motion put into my Mind, and it is of good ; I have 
Keys here, which a precious Brother, a devout Blackſmith made me ; and which 
will open any Lock of the ſame bore: verily, it can be no fin to unlock this 
Cheſt therewith, and take from thence the ſpoils of the ungodly. 1 will ſatisfie 
my Conſcience, by giving part thereof to the Hungry, and the Needy ; ſome to 
our Paſtor, that he may prove it lawful ; and ſome I will ſanctifie to By own ule. 


[She unlocks the Cheſt, and Woodall ſtarts up. 
Word. Let me imbrace you, my dear Deliverer ! 


Bleſs us! is it you, Mrs. Saintly 2 | [She Shrieks. 
Saint. ( Shrie ting. Heav'n, of his Mercy! Stop Thief, flop Thief. 
Mood. What will become of me now ? 
Saint. According to thy wickedneſs, ſhall it be done unto thee. Have 1 diſco- 
ver'd thy back-{lidings, thou unfaithful Man! thy Treachery to me ſhall be re- 
warded, verily ; for I will teſtifie againſt thee. 

Wood. Nay, fince you are ſo revengeful, you ſhall ſulſer ville date of the 
diſgrace; if you teſtifie againſt me for Adultery, l ſhall teſtifie againſt you for 
Theft : theres an Eighth for your Seventh. [ Noiſe. 


Saint. Verily, they are er + return to my Embraces, and it ſhall be 
forgiven thee. 


Wood. Thank you, for. your own Gs? Hark! they are coming! cry Thief 
again, and help to fave all yet. 
Saint. Stop Thief, ſtop Thief. TING 
Mood. Thank you for your own fake ; but I fear tis too late. 
Enter Tricky, 'Limberham. 
Trick. LEutring.] The Cheſt open, and Woodall diſcover'd, 1 am tuin d! 
Euter Limb. Why all this ſhrieking, Mrs. Saintly 2 


Wood. [Ruſhing him down.) Stop Thief, ſtop Thief, ſtop Thief ery you merey, 
Gentleman, if I have hurt you, 
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Peal! N 5 „ 
Saint. Above all things, have a care of him your ſelf; ſor ſurely there is 


I will be earneſt, that you may not fall. 


not think me worth a civil Queſtion. 


122 LIMBERHAM: Or, : 


„ 


Saint. As I watched the Cheſt, behold a Viſion ruſhed out of it, on the ſud- 
den; and ] lifted up my Voice, and ſhriek'd, | oe | 
Lim. A Viſion, Landlady ; what, have we Gog and Magog in our Chamber > 

Trick. A Thief, 1 warrant you, who had gotten into the Cheſt. 

Mood. Moſt certainly a Thief: for hearing my Landlady cry out, I flew from 
my Chamber to her help, and met him running down Stairs; and then he turn'd 
back to the Balcone, and lept into the Street. Ty | 

Lim.] thought indeed that ſomething held down the Cheſt, when I would have 
open'd it But my Writings are there ſtill; that's one comfort. Oh 
Seigniora, are you here | 

Mood. Do you ſpeak to me, Sir? To . 

Saint. This is Mr. Woodall, your new Fellow-Lodger. 

Limb. Cry you Mercy, Sir; I durſt have ſworn you cou'd have ſpoken Lingua 


Prauca.— I thought in my Conſcience, Pug, this had been thy Italian Mer- 


chanto. 


better known to you. by 
Lim. Sir, 1 beg your pardon with all my hearto. Before George, I was caught 


again there! But you are ſo very like a paltry Fellow, who came to fell Pug Eſ- 
| ſences this Morning, that one wou d ſwear thoſe Eyes, and that Noſe and Mouth, 


belong'd to that Raſcal. | 


Mood. You muſt pardon me, Sir, if 1 don't much reliſh the cloſe of your Com- 
plement. 5 „ 


Trick, Their Eyes are nothing like: (you'll have a Quarrel.) 

Lim. Not very like, I confelss i] 

Trick, Their Noſe and Mouth are quite different. VV 
Lim. As Pug ſays, they are quite different indeed: but J durſt have ſworn it 


had been he; and therefore once again, I demand your pardono. 


Trick. Come, let us go down; by this time Gervaſe has brought the Smith; 


and then Mrs. Pleaſance may have her Cheſt. Pleaſe you, Sir, to bear us Com- 
pany. 5 1 DIY 55 


Wood. At your Service, Madam. 
Lim. Pray lead the way, Sir. 


Mood. Tis againſt my Will, Sir: but I muſt leave you in poſſeſſion. [Exeunt. 


ACT WL. „ 


Enter Saintly and Pleaſance. 


— 
1 


Pleaſance. 
whiſper nor glote on either of em, but III ring him ſuch a 


Witchcraft betwixt his Lips: he is a Wolf within the Sheepfold ; and therefore 
[_Exit. 

Pleaſ. Why ſhou'd my Mother be ſo-inquiſitive about this Lodger 2 I half ſu- 
ſpect Old Eve her ſelf has a mind to be nibling at the Pippin: he makes Love to 


one of 'em, I am confident; it may be to both ; for methinks I ſhou'd have done 


fo, if I had been a Man; but the damn'd Petticoats have perverted: me to ho- 


neſty, and therefore I have a grudge to him, for the Priviledge of his Sex. He 


Lim. [Riſing] 'Tis a fine time to cry a Man Merey, when you have beaten 5 
his Wind out of his Body. | | 


Mood. Sir, I ſee you miſtake me for ſome other: I ſhoud be happy to be 


4. 


Ever fear it, TIl be a Spy upon his Actions: he ſhall neither 


ſhuns me too, and that vexes me; for though I wou'd deny him, I ſcorn he ſhou'd. 


Re-enter Woodall, with Trickſy, Mrs. Brainſick, Judith, and Mufick. | 


Mrs. Brain, Come, your works, your works ; they ſhall have the approbation 


of Mrs, Pleaſance. 15 W 8 
Trick. No more Apologies: give Judith the words; the ſings at fight. 
Jud. Tl try my Skill. W Pn . 


A SONG 


P 


had 
— 1 —ę— * 


1 IT be Kind K eeper, 


A SONG from the ITALIAN. 

Dr a diſmal Cypreſs lying, 
J Damon cry d, all pale and dying, 

Kind is Death that ends my pain, 
But cruel She I lov'd in vain. 
The Moſſy Fountains 
Murmure my trouble, 
And hollow Mountains 
My groans redouble : e- 
Every Nymph mourns me, 
Thus while I languiſb; 
She only ſcorns me, 
Who causd my anguiſh. 
No Love returning me, but all hope denying ; 
By a diſmal Cypreſs hing, 
Like a Swan, ſo ſung he dying: 
Kind is Death that ends my pain, 
But cruel She I lowd in vain. 


Pleaſ. By theſe languiſhing Eyes, and thoſe Simagres of yours, we are given to 
_ underſtand, Sir, you have a Miſtreſs in this Company: Come, make a free diſ- 
covery which of em your Poetry is to charm; and put the other out of pain. 
Trick. No doubt twas meant to Mrs. Brainſick. e | 
Mrs. Brain. We Wives are deſpicable Creatures: we know it, Madam, when a 
Miſtreſs 1s in preſence. 8 5 N 
Pleaſ. Why this Ceremony betwixt you? Tis a likely proper Fellow, and looks 
as he cou'd People a new Iſſe of Pines. . 5 5 
Mrs. Brain. Twere a work of Charity to convert a fair young Sciſmatick, like 
you, if twere but to gain you to a better Opinion of the Government. 
Pleaſ. If 1am not miſtaken in you two, he has works of Charity enough upon 
his hands already; but tis a willing Soul, Fll warrant him, eager upon the Quarry, 
and as ſharp as a Governour of Covent-Garden. an dg e 
Wood. Sure this is not the Phraſe of your Family: I thought to have found a 
ſanctifi d Siſter ; but I ſuſpect now, Madam, that if your Mother kept a Penſion in 
your Father's time, there might be ſome Gentleman-Lodger in the Houſe ; for | 
humbly conceive, you are of the half-ſtrain at leaſt. F Bm 
Pleaſ. For all the rudeneſs of your Language, I am reſolv'd to know upon 
what Voyage you are bound; your Privateer of Love, you Argiers Man, that 
cruiſe up and down for Prize in the Streights-Mouth ; which of the Veſſels wou'd 
you ſnap now? | „„ 9 N 


Trick. We are both under ſafe Convoy, Madam: a Lover and a Husband. 
Pleaſ. Nay, for your part, you are notably guarded, I confeſs ; but Keepers 
have their Rooks, as well as Gameſters : But they only venture under em, till they 
pick up a Sum, and then puſh for themſelves. Cs 7 

Wood. LAſide.] A Plague of her Suſpicions; they'll ruine me on that ſide. 

Pleaſ. So; let but little Minx go proud, and the Dogs in Covent-Garden have her 
in the Wind immediately: all purſue the Scent | — 

Trick. Not to a Boarding-houſe, I hope! | 
Pleaſ. If they were wite, they would rather go to a Brothel-houſe ; for there 

_ moſt Miſtreſſes have left behind em their Maidenheads, of bleſſed Memory: And 

| thoſe which wou d not go off in that Market, are carri'd about by Bauds, and fold 

at Doors, like ſtale Fleſh in Baskets. Then for your Honeſty, or Juſtneſs, as you 
call it, to your Keepers, your kept Miſtreſs is originally a Punk ; and ler the Cat 
be chang d into a Lady never ſo formally, ſhe ftill retains her natural Property 


of Mouling. 


1 Brain. Vou are very ſharp upon the Miſtreſſes ; but T hope you'll ſpare the 
inks, ien bag e e e e eee 5 
Pleaſ. Yes, as much as your Husbands do, after the firſt Month of Marriage; 
hut you requite their Negligence in Houſhold- Duties, by making them Husbands 
of the firſt Head, e're the Year be over. FN 
Hood, (Aide) She has me there too. 
Pleaſ. And as for you, young Gallant. 
Hood. Hold, I beſeech you, a Truce for me. | 

. * To Pleaſ.. 
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to follow me. 
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LIMBERHAM: Or, 


Pleaſ. In troth I pity you, for you have undertaken a moſt difficult Task, to co- 
zen two Women, who are no Babies irt their Art, if you bring it about, you per- 
form as much as he that cheated the very Lottery. ["'Y by 

Pod. Ladies, I am ſorry this ſhou'd happen to you for my ſake: She's in a 
raging Fit, you ſee ; tis belt withdrawing, till the Spirit of Propheſie has left her. 

Trick. ll take ſhelter in my Chamber —— whither, I hope, he'll have the Grace 


| . | [_Afede. 
Mrs. Brain. And, now I think ont, 1 have ſome Letters to diſpatch. 


* Ex. Trick. and Mrs. Brain. ſeveraſh. 
Pleaſ. Now good John among the Maids, how mean you to beſtow your time 2 


» 


Away, to your Study I adviſe you, invoke your Muſes, and make Madrigals up- 


on Abſence. 5 e 
Pood. 1 wou d go to China or Japan, to be rid of that impetuous Clack of 

yours: Farewel, thou Legion of Tongues in one Woman. 5 Oy 
Pleaſ. Will you not ſtay, Sir ? it may be I have a little buſineſs with you. 
Pod. Ves, the ſecond part of the ſame Tune! Strike by your ſelf, ſweet Larm ; 

you're true Bell-mettal, I warant you. | 


enough 5 but to talk him away too O Tongue, Tongue 1 thou wert given for 2 
Curle to all our Sex! n Tomi an 
ee bt Enter Judith. 

Jud. Madam, your Mother wou'd ſpeak with you. 


Plea. I will not come: I'm mad, I think , I come immediately. Well, I'll go 


in, and vent my Paſlion by railing at them, and him too. | Exit. 
Jud. You may enter in ſafety, Sir, the Enemy's march d off. 
Re-enter Woodall. 1 


V poodl. Nothing but the love I bear thy Miſtreſs cou d keep me in the Houſe with 


ſuch a Fury. When will the bright Nymph appear ? 
Jud, Immediately : I hear her coming. | | 
VYood, That I coud find her coming, Mrs. Judith! 
FEE Tn Enter Mrs. Brainſick. 
You have made me languiſh in expectation, Madam. Was it nothing, do you 
think, to be ſo near a-Happineſs, with violent deſires, and to be delay de 


Mrs. Brain. Is it nothing, do yo think, for a Woman of Honour, to overcome 


the Ties of Vertue and Reputation; to do that for you, which I thought I ſhou d 
never have ventur d for the ſake of any Man? | 
VVood. But my comfort is, that Love has overcome. Your Honour is, in other 
Words, but your good Repute; and tis my part to take care of that: For the 
Fountain of a Womans Honour is in the Lover, as that of the Subject is in the 
 Kiog. ns 


know where our Subjection lies. 
Vood. But cannot I be yours without a Prieſt > They were cunning People, 
doubtleſs, who began that Trade ; to have a double Hank upon us, for two 
Worlds : That no Pleaſure here or hereafter ſhoud be had, without a Bribe to 
5 e N 1 25 
Mrs. Brain, Well, Tm reſolvd, Fll read, againſt the next time I ſee you; for, 
the truth is, | am not very well prepar d with Arguments for Marriage; mean 
while farewel. 5 . Ws 
Mood. I ſtand corrected; you have reaſon indeed to go, if I can uſe my time 
no better: We'll withdraw, if you pleaſe, and diſpute the reſt within. 
Mrs. Brain, Perhaps I meant not lo. eee 
Wood. I underſtand your meaning at your Eyes. You'll watch, Judith 2 


Mrs. Brain. Nay, if that were all, expect not my Husband till to Morrow: 


The truth is, he's ſo odly humour'd, that, if I were ill- inclin d, it wou'd half ju- 


ſtifie a Woman: He's ſuch a kind of Man. 


Wood. Or, if he benot, we'll make him ſuch a kind of Man. 

Mrs. Brain. So Fantaſtical, ſo Muſical, his Talk all Rapture, and half Non- 
ſence: Like a Clock out of order, ſer him a going, and he ſtrikes eternally. Be- 
ſides, he thinks me ſuch a Fool, that I cou'd half reſolve to revenge my ſelf, in 
juſtification of my Wit. 


Wood. Come, come, no half reſolutions among Lovers; I'll hear no more of him, 


till I have reveng'd you fully. Go out, and watch Judith. 
| L Exit Judith. 


* 


\ Mrs. 


2 Exit. 
Pleaſ. This Spightfulneſs of mine will be my ruin: To rail them off, 8. well 


Mrs. Brain, You had concluded well, if you had been my Husband: you 


* i 
bk A * 
. 


X p 4 52 4 Is : — I 75 r PP 5 v2 hr . . 
8 . RO 8 4&5 Wo „ NS SET SR I WR wE A 4 3 . 
, 3 Ca S SE TINC" Th % &.$- yi o 3 . [a 3 
E N e af] 2 n . - > a 
SW ST ET IE TTV . 
6 Foe og og NF oe 8 . ak EROS NES, WAGE IT YI nh U ” * SI EY 0 a 


"Th Kind Keeper. Tia 125 


Mrs. Brain. Fer, 1 cou ſay, f in my defence, that my Friends married me to 

him againſt my W 

Mood. Then wha T s put your Yrlchds too into the Quarrel : it ſhall go hard, 

but mW give you a Revenge for them. WES, | 
Enter Judith again, haſtily. 

How now 2 what's the matter 

Mrs. Brain. Can ſt thou not ſpeak > haſt thou ſeen a Ghoſt: ? 
ſigns Horns! that muſt be for my Husband : He's return'd. 

| [Judith Jooks ghaſtly, and figns Horns. 

Jud. 1 wou'd have told you fo, if I cou'd have ſpoken for fear. 

Mrs. Brain. Hark, a knocking ! what ſhall we do: [ Knocking.) There's no 
dallying in this caſe: here you muſt not be found, that's certain; but Judith 
| hath a Chamber within mine ; haſte quickly thither; III ſecure the reſt. 

Jud. Follow me, Sir. [Ex. Woodall, Judith. 

W noc ing again. She opens : Enter Brainfick. 

Brain. What s$ the matter, Gentlewoman ? am I excluded from my own Fortreſs; 
and by the way of Barricado 2 Am I to dance Attendance at the Door, as if I were 
ſome baſe Plebeian Groom? Ill have you know, that when my Foot aſſaults, the 
Lightning and the Thunder are not fo terrible as the ſtrokes: Brazen Gates {hall 
tremble, and Bolts of Adamant diſmount from off their Hinges, to admit me. 
Mrs. Brain, Who wou'd have thought that none Dear wou d have come ſo ſoon 2 
I was een lying down on my Bed, and dreaming of him: Tum a'me, and buſs, 
poor Dear, piddee buſs. 

Brain. I nauſeate theſe fooliſh Feats of Love. 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, but why ſhou'd he be fo fretful now 2 and knows I . on 
him; to leave a poor Dear ſo long without him, and then come home in an an- 
ory humour! indeed I'll ky. 

Brain, Prithee leave thy fullome fondneks ; © Þ have ſurfeited on Conjugal Em- 
braces. 
Mrs. Brain. I thought ſo; fome light Houſwife as bewitch' 4 him from me: 1 
was a little Fool, fo I was, 0 leave a Dear behind at Barnet, when 1 knew the 
Women wou'd run mad for him. 

Brain. I have a luſcious Air forming, like a Pallas, in my . and now 
thou com'ſt a-croſs my Fancy, to diſturb the rich Idea” Ss, with the yellow Jaundies 
of thy Jealouſie. [ Noiſe within, 
Hark: what Noiſe is that within, chic Judith's Bed 1 

Mrs. Brain | believe, Dear, he” s making it. Wou'd the Fool wou d go. 

Brain. Hark again! 

Mrs. Brain. | Afide.} 1 have a diſmal apprehenſion | in my Head, that he's giving 
my Maid a caſt of his Office in my ſtead. O, how it ſtings me! 


{ Woodall ſneezes. 

Brain. Tl enter, and find the reaſon of this Tumult. 

Mrs. Brain. [bolding him.) Not for the World: there may be a Thief there; - 

and ſhou'd I put none Dear in danger of his Life: What ſhall I do : be- 

twixt the Jealouſie of my Love, and fear of this Fool, I am diſtracted: I muſt 
not venture 'em together, what « eer comes on 'T. Why, t 1 ſay . Come 
forth, Damſel. 

Wood. [within.] The danger s over: Iman come out ſafely. 

Jud. [within.) Are you mad? you ſha not. 

Mrs. Brain. | Afide. } So, now I'm ruin'd unavoidably. 

Brain. Who-e'er thou art, I have pronounc'd thy Doom; the dreadful Brainfick 
bears his brawny Arm in tearing terror ; e Queens in vain ſnou d beg thy 
being. — Sa, fa, there. 

Mrs. Brain. IAfde.] Tho' I believe he dares not venture in; yet I muſt not put 
it to the tryal. Why Judith, come out, come out, Huſwife. 
| Euter Judith trembling. 

What Villain have you hid within: 

: Jud. O Lord, Madam, what ſhall I fay? 

Mrs. Brain. How ſhou'd 1 know what you ſhou'd ſay > Mr. Brainfick has heard 
a Man's Voice within; if you know what he makes there, confeſs the truth; lam 
almoſt dead with fear, and he ſtands ſhaking. 

Brain, Terror, I! [ tis Indignation ſhakes me. With this Sabre III ſlice 


Gibbr. as Atoms ; ; he ball” 0 doonr'd' by” the e) age and damn'd upon the 
; | 
| | 7 4 


As I live, ſhe 


inconſiſtent. 


126 LIM BE RH A AA; Or, 
Jud. Thneeling J My Maſter's: ſo outragious,, ſweet PTY do you intercade 
for me, and FIl tell you all in private. hen If TBF it is a Thief, hell call 
up help; : I know not what o'th' ſudden to invent. 
Mrs. Brain. Let me alone. And is this all? why, wou d you not confeſs it 
before, Judith when you know I am an indulgent Miſtreſs. [Laughs. 
Brain. What has ſhe confeſs'd ? 
Mrs. Brain. A venial Love-Treſpaſs, Dear: Tis a Sweetheart of hers; one that 
is to marry her; and ſhe was unwilling I ſhou'd know it, ſo ſhe hid him in her 


Chamber, 


Enter Aldo. 
Aldo. What's che matter tro? what in Martial poſture, Son Brainfick > | 
Jud. Pray, Father Aldo, do you beg my pardon of my Maſter : I have com- 
mitted a Fault; I have hidden a Gentleman in my Chamber, who i 15 to marry me 
withour his Friends conſent, and therefore came in private to me. 
Aldo. That thou ſhoud ft think to keep this ſecret! why, I know it as well as 
he that made thee. 
Mrs. Brain. ¶ Aſide.] Heav'n be prais d for this Knower of all things : : Now will 
he lie three or four rapping Voluntiers, rather than be thought ignorant in any 
thing. 
Brain. Do you know his Friends, Father 4ldo> .) 
Aldo. Know em! I think 1 do. His Mother was an Arch-Deacon's Daughter ; ; 
as honeſt a Woman as ever broke Bread: She and 1 have been Cater-Coulins i in 
our Youth ; we have tumbled together between a pair of Sheets, ifaith. _ 
Brain. An honeſt Woman, and yet you two nave tumbled . thoſe are 


Aldo. No matter for that. 

Mrs. Brain. He blunders ; I muſt help him. 1 warrant "Twas before Marriage, 
that you were ſo great. ? 

Aldo. Before George, and ſo it was: for ſhe had the prettieſt black Mole upon her 
left Ancle, it does me good to think on't ! His Father was Squire what d'you call 
him, of what d you call em Shire. What think you, little Judith, do I know 

| him nw? 

Jud. | ſuppoſe you may be miſtaken my Servant 0 Father i is Nacht of Ham- 

hire. 

Aldo. I meant of Hamſpire. But that I ſhou'd forget he was a Knight, when 
I got him Knighted at the King's coming in |! Two fat Bucks, I am ſure, he ſent 
me. 1 | | | 

| Brain, And what's VT Name ? 

Aldo. Nay, for that, vou muſt excuſe me; I muſt not diſcloſe little Judith's 

- Secrets, 

Mrs. Brain, Ali this while the poor Gentleman is left in pain : we muſt let | 
him out in ſecret ; for I believe the young :F ellow 1 is ſo baſhful, he would not wil- 
lingly:: be ſeen. 

Jud. The beſt way will be for F ather Aldo to lend me the Key of his Door, 
which opens into my Chamber; and ſo I can convey him out. 

Aldo. [Giving her a Hey.) Do ſo, Daughter. Not a word of my familiarity 
with his Mother, to prevent blood-ſhed betwixt us: but I have te Name down 
in my Almanach, I warrant ger. NY”, 

Jad. What, kiſs and tell, Father Aldo; Fils and tell! | 2 

Mrs. Brain, Ill go and pas an hour with Mrs. 7; rickſy. _ LExw, 

Euter Limberham. 1 98 

Brain. What, the luſty Lover Limberham ! 

Enter Woodall at another door. 1 

Aldo. O here's a Mounſieur, new come over, and a F ellow-lodger J muſt en- 
dear you two to one another. 

Brain. Sir, tis my extream ambition to be better known to you: you come 
out of the Country ] adore. And how does the dear Battiſt2, Ilong for ſome of 
his new C e Le the laſt Opera. A prop / [ have had the moſt happy 
Invention this Morning, and a Tune trouling in my Head; I riſe immediately in 
my Night-Gown and Slippers,. down put the Notes ſlap daſh, made words to em 
like Lightning : and I warrant you have 'em at the Circle in the Evening. 2 

Wood. All were compleat, Sir, if S. Audre wou'd make 45 $10.20,-- oi 

Brain, Nay, thanks to my Genius, that care's over: you thall (ee, you ſhall ſee, 
But fir the Ar. (Sings J Is't not * fine 2 Ha, Meſſieurs “ nog 
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Lim. The cloſe of i it is the molt viding I ever heard! 

Brain. I dwell not on your Commendations. What oo you, Sir 2 [To Wood, J 
Ist not admirable 2 Do you enter into t? 

Wood. Moſt delicate Cadence! | 

Brain. Gad, 1 think ſo, without vanity. Bartiſ and I have but one Soul. But 
the cloſe, the cloſe! '[ Sings it thrice over.] I have words too upon the Air; bur 
I am naturally ſo baſhful ! 

Wood. Will you oblige me, Sir ? 

Brain. You might command me, Sir ; for I ſing too en Cavalier : but 

Lim. But you wou'd be intreated, and ſay, Nolo, nolo, nolo, three times, like any 
Biſhop, when your Mouth waters at the Dioceſs. 

Brain. | have no Voice ; but, ſince this Gentleman commands me, let the words 
commend themſelves. [_Sings. 

My Phillis 7s Charming,- . 

Lim. But why, of all Names, wou d you chuſe- a Phillis > There have been ſo 
many Phillis's in Songs, I thought there had not been another left, for Love or 
Mone 

Brain If a Man ſhou'd liſten to a Fop! 1 [ Sings. 

My Phillis | | 

Aldo. Before George, 1 am on tother ſide: 17 think, as good no Song, as no 
Phillis. 

Brain. Yet again! My Phillis— 

Lim. Pray, tor my ſake, let it be your Clors. : | 

Brain. ( Looking ſcornfully at him.] My Phillis — [ Sings, 

Lim, You had as good call her your Succuba. | 
Brain. Morbleau ! will you not give me leave? I am full of Phillis. Sings. 

Y Phillis — = 

Lin. Nay, I confeſs, Phillis is a very pretty Name. 

Brain. Diable! Now I will not ſing, to ſpight you. By the world, you are not 
worthy of it. Well, I have a Gentleman's Fortune, I have Courage, and make 
no inconſiderable Figure in the World: yet I wou d quit my pretenſions to all 
mk 7 25 than not be Author of this Sonnet, which your rudeneſs has irrevo- 
. Some fooliſh French quelque choſe, I warrant you. 

Brain. Aeelque choſe ! O Ignorance, in ſupream perfection] he means a kek 
oſe. 
4 Lim. Why, a kek ſhooes let it be then! And a tet ſbooes for you Song. 

Brain, | give to the Devil ſuch a Judge: well, were I to be born again, I wou d 
as ſoon be the Elephant as a Wit; he's leſs a Monſter i in this Age of TO: [ 
cou'd burn my Sonnet out of rage. | 

Lim. You may uſe your pleafure with your own. 

Hoe, His Friends wou'd not ſuffer him: Virgil was not permitted to burn os 
Eneids. 

Brain. Dear Sir, Il! not die incratefal for your approbation i [_ Afide to Woodall. 
You ſee this Fellow 2 he's an Aſs already; he has a handſome Miſtreſs, and you 
ſhall make an Oxe of him ere long. 

Mood. Say no more, it ſhall be done. 

LCim. Hark you, Mr. Woodall ; this Fool Brainfick grows inſupportable ; he's a 
128 Nuſance; but I ſcorn to ſet my wit againſt him : he has a pretty Wife: 
ſay no more, but if you do not graff him 

Ipod. A word to the wiſe: 1 ſhall conſider him, for your lake. 

Lim, Pray do, Sir, conſider him much. 1 

Mood. Much is the word.— This fewd makes well for me. [Afide. 

Brain, | t0 Wood.] Il give you the opportunity, and rid you of him Come 
away, little Limberham ; you, and I, and Father Aldo, will take a turn together 
in the Square. 

Aldo. We'll follow you immediately. 

Lim, Yes, we'll come after you, Bully Brainfik : but hope you will not Gow 
upon us there, 

Brain, If you fear that, Bilbo ſhall be left behind. 

Lim. Nay, nay, leave but your Madrigal behind: draw not that upon us, and 

tis no matter for your Sword. pcs [Exit Brainſick. 


| [Sings. 1 / 


Euter 
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Enter Irickly, and Mrs. Brainſick, with a Note for: nn 

Voodl. LIV de.] Both together! either of em apart had been my buſineſs; dur 
I ſhall ncer play well at this Three-hand Gama. 8 

Lim. O, Pug, how have you been paſſing your tine: 

Trick. 1 have been looking over the laſt Preſent of Orange-Gloves you made: me; 
and methinks I do not like the Scent.- O ROW Mir. Woodal, did IM bring 
thoſe you wear from Paris ? 

Wood. Mine are Roman, Madam. | 
Tonk The ſcent I love, of all the World. Pray let me "I em. 
Mrs. Brain. Nay, not both, good Mrs. Trickſy ; for | love that ſcent as well as 
Ou. 
a Mood. [Pulling em off, and giving each one. ] I ſhall find two Dozen more of Wo 
mens Gloves among my Tritles, it you pleaſe to accept 'em Ladies. 
Trick. Look tot; we ſhall expect em. Now to put in my Billet douzx / 
Mrs. Brain. So, now I have the opportunity to thrult in my Note. 

Trick. Here, Sir, take your Glove again; the Perfume s too ſtrong for me. 

Mrs. Brain. Pray take the other to't ; though I ſhoud have kept it for a Pawn, 

[ Mrs. Brainfick s Note falls out, Lim. takes it up, 

Lim. What have we here 2 For Mr. Woodall, _ 

Both Women. Hold, hold, Mr. Limberham, *['They ſnatch ww. 

Aldo. Before George, Son Limberham, you ſhall read it. | 

Wood. By your favour, Sir, but he muſt not. 

Trick, He'll know my hand, and I am ruin'd! 
Mrs. Brain, Oh, my; misfortune! Mr. Woodal,, will you ſuffer your Secrets to 


— be diſcoverd? 
Wood. It belongs to one of em that's certain. =- Mr. Limberham, | muſt de 
Fig you to reſtore this Letter; tis from my Miſtreſs. 

Trick. The Devil's in him; will he confeſs? 

Mood. This Paper was ſent me from her this Morning ; and I was fo fond of it, 
that. I left it in my Glove: if one of the Ladies had found it there, | oy d have | 
been laugh'd at moſt unmercifully. 

Mrs. Brain. That's well come off! 

Lim. My Heart was at my Mouth, for fear it had been Pug's — C4 de. 
There 'tis again. Hold, hold; pray let me ſee t once more : A Miſtreſs, 191 

ou? 

: Aldo. Yes, a Miſreks Sir. rl be his Voucher; he Sg a Miſtreſs, and a fair 
one too. 

Lim. Do you know it, Father Aldo? 

Aldo. Know it! I know the Match is as good as as already : Old VPoodall 
and J, are all one. You, Son, were ſent for over on purpoſe; the Articles for 

her Jointure are all concluded, and a Friend of mine drew em. 

Lim. Nay, if Father Aldo knows it, I am ſatisfi d. 

Aldo. But how came you LY this Letter, Son YVoodal! ? let me examine you. 

Mood. Came by it! ( Pox, he has uon Plus d me! ) How do you ſay I came 
by it, Father Aldo? 

Aldo. Why, theres it, now. This Morning 1 met Bd Miſtreſſes Father, 
Mr. you know who------ _ > | = 5 

Mood. Mr. Who, Sir 2 

Aldo. Nay, you ſhall excuſe me for that; but we are intimate: his Name be- 
Sins with ſome Vowel or Conſonant, no matter which ; well, her Father gave me 
this very Numerical Letter, ſuperſerib'd, For Mr, Woodall. 

Lim. Betore George, and ſo it is. 3 

Aldo. Carry me this Letter, quoth he, to your Son Y Podall; tis from my 
Daughter ſuch a one, and then whiſper'd me her Name. Me” 

YVood. Let me ſee; Tl read it once again. 

Lim, What, are you not acquainted with the Contents of it? 

VVood. O, your true Lover will read you over a Letter, from his Miſtrek, ry 
thouſand times. 

Trick. 1, two thouſand, if he be in the humour. 

VVood. Two thouſand ! then it muſt 'be hers. [ Reads to himſelf. 1— - Away, to 
your Chamber immediately, and I'll give my Fool the ſlip-------- ( The Fool! chat 
may be either the Keeper, or the Husband ; but commonly the Keeper is the 
greater. Humh! without Subſcription! it muſt be Trickſy.) T 1225 Aldo, * 
rid me of this Coxcomb. 4d 

0. 
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"Aldo. Come, Son erer, we let our Friend Wager walk too o long alone : 
ſhall we follow him? We muſt make haſte; for 1 expect a whole Beavy of Whores, 
a Chamber full of Temptation this Afternoon: tis my Day of Audience. 

Lim. Mr. Woodal, we leave you here, you remember? 
[ Exeunt Limberham; Aldo. 


Word. Let me alone. Ladies, your Servant; I have a little private buſineſs 
with a Friend of mine. 


Mrs. Brain. Meaning me. Wl. Sir your Servant. BIS 
Trick. Your Servant, till we meet again. | [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE II. Mr. Woodall' Chamber. 
Mrs. Brainſick alone, 

fin Broth. My Note has taken as I wiſhd : he will be here immediately. If 
1 could but reſolve to loſe no time, out of modeſty; but tis his. part to be violent, 
for both our Credits. Never ſo little force and ruffling, and a poor weak Wo- 
man is excus d. [Noj/e.] Hark, I hear him coming. Ah me! the ſteps beat 
double: he comes not alone : If it ſhou'd be my Husband with him! where ſhall 
I hide my {elf > I ſee no other place, but under his Bed: 1 muſt lie as ſilently, as 
my fear will ſuffer me. Heav n ſend me ſafe again to my own Chamber. 

CE fe under the Bed. 
e N Enter Woodall and Trickſy. ; 
Wood. Well, Fortune at the laſt is favourable, and now you are my Priſoner. 


Trick. After a quarter of an hour, I ſuppoſe, 1 ſhall have my liberty upon eaſie 
terms. But pray lets parly a little firſt, 0 

Wood. Let it be upon the Bed then. Pleaſe you to ſit 2 

Trick. No matter where : I am never the nearer to your wicked pile: But 
you Men are commonly great Comedians in Love- matters; therefore you muſt 
(wear, in the firſt place 

Wood. Nay, no Conditions: the Fortreſs is reduc d to extremity; and you muſt 
Meld upon diſcretion, or I Storm. 


Trick. Never to love any other Woman. 
Hool. 1 Kiſs the Book upon't. 


[ Kiſſes her. Aus Brain. pinches him from underneath the Bed. 
Oh, are you at your Love-tricks already: 2 If 8 pinch me thus I ſhall bite Your 
Lip. GI : 
Trick, 1 did not pinch you : but you are apt, I ſee, to take any occufinn of 
gathering up more cloſe to me. Next, you ſhall not ſo much as look on Mrs. 
Braiuſick, 


Mood. Have you done? cheſs Covenants are ſo tedious ! 
Trick, Nay, but {wear then. 


Mood. ] do promiſe, I do ſwear, I do any thing Mrs. Bain runs a Pin into him. 
Oh, the Devil! what do you mean to run Pins into me? this 1 is perfect Gutier- 
wauling. bnd — - 

Trick. You fancy al this ; I would not hurt you for che World. Come, you | 
ſhall ſee how well 1 love you. [Ales him. Mrs. DRE pricks her 
Oh! I think you have Needles growing in your Bed. [Both oy up. 
Wood. Til fee what's the matter in't. HL 
Saint, I Mithin] Mr. Woodall, where are you, nelly 33 
Mood. Pox verily her; tis my Landlady: here, hide your al behind the Cur- 
tains, while I run to the Door to ſtop her entry. 

Trick. Neal has no Law; I muſt be patient. 


| She gets into the Bed, and draus the Chaths over her, 
Eͤuter Saintly: | 
Ser In ſadneſs, 8 I can hold no longer: 1 will not keep your: 
wicked Counſel, how you were tock'd up in the Cheſt ; for it lies heavy upon my 
Conſcience, and out it muſt, and ſhall, y 


Mood. You may tell; but wholl believe you? where O your witneſs ? 
Saint. Verily, Heav'n is my witneſs. 


Mood. That's your witneſs too that you wou 4 Rave allur'd me to chen, | 
have ſedu'd a a Hopeful young! Man, as Tome vou, You q have intic d Youth : mark 
Saint. | care not; my ſingle Kriege is enough. to Mr. alba; he will be- 


lieve me, that thou burn ſt in 3 Luſt to his beloved: So. thou (halt be an 
out-caſt from my Family. Ot: ine 7 
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Wood. Then will 1 go to the Elders of thy Church, and lay thee open before 


them, that thou did'ſt Feloniouſly unlock that Cheſt, with wicked Intentions of 


purloining : ſo thou ſhalt be Excommunicated from the Congregation, thou Jeze- 
bel, and deliver'd over to Satan. 


, 


Saint, Verily, our Teacher will not Excommunicate me, for taking the Spoils 


of the Ungodly, to cloath him ; for it is a judg'd Caſe amongſt us, that a marri'd 
Woman may ſteal from her Husband, to relieve a Brother, But yet thou mayſſt 
attone this difference betwixt us; verily, thou may ſt. 


Word. Now thou art tempting me again. Well, if I had not the gift of Con- 


tinency, what might become of me? N 

Saint. The means have been offered thee, and thou haſt kicked with the Heel: 
Iwill go immediately to the Tabernacle of Mr. Limberham, and diſcover thee, O 
thou Serpent, in thy crooked Paths. 5 ; [ Going, 

Mood. Hold, good Landlady, not ſo faſt ; let me have time to conſider ont; l 
may mollifie, for Fleſh is frail, An hour or two hence we will confer together 
upon the Premiſes. 1 "= 
Saint. Oh, on the ſudden, I feel my ſelf exceeding ſick! Oh! oh! 


VYood. Get you quickly to your Cloſet, and fall to your Mirabilis ; this is no 


place for ſick People. Be gone, be gone. 
Saint. Verily, 1 can go no fung 5 
Ipod. But you ſhall, verily : I will thruſt you down, out of pure pity. 
Saint. Oh, my Eyes grow dim! my Heart quops, and my back aketh ! here 1 
will lay me down, and reſt me. . 


[ Throws her ſelf ſuddenly down "ou the Bed; Trickſy ſhrieks, and riſes : 


Mrs. Brainſick riſes from under the Bed in a fright. 
VVood. So! here's a fine buſineſs! my whole Serag/zo up in Arms! 


Saint. So, ſo ; if Providence had not ſent me hither, what Folly had been this 


Day committed! 


Trick, Oh the Old Woman in the Oven! we both over-heard your pious Docu- 


ments: did we not, Mrs. Brainfick 2 ET 5 88 
Mrs. Brain. Ves, we did over-hear her, and we will both teſtifie againſt her. 
YVood. I have nothing to ſay for her. Nay, I told her her own; you can both 


bear me witneſs. If a ſober Man cannot be quiet in his own Chamber for her 


Trick. For, you know, Sir, when Mrs. Brainfick and I over-heard her coming, 


having been before acquainted with her wicked purpoſe, we both agreed to trap 


her in it. „„ N 
Mrs. Brain. And now ſhe wou'd ſcape her ſelf, by accuſing us! but let us both 
conclude to caſt an Infamy upon her Houſe, and leave it. Be 
Saint, Sweet Mr. FVYeoodall intercede for me or I ſhall be ruin'd. 


YVoed. Well, for once, I'll be good-natur'd, and try my Intereſt. Pray, Ladies, 


for my fake, let this buſineſs go no farther. | 
Trick. and Mrs. Brain. You may command us. 7 
 VVood. For, look you, the offence was properly to my Perſon ; and Charity has 


taught me to forgive my Enemies. I hope, Miſtreſs Sain:ly, this will be a warn- 


ing to you, to amend your Life: I ſpeak like a Chriſtian, as one that tenders 
the welfare of your Soul. . bo W bat. 
Saint. Verily, I will conſider. | ; 
YVood. Why, that's well ſaid. —- [4/ide.] Gad, and ſo muſt I too; for my 
People is diſſatisfi d, and my Government in danger: but this is no place for 
Meditation. Ladies, I wait on you. | 11 Exeunt. 


NN 


Enter Aldo, Geoffery. 3 


— . 


Ty 


Aldo. Iſpatch, Geoffery, diſpatch : the out-lying Punks will be upon us, ere 


J am in a readineſs to give Audience. Is the Office well provided. 


Geoff. The Stores are very low, Sir: ſome Dozly Petticoats, and Mantos we 
have; and half a dozen pair of lac'd Shooes, bought from Court at ſecond hand. 


Aldo. Before George, there's not enough to rig out a Mournival of Whores: 


they'll think me grown a meer Curmudgeon. Mercy an me, how will this glo- 


rious Trade be carri'd on, with ſuch a miſerable Stock! ky 
Geoff. IJ hear a Coach already ſtopping at the door. ; 


Aldo. Well, ſomewhat in ornament for the Body, ſomewhat in counſel for 


the 
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the Mind; one thing mull help out another, in this bad World: Whoritig muſt 
go on. | | A 


Pa: . 2 


Enter Mrs. Overdon, and her Daughter Pru. 

Mrs. Over. Ask bleſſing, Pru : he's the beſt Father you ever had. 

Aldo. Bleſs thee, and make thee a ſubſtantial thriving Whore. Have your Mo- 

ther in your Eye, Pru ; 'tis good to follow good example : How old are you, Pra + 

hold up your Head, Child. | 
Pru. Going o'my ſixteen, Father Aldo. De. 
Aldo. And you have been initiated but theſe two Years : loſs of time, loſs of 

precious time. Mrs. Overdon, how much have you made of Pre, ſince ſhe has 

been Man's meat ? | W 


Mrs. Over. A very ſmall matter, by my troth ; conſidering the Charges I have 


been at in her Education: poor Pru was born under an unlucky Planet; I de- 


ſpair of a Coach for her. Her firſt Maidenhead brought me in but little : the wea- 
ther-beaten old Knight that bought her of me, beat down the price ſo low; 1 
held her at an hundred Guinnies, and he bid ten; and higher than thirty he wou'd 


not riſe. 


Aldo. Alpox of his unlucky handfel : he can but fumble, and will not pay neither. 
Pru. Hang him; I cou'd never endure him, Father: he's the filthi ſt old Goat; 
and then he comes every day to our Houſe, and eats out his thirty Guinnies ; and 
at three Months end he threw me off. TE ADS, „ 
Mrs. Over. And ſince then, the poor Child has dwindled, and dwindled away: 
her next Maidenhead brought me but ten; and from ten ſhe fell to five; and at 
laſt to a ſingle Guinny : ſhe has no luck to keeping; they all leave her, the more 
my ſorrow. 8 1309 ) 
Aldo. We muſt get her a Husband then in the City; they bite rarely at a ſtale 


Whore at this end o'th* Town, new furbiſh'd up in a taudry Manto. 
VMlrs. Over. No: pray let her try her Fortune a little longer in the World firſt : 
by my troth, I ſhou'd be loth to be at all this Coſt, in her French, and her Sing- 


ing, to have her thrown away upon a Husband. _ . 
Aldo. Before George, there can come no good of your Swearing, Mrs. Overdon - 
Say your Prayers, Pru, and go duly to Church o Sundays, you'll thrive the better 


all the Week. Come, have a good Heart, Child ; I'll keep thee my ſelf: thou 
ſhalt do my little buſineſs; and I'll find thee an able young Fellow to do thine. 


1 7 Enter Mrs. Pad. oh BY 
Daughter Pad; you are welcome: what, you have perſorm'd the laſt Chriſti- 


an Office to your Keeper; I ſaw you follow him up the heavy Hill to Tyburr. 


Have you had never a bufineſs ſince his death? 3 | 
Mrs. Pad. No indeed, Father; never ſince Execution-day : the Night before, 


we lay together moſt lovingly in Newgate : and the next Morning he lift up his 
Eyes, and prepar'd his Soul with a Prayer, while one might tell Twenty; and 


then mounted the Cart as merrily, as if he had been going tor a Purſe. 


Aldo. You are a ſorrowful Widow, Daughter Pad; but Til take care of you: 
Geoffery, ſee her rigg'd out immediately for a new Voyage: Look in Figure 9. 
in the upper Drawer, and give her out the flower d Juſlacorps, with the Petticoat 
belonging to't. OY ET Te 9, en gt 

Mrs. Pad. Cou'd you not help to prefer me, Father? | 


Aldo. Let me fee ! let me ſee! Betore George I have it, and it comes as pat too! 


So me to the very Judge that ſate upon him; tis an amorous, impotent, old Magi- 
ſtrate, and keeps admirably : I faw him leer upon you from the Bench: he'll tell 


you what's ſweeter than Strawberries and Cream, before you part. 


5 7 * 
Blooding; 


Rogue ſtarves me t 


Enter Mrs. Termagant. 

Mrs. Term. O Father, I think I ſhall go mad. 3 
Aldo. You are of the violenteſt Temper, Daughter Termagant / when had you 
Mrs. Term, The laſt 1 had was with young Caſter, that Son of -a Whore Game- 

ſter: he brought me to Taverns; to draw in young Cullies, while he bubbled em 

at Play: and when he had pick d up a conſiderable Sum, and ſhou'd divide, the 

Cheating Dog wou d fink my ſhare, and ſwear, Dam him, he won nothing. 
Aldo. Unconſcionable Villain, to cozen you in your own Calling 

Mrs. Term. VVhen he loſes upon the ſquare, he comes home Zoundzing and 

rſt beats me unmercifully, and then (queezes me to the laſt Penny: 

he has us d me ſo, that Gad forgive me, I cou d almoſt forſwear my Trade: The 
oo: he made me keep Lent laſt Year till Whitfontide, and out- 
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iþ Wood. Then will 1 go to the Elders of thy Church, and lay thee open before 
1 them, that thou did'ſt Feloniouſly unlock that Cheſt, with wicked Intentions of 
= paurloining: ſo thou ſhalt be Excommunicated from the Congregation, thou Jeze- 
i bel, and deliver'd over to Satan. | 1 7 5 

Saint. Verily, our Teacher will not Excommunicate me, for taking the Spoils 
of the Ungodly, to cloath him; for it is a judg d Caſe amongſt us, that a marri d 
Woman may ſteal from her Husband, to relieve a Brother. But yet thou may ſt 
attone this difference betwixt us; verily, thou mayſt. | 

Mood. Now thou art tempting me again. Well, if I had not the gift of Con- 
tinency, what might become of me? | A 

Saint. The means have been offered thee, and thou haſt kicked with the Heel: 
I will go immediately to the Tabernacle of Mr. Limberham, and diſcover thee, O 
thou Serpent, in thy crooked Paths. n [ Going, 

Wood, Hold, good Landlady, not fo faſt ; let me have time to conſider ont; l 

may mollifie, for Fleſh is frail. An hour or two hence we will confer together 
upon the Prenuſes. „ . 5 

Saint. Oh, on the ſudden, I feel my ſelf exceeding ſick! Oh! oh! 

Mood. Get you quickly to your Cloſet, and fall to your Mirabilis; this is no 
place for ſick People. Be gone, be gone. Tr, 8 e 

Saint, Verily, I can go no further. 

 YYood. But you ſhall, verily : I will thruſt you down, out of pure pity. 

Saint. Oh, my Eyes grow dim! my Heart quops, and my back aketh ! here l 
will lay me down, and reſt me. %;ũ e 

[ Throws her ſelf ſuddenly down upon the Bed; Trickſy ſfbrieks, and riſes: 
Mrs. Brainſick riſes from under the Bed in a fright. WIRD = 

VYood. So! here's a fine buſineſs! my whole Serag/zo up in Arms! 

Saint. So, ſo; if Providence had not ſent me hither, what Folly had been this 
Day committed! N | rn | 

Trick. Oh the Old Woman in the Oven ! we both over-heard your Pious Docu- 
ments: did we not, Mrs. Brainfick ? FC ZN 

Mrs. Brain. Yes, we did over-hear her, and we will both teſtifie againſt her. 

 YVoeod. I have nothing to ſay for her. Nay, I told her her own; you can both 
bear me witneſs. If a ſober Man cannot be quiet in his own Chamber for her 

Trick. For, you know, Sir, when Mrs. Brainſict and I over-heard her coming, 
having been before acquainted with her wicked purpoſe, we both agreed to trap 

her in it. 

Mrs. Brain. And now ſhe wou'd ſcape her ſelf, by accuſing us! but let us both 
conclude to caſt an Infamy upon her Houſe, and leave it. | 
Saint, Sweet Mr. VYoodall intercede for me or I ſhall be ruin'd. 

Wood. Well, for once, Ill be good-natur'd, and try my Intereſt. Pray, Ladies, 
for my fake, let this buſineſs go no farther. Bitoni: TN. 

Trick. and Mrs. Brain. You may command us. 

VVoed. For, look you, the offence was properly to my Perſon ; and Charity has 
taught me to forgive my Enemies. I hope, Miſtreſs Saintih, this will be a warn- 
ing to you, to amend your Life: I ſpeak like a Chriſtian, as one that tenders 
the welfare of your Soul. e 

Saint. Verily, I will conſider. 1 | | 

YYood. Why, that's well faid. [ Aſide.] Gad, and ſo muſt I too; for my 

People is diſſatisfi d, and my Government in danger: but this is no place for 
Meditation. Ladies, I wait on you. I Exeumt. 


ACTIV. SENE 1 
Enter Aldo, Geoffery. | 


Aldo. Iſpatch, Geoffery, diſpatch : the out- lying Punks will be upon us, e're 
Il am in areadineſs to give Audience. Is the Office well provided 
Geoff. The Stores are very low, Sir: ſome Dozly Petticoats, and Manto's we 
have; and half a dozen pair of lac'd Shooes, bought from Court at ſecond hand. 
Aldo. Before George, there's not enough to rig out a Mournival of Whores: 
they'll think me grown a meer Curmudgeon. Mercy an me, how will this glo- 
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rious Trade be carri'd on, with ſuch a miſerable Stock! 
Geoff. IJ hear a Coach already ſtopping at the door. EN 7 
Aldo. Well, ſomewhat in ornament for the Body, ſomewhat in counſel 4 
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De Ang one thing muſt help out another, in this bad World : Whoring muſt 
go on. 


Eͤnter Mrs. Overdon, and her Daughter Pru. 

Mrs. Over. Ask bleſſing, Pru he's the beſt Father you ever had. 

Aldo. Bleſs thee, and make thee a ſubſtantial thriving Whore, Have your Mo- 
ther in your Eye, Pru ; tis good to follow good example: How old are you, Pra + 
hold up your Head, Child. © 

Pru. Going o'my ſixteen, Father Aldo. ES 5 

Aldo. And you have been initiated but theſe two Vears: loſs of time, loſs of 
precious time. Mrs. Overdon, how much have you made of Pru, ſince ſhe has 
been Man's meat (LIES | „„ 

Mrs. Over. A very ſmall matter, by my troth ; conſidering the Charges I have 
been at in her Education: poor Pru was born under an unlucky Planet; I de- 
{pair of a Coach for her. Her firſt Maidenhead brought me in but little: the wea- 


ther-beaten old Knight that bought her of me, beat down the price ſo low; 1 


held her at an hundred Guinnies, and he bid ten; and higher than thirty he wou'd 


not nie. 


Aldo. Alpox of his unlucky handſel: he can but fumble, and will not pay neither. 
Pru. Hang him; I cou'd never endure him, Father: he's the filthi'ſt old Goat; 


and then he comes every day to our Houſe, and eats out his thirty Guinnies; and 
at three Months end he threw me off 210% regs a 


Mrs. Over. And ſhce then, the poor Child has dwindled, and dwindled away : 


her next Maidenhead brought me but ten; and from ten ſhe fell to five; and at 


laſt to a ſingle Guinny : ſhe has no luck to keeping ; they all leave her, the more 
my ſorrow. e ö o ITO LATER GUT. 
Aldo. We muſt get her a Husband then in the City ; they bite rarely at a ſtale 
Whore.at this end o'th* Town, new furbiſh'd up in a taudry Mantto. 
Mrs. Over. No: pray let her try her Fortune a little longer in the World firſt : 


by my troth, I ſhou'd be loth to be at all this Coſt, in her French, and her Sing- 


ing, to have her thrown away upon a Husband. © Hg 
Aldo. Before George, there can come no good of your Swearing, Mrs. Overdon - 


Say your Prayers, Pru, and go duly to Church o Sundays, you'll thrive the better 


all the Week. Come, have a good Heart, Child; Ill keep thee my ſelf: thou 
ſhalt do my little buſineſs; and Ill find thee an able young Fellow to do thine. 
nas „ 2 Wd 

Daughter Pad; you are welcome: what, you have perſorm'd the laſt Chriſti- 


an Office to your Keeper; I ſaw you follow him up the heavy Hill to Tyburn. 
Have you had never a bufineſs ſince his death? 5 HEY 


Mrs. Pad. No indeed, Father; never ſince Execution-day : the Night before, 


we lay together moſt lovingly in Newgate : and the next Morning he lift up his 
Eyes, and prepar'd his Soul with a Prayer, while one might tell Twenty ; and 


then mounted the Cart as merrily, as if he had been going tor a Purſe. 


Aldo. You are a ſorrowful Widow, Daughter Pad; but Ill take care of you: 
Geoffery, ſee her rigg'd out immediately for a new Voyage: Look in Figure 9. 
in the upper Drawer, and give her out the flower d Juſtacorps, with the Petticoat 
eee, 025 98 e ei 1: 955 ET 
Mrs. Pad. Cou'd you not help to prefer me, Father? FL ol nt 
Aldo. Let me fee ! let me fee! Betore George I have it, and it comes as pat too 


So me to the very Judge that ſate upon him; tis an amorous, impotent, old Magj- 
ſtrate, and keeps admirably: I ſa him leer upon you from the Bench: he'll tell 
you what's ſweeter than Strawberries and Cream, before you part. ERA 


Enter Mrs, Termagant. 
Mrs, Term. O Father, I think I ſhall e 
Aldo. You are of the violenteſt Temper, Daughter Termagant / when had you 

a buſineſs laſt 2 26 . F eee een „ i . . 
Mrs. Term, The laſt 1 had was with young Caſter, that Son of a Whore Game- 

ſter: he brought me to Taverns, to draw in young Cullies, while he bubbled 'em 

at Play: and when he had pick d up a conſiderable Sum, and ſhou'd divide, the 

Cheating Dog wou'd ſink my ſhare, and ſwear, Dam him, he won nothing -.. 
Aldo. Unconſcionable Villain, to cozen you in your own Calling 

- Mrs. {erm. VVhen he loſes upon the ſquare, he comes home Zoundzing and 

Bloading; firſt beats me unmercifully, and then {queezes me to the laſt Penny: 

he has usd meſo, that Gad forgive me, Tcou'd almoſt forſwear my Trade: The 

Rogue ſtarves me too: he made me keep Lent laſt Year till Whitfontide, and out- 
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fac'd me with Oaths, it was but Eaſter. And what mads me moſt, I carry à 
Baſtard of the Rogues in my Belly: and now he turns me off, and will not own it. 
Mrs. Over. Lord, how it quops! you are half a Year gone, Madam -— _ 

: [_Laying her hand on her Belly, 


Mrs. Term. I feel the young Raſcal kicking already, like his Father 


Oh, there's an Elbow thruſting out: I think in my Conſcience he's Palming and 


Topping in my Belly; and practiſing for a livelihood before he comes into the 


World. : 1 | * 
Aldo. Geoffry, ſet her down in the Regiſter, that I may provide her a Midwife, 
and a Dry and Wet Nurſe: when you are up again, as Heav'n ſend you a good 


hour, we'll pay him oft at Law Ytaith. You have him under black and white, 


I hope. | | 
+. Term. Yes, I have a Note under his hand for 200 J. c 
Aldo. A Note under's hand ! that's a Chip in Porridge ; tis juſt nothing. L 
Geoffrey, to the Figure 12. for old Halt-ſhirts tor Child-bed Linnen. 
CLE OT RT gb Me Enter Mrs. Hackney. D | 
Mrs. Hack. O, Madam Termagant, are you here! Juſtice, Father Aldo, Juſtice, 
Aldo. Why, what's the matter, Daughter FZackney ?- 
Hack. She has violated the Law of Nations ; for yeſterday ſhe inveigled m 
own natural Call) from me, a marri'd Lord, and made him falſe to my Bed, Father, 
Term, Come, you are an illiterate Whore : He's my Lord now; and, though 


ook, 


you call him Fool, 'tis well known he's a Critick, Gentlewoman. You never read 
a Play in all your Life; and I gain'd him by my Wit, and fo I'll keep him. " 
Hat. My comfort is, I have had the beit of him; he can take up no more, till 
his Father dies: and ſo, much good may do you with my Call,, and my Clap in- 
to the Bargain. 8048 5 . 
Aldo. Then there's a Father for your Child, my Lord's Son and Heir by 
Mr. Caſter: but henceforward, to preſerve peace betwixt you, I ordain, that you 
ſhall ply no more in my Daughter Zackney's Quarters: you ſhall have the City, 


from White-Chapel to Temple-Bar; and ſhe ſhall have to Covent-Garden downwards: 


At the Play-houſes, ſhe ſhall ply the Boxes, becauſe ſhe has the better Face; and 


you {hall have the Pit, becauſe you can prattle beit out of a YVizor-Mask. 


Mrs. Pad. Then all Friends, and Confederates: Now let's have Father Aldo's 


delight, and fo 4journ the Houſe, | 
Aldo. Well ſaid, Daughter: lift up your Voices, and fing like Nightingales, you 
Tory Rory Jades. Courage, I ſay; as long as the merry Pence hold out, you 


ſhall none of you die in Shoreditch, 


Euter Woodall. 


A hey, Boys, a hey here he comes that will ſwinge you all! down, you little 
Jades, and worſhip him; tis the Genius of Whoring. WY „„ 


Mood. And down went Chairs and Table, and out went every Candle. Ho, 
brave old Patriarch in the middle of the Church Militant ! Whores of all ſorts : 


Forkers and Ruine-taild : now come I gingling in with my Bells, and fly at the 


whole Covey. Fn 
Aldo. A hey, a hey, Boys, the Town's thy own; burn, raviſh, and deſtroy. 
Hood. Well have a Night on't; like Alexander, when he burnt Perſepolis : 


tue, tue, tue; point de quartier. 4528092 SALES 
Ae runs in among/t em, and they ſcuttle about the Room. 


EFT Enter Saintly, Pleaſance, Judith, with Broom-ſticks. FE. | 
Saint. What, in the midit of Sodom O thou lewd young Man! My Indigna- 


tion boils over againſt theſe Harlots ; and thus I ſweep em from out my Family. | 


Pleaſ. Down with the Suburbians, down with 'em. 


* 


Aldo. O, ſpare my Daughters, Mrs. Saintly : ſweet Mrs. Pleaſance, ſpare my 
Fleſh and Blood. 8 | * 


Mood. Keep the Door open, and help to ſecure the Retreat, Father: there's nd 
pity. EE expected. oe Gans . 
5 [ The Whores run out, follow'd by. Saintly, Pleaſance, and Judith. 
Aldo. Welladay, welladay ! one of my Daughters is big with Baſtard, and ſhe 


laid at her Gaſcoins moſt unmercitully ! every ſtripe ſhe had, I felt it: the firſt fruit 


of Whoredom is irrecoverably loſt ! MES 
Mood. Make haſte, and comfort her. 


Aldo. I will, I will: and yet I have a vexatious buſineſs which calls me firſt + 
nother way: the Rogue, my Son, is certainly come over; he has been ſeen in 


Town four days ago! 2" 


1 
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"Wind 'Tis note: il n ot bellevs * 
Aldo. A Friend of mine met his old Man G/es, this very Wing, in Got of 
me; and Giles aſſur d him, his Maſter is lodg'd i in this very Street. 
Weed. In this very Street ! how knows he that ? g | 
AAo. He dogg d him to the corner of it: and then my Son turn d back, and 
threaten'd him. But Ill find out Gzles, and then I'll make ſuch an Example of my 
Reprobate! [ Exit. Aldo. 
| Wood If Giles be diſcover'd, Tam undone ! Why, Gervaſe, where are you, Sir- 
rah! Hey, hey ! 


Vnter Gervaſe. 

Run quickly to that betraying Raſcal Giles, a Rogue, who whit'd take Judas his 
Bargain out of his hands, and under-ſell him: Command him ſtrictly to mew 
himſelt up in his Lodgings, till farther Orders: and in caſe he be refractory, let 
him know I have not forgot to kick and cudgel. That Memento wou'd do well 
for you too, Sirrah. 4 

Ger. Thank your Worſhip, you have alwdys been liberal of your hands to me. 

Wood. And you have richly deſerv'd it. 

Ger. I will not ſay who has better deſerv'd it, of my old Maſter. 

Mood. 1 old Epictetus, about your buſineſs, and leave your muſty Morals, 


or ſhall 
Ger. Nay, I wont forfeit my. own wildom 10 far, as to ſuffer for it Reſt vou 
merry : gl do my beſt, and Heav'n mend all. [ Extt. 


Enter Saintly. 

Saint. Verily, I laße waited till you were alone, and am come to rebuke you 

out of the zeal of my Spirit. 

" Wood. *Tis the Spirit of Perſecution : Diocleſian fan, and Julian the Apoſtate; were 
but Types of thee. Get thee hence, thou old Geneva Teſtament : thou art a part 
of the Ceremonial Law, and haſt been aboli{h'd theſe twenty Years. 

Saint. All this is nothing, Sir; I am privy to your Plots: III diſcover 
Mr. Limberham, and make the Houſe too hot for you 7:5 

Mood. What, you can talk in the Language of the World, I fee! 
Saint. I can, I can, Sir; and in the Language of the Fleſh and Devil too, if you 
provoke me to Deſpair : you muſt and ſhall be mine, this Night, | 
Hood. The very Ghoſt of Queen Di in the Ballad: Rr I . 
Saint. Delay no longer, or 


YVood. Or! you will not ſwear, I hope 2 


Saint. Uds Niggers, but I will; and that ſo loud, that Mr. Limberbaw ſhall heart me, 

Wood. Uds Niggars, I confeſs, is a very dreadful Oath : you cou'd lye naturally 
before, as you are a Fanatick : if you can ſwear ſuch Rappers too, there's hops 0 
of you; you may be a Woman of the World in time. Well, you ſhall be _ 
to the utmoſt farthing : to Night, and in your own Chainber: | 
Saint. Or, expect to morrow —— 

Pppood. All Mall be atton'd ere then. Go, provide the Bottle df Clary the | 
VPeſtphalia Ham, and other Fortifications of Nature ; we ſhall fee what may be | 
done : what, an old Woman muſt not be caſt away. Na [ Chucks her. = 

Saint, Then, verily, Jam appeas d. ; 

PVed. Nay, no relapſing into Verily ; that's in our bargen. Look how ſhe 
8 for joy! Tis a good old Soul, I warrant her. 

Saint. You wi' not fail? 25 

doll. Doſt thou think I have no corhpiſſior for thy grey OR Away; a away; : 
our love may be diſcover'd : we muſt avoid Scandal; 'tisthy own Maxim. Ex. Saintly. 


They are all r now at Ombre; and Brainfict” 8 Maid has promis d to {end her Mi- 
e 


Enter Pleaſance | 
That Fury hete again! ! 
Pleaſ. {Afide.) Ill conquer my proud Spirit, Im ceſoly d on t, arid ſpeak kindly 
to him. What; alone, Sir! If my Company be not troubleſome; or a tender 


young Creature, as I am, may ſafely truſt her ſelf with a Man of fuch Prowels iti 
Love affairs ft wonnot be. 


Hood. So! there's one Broad - ſide already: 1 muſt ſhear off tab 4e. 
Pleaſ. What, you have been pricking up and doun here upon 4 cold Scent ; 
* at laſt, you have hit ir off, it ſeems! Now for à fair view at the Wife or 
Miſtreſs ! up the wind, and dway with! it! Hey; * n think am bewitch'd, 


[ cannof hold. 3 | 
Pd: 


3 "TIMBER 


VVood. You Sin your Servant, Madam: I am in a lade haſte « at 


Par 

Pleaf. Pray reſolve me firſt, for which of 'em you lie in Ambuſh : for, ig 
thinks, you have the Meen of a Spider in her Den: Come, I know the VVeb is 
ſpread, and whoever comes, Sir Cranion ſtands ready to dart out, hale her in, 


and ſhed his Venom. 
Mood. [Afide.) But ſuch a terrible VVaſp, as ſhe, will pol the Snare, if 1 


durſt tell her ſo. 

Pleaſ. Tis unconſcionably done of me, to deber you the freedom and civilities 
of the Houſe. Alas, poor Gentleman ! to take a Lodging at ſo dear a rate, and 
not to have the benefit of his Bargain! —- Miſchief on me, w what needed I have 
ſaid that? K Ad. 

Mood. The Dialogue will go no farther: Farewel, gentle, quiet Lady: | 

Pleaſ. Pray ſtay a little; I'll not leave you thus. | 

Vood. I know it ; and therefore mean to leave you firſt, _ 

Pleaſ. O, I find it now; you are going to ſet up your Bills, like a Love-Maun- 
tebank, for the ſpeedy cure of diſtreſſed Widows, old Ladies, ein 
Maids in the Green- ſickneſs: a Sovereign Remedy. 

Wood. That laſt, for Maids, wou'd be thrown away : few of your Age are dus. 
Bird for the Medicine. What the Devil wou d you be at, Madam ? 

Pleaſ. Tam in the humour of giving you good Counſel. The Wife can afford you 
but the leavings of a Fop; and to a witty Man, as you think your ſelf, that's nau- 
ſeous: The Miſtreſs has fed upon Fool ſo long, ſhe's Carrion too, and Common 

into the Bargain. Wou'd you beat a Ground for Game in the Afternoon, when 
my Lord- Mayor” s Pack had been before you in thę Morning: 


Wood, I had rather fit five hours at one of his greaſie Feaſls, than hear you 5 | 


tax 
Pleaſ. Your two Miſtreſſes keep both Shop and Ware-houſe; and what they can- 


not put off in Groſs, to the Keeper and the Husband, they ſell by Retail to _ 
next Chance-cuſtomer. Come, are you edifi'd ? 
Wood. I'm conſidering how to thank you for your Homily : and to make a 
ſober Application of it, you may have ſome laudable deſign your ſelf in this 
Advice. e 
LEN Meaning ſome ſecret e to that amiable Perſon of yours 2 
Vood. 1 confeſs, I am vain enough to hope it: for why ſhou d you remove the 
2 | Diſkes but to make me fall more hungrily on the third? . 0 
Pleaf. Perhaps, indeed, in the way of Honour - 
VVood. Paw, paw ! that word ZZonour has almoſt und my Stomach; it carries 
a villanous interpretation of Matrimony along with it. But, in a civil way, I 
cou d be content to deal with you, as the Church does with the Heads of your 
Fanaticks, offer you a luſly Benefice to ſtop your Mouth; if fifty Guinnies, and 
a courteſie more worth, will win you. | 
Pleaſ. Out upon thee ! fifty Guinnies ! Doſt thou think Il ſell my ſelf 2 and 
at a Play-houſe price too? When ever Igo, I go altogether : no cutting from the 
whole Picce; he who has me, ſhall have the fag end with the reſt, I warrant him. 
Be fatisfi'd, thy Sheers ſhall never enter into my Cloth. But, look to thy ſelf, 
thou impudent Belſwagger : I'll be reveng'd ; I will. 5 [ Exit. 
Hood. The Maid will give warning, that's my afar - for the ; is brib'd on 
my ſide. I have age er kind of Love to this Girl, than to either of the other 
two; but a Fanatick's Daughter, and the Nooſe of Matrimony, are ſuch intole- 
rable terms! O, here {he comes, who will ſell me better cheap? 
Enter Mrs. Brainſick. 
Mrs. Bra. How now, Sir? what Faß is this of yours, to NET: my 
Lodgings ? 
I'ood. Y ou lately honour d mine: and tis he Pu of a well-bred Man to re- 
turn your Viſit. 5 
Mrs. Bra. If I cou d have h how WI: . Fellow you had been, you 75 
thou'd not then have been troubled with my 3 - 
Hood. How cou'd I gueſs, that you intended n me the F avour, without firſt ac. 
quainting me ? | 
Mrs. Brain. Cou'd I do it, ungrateful as you are, with more obligation to you, 
or more liazard to my ſelf, than by putting my Note into your Glove? 
Mood. Was it yours then? I believ'd: it came from Mrs. Trick(y.. AAA. 
Mrs. Brain. You wiſh'd it ſo; which made you fo caſily believe It., Thea! the 
pleaſant Dialogue betwixt you. 4 5 es 1 . bad. 


FIG 


— 
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| Pod. Tam glad you did: for you cou d not but obſerve, with how much 

care 1 avoided all occaſions of railing at} you; to which ſhe urg'd me, like a 

malicious Woman, as ſhe was. Wd RSS 8 

Mrs. Brain. By the ſame token, you vowd and ſwore never to look on 

Mrs. Brainfick / RG VILE IS N 

pod. But I had my Mental Reſervations in a readineſs. I had vow'd fidelity 
to you before; and there went my ſecond Oath, i faith: it vaniſhd in a twink- 
ling, and never gnaw'd my Conſcience in the leaſt. 

Mrs. Brain. Well, I ſhall never heartily forgive you. 

Jud. [wit hin.] Mr. Brainfick, Mr. Brainfick, what do you mean to make my Lady 
loſe her Game thus? Pray come back, and take up her Cards again. | 
Mrs. Brain. My Husband, as I live! Well, for all my quarrel to you, ſtep im- 
mediately into that little dark Cloſet : 'tis for my private occaſions ; there's no 
Lock, but he wi'not ſtay. 

Mood. Thus am I ever tantaliz'd > _ 

1 . Enter Brainſick. 

Brain. What, am I become your Drudge 2 your Slave? the Property of all 

your pleaſures? Shall I, the Lord and Maſter of your Life, become ſubſervient; 
and the Noble Name of Husband be diſhonour'd 2 No, though all the Cards were 

| Kings and Queens, and Indies to be gain'd by every Deal - „ 1 5 

Mrs. Bra. My dear, I am coming to do my duty. I did but go up a little, 
(I whiſper'd you for what) and am returning immediately. . 

Brain, Your Sex is but one univerſal Ordure, a Nuſance, and Incumbrance of 
that Majeſtick Creature, Man: yet I my ſelf am mortal too, Nature's neceſſities 
have call'd me up; produce your Utenſil of Urine.  _ o’; 

Mrs. Brain. Tis not in the way, Child: you may go down into the Garden. 
Brain. The Voyage is too far: though the way were pav d with Pearls and Di- 
amonds, every ſtep of mine is precious, as the March of Monarchs. 5 

Mrs. Brain. Then my ſteps, which are not ſo precious, ſhall be imploi'd for 
di ras ol 6 ͤ⁰ EFT. : | 

Brain. I will not dance attendance. At the preſent, your Cloſet ſhall be ho- 
nour d. | - : . 1 „ 
Mrs. Bra. O Lord, Dear, tis not worthy to receive ſuch a Man as you are. 
Brain. Nature preſſes; I am in haſte. : 

Mrs. Bra. He muſt be diſcoverd, and I unavoidably undone ! LAſide. 
Ws. HhBrainſick goes to the Door, and Woodall meets him : She ſhrieks out. 

Brain. Mounſieur YVoodall ! = 

Mood. Sir, be gone, and make no noiſe, or you'll ſpoil all. 

Brain. Spoil all, quoth a ! what does he mean in the name of Wonder > 

PVood. Eating him aſide.] Hark you, Mr. Brainſſch, is the Devil in you, that 
you, and your Wife come hither, to diſturb my Intrigue, which you your ſelf 
ingag' d me in, with Mrs. 7rickſy, to revenge you on Limberbam? Why, I had 
made an appointment with het here; but, hearing ſomebody come up, I retir d 
into the Cloſet, till I was fatisfi'd twas not the Keeper. 

Brain. But why this Intrigue in my Wife s Chamber e EO 
Wood. Why, you turn my Brains, with talking to me of your Wife's Chamber! 
do you lie in common? the Wife and Husband, the Keeper and the Miſtreſs ? 

Mrs. Bra. I am afraid they are quarrelling; pray Heav'n I get off. 

Brain, Once again, I am the Sultan of this place: Mr. Limberham is the Mogul 
ol the next Menn. 16/7877 56: r | 
Mood. Though I am a Stranger in the Houſe, tis impoſſible I ſhou'd be ſo much 
miſtaken : I ſay, this is Limberham's Lodging. 7; 74] 

: 3 You wou d not venture a Wager of Ten Pounds, that you are not mi- 
/ utc ot 1380 7 | 
Mood. Tis done: I'll lay you. 

Brain. Who ſhall be Judge? 14 #E e 

Mood. Who better than your Wife? She cannot be partial, becauſe ſhe knows 

not on which ſide you have laid. onions tied SEARS 1007, 

Brain. Content. Come hither, Lady mine: whoſe Lodgings are theſe? who 

is Lord, and Grand Seignior of ne n 

Mrs. Bra. [ 4fide.J Oh, goes it there: Why ſhou d you ask me ſuch a Que- 
ſion, when every body in the Houſe can tell they are none Dear? 


N N ow are you ſatisfi d? Children, and Fools, you kfiow the Pro- 


A 


Mood. 
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gol Te on me; nothing but ſuch a poſitive Caxcomb, as I am, wou'd 
have laid his Money upon ſuch odds; as if you did not know your own Lodgings 
better than I, at half a days warning! And that which vexes me more than = 


loſs of my Money, is the loſs of my Adventure! [Exit 
Brain. a ſhall be ſpent: we'll have a Treat with | it. This is a Fool of the fir 
magnitude, 


Mrs. Bra. Let n'one Dear chown, to nd a Fool out. 
Enter Limberham. 


Lim. Bully Brainſict, Pug has ſent me to you on an Embaſſie, to bring you 


down to Cards again; ſhe's in her Mulligrubs already; ſhe'll never forgive you 


the laſt Vol you won. Tis but loſing a little to her, out of complaiſance, as 

they ſay, to a fair Lady : and what ere ſhe wins, I'll make up to you again in 

: private; 

Brain. I wou'd not be that Slave you are, to enjoy the Treaſures of the Eaſt 

the poſſeſſion of Peru, and of Potozi, ſnou d not buy me to the Bargain. 
Lim. Will you leave your perbole s, and come then ? 


Brain, No; for I have won a Wager, to be ſpent luxuriouſly at Longs ; with 


Pleaſance of the Party, and Termagant Trickſy ; and I will paſs, in Perſon to the 


preparation : Come, Matrimony. LExeunt * Mrs. Brain. 


Enter Saintly, and Pleaſance. 
Pleaſ. To him; Ill ſecond you: now for miſchief! 
Saint. Ariſe, Mr. Limberbam, ariſe; for Conſpiracies are hatch d againſt you, 
and a new Fanx is preparing to blow up your happineſs. - 


Lim. What's the matter, Landlady ? > Prithee ſpeak, good honeſt Engliſh, and 


leave thy Canting, 


Saint, Verily, thy Beloved is led aſtray, by the Young Man Woodall, that Veſ. 


{el of Uncleanneſs : I beheld them communing together; ſhe feigned her ſelf ſick, 
and retired to her Tent in the Garden-houle; and I watched her out-going, and 
behold he follow'd her. 
| Pheaſ. Do you ſtand unmov'd, and hear all this? 

Lim. Before George, I am Thunder-ſtruck! 

Saint. Take to thee thy reſolution, and avenge thy ſelf. 

Lim. But give me leave to conſider firſt : a Man muſt do nothing ra{hly. 

Pleaſ. ] cou'd tear out the Villains Eyes, for diſhonouring you, while you ſtand 
conſidering, as you call it. Are you a Man, and ſuffer this: 


Lim, Yes, I am a Man ; but a Man is but a Man, you know : Iam recolledt- 


ing my ſelt, how thele things can be. 15 

Salut. How they can be! Lhave heard em; - T have ſeen em. 

Limb. Heard em and ſeen em! It may be fo ; but yet I cannot enter into this 
ſame buſineſs : I am amazd, | muſt confels ; - but the beſt is, I do not believe one 
word on t. 5 0 

Saint. Make haſte, and thine own Eyes {hall coſtife' againſt her. . 

Lim. Nay, if my own Eyes teſtifie, it may be ſo.— But tis impoſſible how- 
_ ever ; for] am making a Settlement upon her, this very day. 

Plea. Look, and ſatisfie your ſelf, e're Jou make Sint Settlement on fo falle a 
Creature, 

Lim. But yet, if ] hou'd look ; HR) not find her falſe then I muſt caſt in ano- 

ther hundred, to make her ſatisfaction. 1745771 ors 1-71 nl 

Pleaſ.. Was there ever ſuch a meek, henhoatten Cams |. f 5 3 55 

Saint. Verily, thou haſt not the Spirit of a Cock- Chicken. 


Lim. Before George, but I have the Spirit of a Bon, and L will tear her Limb | 


from Limb — if I cou'd believe it. 


Pleaſ. Love, Jealouſie, and Diſdain, how they arjare me &; once! and this 


inſenſible Creature were I but in his place [Zo him.] Think, that 
this very Inſtant ſhe's yours no more: now, now {ſhe's giving up her ſelf, with ſo 
much violence of Love, that if Thunder roard, ſhe cou'd not hear it. 
Limb. I have been whetting all-this while : they ſhall be f 0 taken in iche gun 
ner, that Mars and Venus ſhall be nothing to em. ied 
Pleaſ. Make haſte ; go on then. | 
Limb. Yes, Iwill go on; 
Saint. Again backtliding, ! 251 2208 
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2 Well, Honour is Honour, and 1 muſt go: but! ſhall never ge me ſuck 


ther Pug again! O, my Heart! my poor tender Heart! tis juſt breaking, 
wary Pugs unkindneſs! | Ons I They drag him Out. 


SCENE II. 
Woodall ard Trickſy diſcover d in the Garden- Houſe. 


- 


Enter Gervaſe to FTIR) 


Ger. " Make haſte, and ſave your ſelf, Sir ; the Enemy's at hand : I have diſco- 
verd him from the Corner, where you ſet. me Sentry. 
Wood. Who is't ? 


Gerv. Who ſhou'd it be, but Limberham > Arm d With a two-hand Fox. O Lord, 
O Lord! 


Trick. Enter quickly into the Still-houſe both of you, add leave me to him: 


there's a Spring-lock within, to open it when we are gone. 


Wood. Well, I have won the Party and Revenge however : a Minute longer, 


and 1 had won the Tout. They go in: She locks the Door. 


Enter Limberham, with. a great Sword. 
7 SY Diſloyal Pug. 


Trick. What humour's this? you're unk it ſeems: go ſleep. | 
Limb. Thou haſt robb'd me of my repoſe for ever : I am like Macbeth, after 


the Death of good King Duncan ; methinks a Voice ſays to me, Sleep no more; 
Trickſy has murder'd Sleep. 


Trick, Now I find it: you are willing to ſave your Settlemrnt, and are ſent by 

ſome of your wiſe Counſellors, to pick a Quarrel with me. 
Limb. | have been your Cully above theſe ſeven Years ; but, at laſt, my Eyes 
are open d to your Witchcraft: and indulgent Heav n has taken a care of my Preler- 
In ſhort, Madam, I have found you out; ; and to cut oft RFID, 


Trick, If 1 have any, you know him beſt : you are the ade ruine of my Re- 
putation. But if I have diſhonour'd my Family for the love of you, methinks 
you ſhou'd be the laſt Man to upbraid me with it. 


Limb. Jam ſure you are of the Family of your aborinable great Grandam Eve; : 
Bur produce the Man, or, by my Father's 9 
Trick. Still 1 am in the dark. 


Limb. Ves, you have been i in the dark; I know 3 "ny but [ ſhall | bring you to 
light immediately. a? e 


Trick. You are not jealous. 


Limb. No ; I am too certain to o be Jealous: but you | have A Man here, that ſhall 
be nameleſs; let me ſee him. 


Trick. O, if that be your buſineſs, you had beſt ſearch : and when you have 
weari'd your ſelf, and ſpent your idle humour, you” may find me above in my 
Chamber, and come to ask my pardon. [ Going. 

Limb. You may Y £0, Madam; but I ſhall beſcerh your Ladiſhip to leave the 
Key of the Still-houſe door behind you: I have a mind to ſome of the Sweet- 
meats you have lock d up there; you underſtand me. Now, for the old Dog- 
trick! you have loſt the Key, I know already, but 1 am prepar d for that; Fou 
thall know you have no Fool to deal with. 

Trick. No; here's the Key: take it, and ſatisfie your fooliſh Curioſity. 

Lim. (Afide. This confidence amazes me! If thoſe two Gipſies have 155 d 


me, and I ſhou'd not find him there now, this wou d make a an rimmortal | quarrel. 


Trick. [Afi de.] | have pur him to a ſtand. | 
Lim. Hangt, tis no matter; I will be fatisfd : if it comes to a rupture, 1 


know the way to buy my peace. ' Pug, produce the Key. 


Trick. [Takes him about the Neck.) My Dear, I have it for you : Come, and 
kiſs me. Why wou'd you be ſo unkind to ſulpect my Faith now? when I have 
forſaken all the World for you. [X;ſs again] But Lam not in the mood 


of quarrelling to Night; I take this Jealoufie the beſt way, , as the effect of your 
Paſiion, Come up, and we'll go to Bed together, and be Friends, [Miſs again. 

Lim. dſide.] Pug's in a pure Humour to Night, and twoud vex a Man to 
loſe it; but yet I muſt be ſatisfi d: And therefore, upon mature conſiderason, 
give me the Key. | 


Trick, You are reſoly'd then? Beet oy STD? 7 
| Vol. II. 


„ 25 Lim. 


W IIR On 


Lim. Ves, I am reſolv d; ok b have ſworn to my e by e and thirs an an 
irrevocable Oath, | 1 1505 4 

' Trick, Now ſee your Folly : there! 5 the 3 | <Q NN 22 it him. 

Lim. Why, that's a loving Pug; I will prove thee innocent immediately: and 
that will put an end to all Controverſies betwixt us. 

Trick. Yes, it ſhall put an end to all our Quarrels : farewel for the laſt time, 
Sir. Look well upon my Face, that you may remember it; for from this time 
forward, I have ſworn it irrevocably too, that you ſhall never ſee it more. 

Lim. Nay, but hold a little, Pug. What's the meaning of this new Com- 
motion? 


Trick. No more; but ſatisfie your ſooliſh Fancy, for you are Maſter : And be- 
ſides, | am willing to be juſtifi d. 


Lin. Then you ſhall be D he the Fey in the dar, 
"Trick. I know I ſhall : De | 9.7 
Lim. But, are you ſure you ſhall ? a5 
Trick, No, no, he's there: you'll find him up i in the Chimney, or behind the 

Door; or, it may be, crouded into ſome little Galley-Pot. 

Lim. But you will not leave me, if I ſhou'd look ? 

Trick, You are not worthy my anſwer : Jam gone. [ Going out, 

Lim. Hold, hold, Divine Pug, and let me recollect a little. This is no 
time for. meditation neither : while I deliberate, ſhe may be gone. She muſt be 
innocent, or ſhe cou d never be ſo confident, and careleſs. Sweet Pag, forgive 


me. 1 Kneels, 
Trick, I am provok d too far. 


Lim. 'Tis the property of a Goddeſs to forgive. Accept of this Oblation : 
with this humble kiſs, I here preſent it to thy fair hand: I conclude thee j innocent 
without looking, and depend wholly upon thy Mercy. | Offers the Key. 

Trick, No, keep it, keep it: the Lodgings are your own. , 

oft If 1 ſhou'd keep it, I were unworthy of fact weden 1 will no "longer 
| hold this fatal Inſtrument of our Separation. 
Trick, | Taking it.] Riſe, Sir: I will endeavour to overcome my Nitiae, and 
forgive you ; 25 am fo ſcrupulouſly nice in Love, that it grates My very Soul 
to be ſuipected : Yet, take my Counſel, and fatisfie your ſelf. _ 

Lin. | wou d not be ſatisfi d, to be polſeſſor of Potoxi, as my Brother Brainf > 


ſays. Come, to Bed, dear Pag. Now wou d not I cp my condition to be 
an Eaſtern Monarch. Ls 


Enter Woodall and. E 
Cet. O Lord, Sir, are we alive! 


Hood. Alive! why, we were never in any danger: walk ſhe's a rare manager 
of a Fool! 


Ger. Are you diſpos 1. yet to receive © good Counkel ? has Allidtion wrought 
upon YOU'S.-t.--1 
Wood. Yes, I muſt ask thy Bog in a moſt important 1 I have pro- 

mis'd a Charity to Mrs. Sazntly, and ſhe expects it with a beating Heart a Bed: 
Now, I have at preſent no running Caſh to throw away, my ready Money is all 
paid to Mrs. Trickſy, and the Bill is drawn open me for to Night. 

Ger. Take advice, of your Pillow. | 
Mood. No, Sirrah, ſince you have not the grace to offer yours, a be: once 


make uſe of my Authority, and command you to bern the forefad Drudgery 
in my place. = 11 


Ger. Zookers, cannot anſwer i it to my Conſcience. 


Mood. Nay, and your Conſcience can ſuffer you to ſear, it ſhall ſuller you to 
lie too: I mean in this ſenſe. Come, no denial, Fo. mult do it; ſhe's rich, and 
there's a proviſion for your Life. 

Ger. 1 beſeech you, Sir, have pity on my Soul. | 


ole Have you pity of your Body: theres all ths, Wages you muſt ex- 
pe ; 

Ger. Well, Sir, you have dec e me: 1411 arm my Conſcience with: a re- 
ſolution of making her an honourable amends by Marriage ; tor to Morrow 
Morning a Parſon ſhall authorize my Labours, and turn Fornication into Duty. 
And moreover, I will enjoyn my ſelf, by way of Penance, not to touch her tor 
ſeven Nights after. 

Mood. Thou wert predeſtinated for a Husband I ſee, by that one Inflin&; 28 
we walk, I will inſtruct thee how to behave thy ſelf, with ſecreſie and n 


» * 5 * 


Ger. 
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Ge, hive A Key of the Garden, to let us out the back-way i into che Street, 
and ſo privately to our Lodging. 
Wed "Tis oo Tll plot the reſt of my Affairs a Bed; for tis -eſoly d that 
Limberham ſhall not wear Horns alone : and I am impatient till [ add to my Tro- 
phy t the Ty of th ck, [ Bound 


2 


A Tv. SGENE 1. 
Eater Woodall, Judith. 


7Ell, you are a lucky Man! Mrs. Brainfi > is Fool enough to believe. 
you wholly Innocent; and that the Adventure of the Garden-houſe, 

laſt Night, was only a Viſion of Mrs. Saintly's. 
Mood. | knew, if I cou d once ſpeak with her, all wou d be ſet right immedi- 
ately ; for, had I been there, look you, 
ud. As you were, moſt certainly. os 

Wood. Limberbam muſt have found me out ; that Fe-fa-fum of a Keeper wou'd | 
have ſmelt the Blood of a Cuckold- maker: they ſay, he was peeping and . 
about in every cranny. 

Jud. But one, You muſt excuſe my unbelief, though Mrs. Brainſick 1 is better 
ſatisfid. She and her Husband, you know, went out this Morning to the Neu- 
Exchange : there ſhe has given him the ſlip; and pretending to call at her Tay- 
lor's, to try her Stays for a new Gown. -—— 


VVood. I underſtand thee. She fetch'd me a ſhort turn, like a Hare . her 
Muſe, and will immediately run hither to Covert z _ 
2 Ja. Yes; But becauſe your Chamber will be leaſt mut eld ſhe appoints to 
meet you there; that, if her Husband ſhou'd come back, he may think her ſtill 
abroad, and you may have time 
Wood. To take in the Horn-work. It happens as 1 ih; for Miſtreſs 7 rickſy, 
and her Keeper, are gone out with Father Aldo to compleat her Settlement: my. 
Landlady is fate at her Morning-Exerciſe, with my Man Gervaſe, and her Davgh- 
ter not ſtirring: the Houſe is our own, and Iniquity may walk bare- fac d. 
Jud. And, to make all ſure, I am order d to be from home. When I come 
back again, [ ſhall knock at your Door, with ou Brother, ſpeak ; is the deed 
done? L Singing, 
PVood. Long ago, long ago; and then we come pariting out together. Oh, | 
am raviſhd with the imagination on . 
Jud. Well, I muſt retire; Good-morrow to you, _ Exit. 


Ipod. Now do I humbly « conceive, that this Miſtreſs in Matrimony, will give 
me more pleaſure than the former: for your coupled Spaniels, when they are 
once let looſe, are afterwards the higheſt Rangers. 


Enter Mrs. Brainſick running. 
Mrs. Brain. Oh dear Mr. Woodall, what ſhall Ido? 
Mood. Recover Breath, and 11 inſtruct you in the next Chamber. 


Mrs. Brain. But my Husband follows me at heels. 
Mood. Has he ſeen you? 


Mrs. Bra. J hope not: 1 thought I had left him ſure 9 at the Rab - 
but, looking behind me, as I entred into the Houſe, I ſaw him walking a round 
rate this way. 
Mood. Since he has not ſeen you, there's no danger; you need but ſiep into 
my Chamber, and there we'll lock our ſelves up, and transform him in a twink- 
Ng. 


Mrs. Bra. | had rather have got into my own; but Judith | is gone out with the 
Key I doubt. 


Mood. Yes, by your appointment. But ſo much the better; for when the 


Cuckold finds no Company, he will certainly go a ſantring a ain. 
* Bra. Make haſte then. aun > P 


Mood. Immediately. [ Goes to open the Door baltily, = nets bis K ey. 
What's the matter here? the K 


ey turns round, and will not. x pen As I ive, we 
are undone! with too much haſte tis broken | | 


F. Bra. Then ] am loſt ; for I cannot enter into my own.. 
00 


Jud. 


Wood. This next Room is Limberham's. See | the door's open; bad he and 
his Miſtreſs are both abroad. 
Vol. II. T 2 | Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bra. There's no remedy, I muſt venture in: for his knowing I am. come 
back ſo ſoon, mult be cauſe of Jealouſic enough, if the Fool ſhou'd find me. | 

Wood. [ Looking in.] See there | Mrs. Trickſy has left her Indian Gown upon the 
Bed; clap it on, and turn your back: he will eaſily miſtake you for her, if he 
ſhou'd look in upon you. 

Mrs. Bra. Tl put on my Viror- Mask however, for more ſecurity, [ Noiſe 
Hark ! I hear him. [ Gees in, 
Enter Brainſick. 

Brain, What, in a muſty muſing, Monſieur Woodall ! Let me enter into the 
Affair. 2 

Wood. You may gueſs it by the Poſt J have taken up. 

Brain. O, at the door of the Damſel 7rickſy ! your buſineſs is known by your 
abode : as the poſture of a Porter before a Gate, denotes to what Family he be- 
longs. ¶ Looks in.] Tis an Aſſignation I ſee: for vonder ſhe ſtands, with her 
back toward me, dreſt up for the Duel, with all the Ornaments of the Faſt. Now 
for the Judges of the Field, to divide the Sun and Wind betwixt the Combatants, 
and a tearing Trumpeter tc to ſound the Charge. 

Mood. 'Tis a private Quarrel, to be decided without Seconds D and therefore you 
wou'd do me a favour to withdraw. 

Brain. Your Limberham is nearer than you imagine: ] left him almoſt entring E 
at the Door. 

Wood. Plague of all impertinent Cuckolds! they are ever rroubleſome to us ho- 
neſt Lovers: ſo intrudin 

Brain. They are indeed, where their Company is not deſir d. 

Wood. Sure he has ſome tutclar Devil to guard his Brows ! juſt when ſhe had 
bobb'd him, and made an Errand home, to come to me! 

Brain, Tis unconſcionably done of him. But you ſhall not aan your love 
for this; the Brainſict has an aſcendant over him: I am your Sree; he's doom d 
8 Cuckold, in diſdain of Deſtiny. 


Wood. What mean you? 

Brain. To ſtand before the Door with my brandiſh'd Blade, and deſend the Ea- 
trance : he dies upon the point, it he approaches. 

Mood. It ] durſt truſt it, tis Heroick. 

Brain. Tis the Office of a Friend: Pll dot. 

- Wood. [ Afide.) Shou'd he know hereafter his Wife were FOR 8 wou'd think 
I had enjoy'd her, though I had not: tis beſt venturing for ſomething. He takes 
Pains enough o'conſcience for his Cuckoldom; and, by my troth, has earn d it fairly 

But, may a Man venture upon your promile 2 
Brain. Bars of Braſs, and Doors of Adamant, cou'd not more ſecure you. 
Wood. 1 know it; but {till gentle means are beſt: you may come to force at 


laſt. Perhaps, you may wheedle him away : tis bur drawing a Trope or two up- 
on him. 


Brain, He ſhall have it; with all the Artillery of Eloquence. 3 
Wood. J, I; your Figure breaks no Bones. With your good leave.— ( Goes in. 
Brain. Thou haſt it, Boy. Turn to him, Madam; to her Woodal: and S. George 
for merry England. Tan tara ra ra, rara! Dub, a dub, dub ; Tan tarara ra. 
Enter Limberham. 


Lim. How now, Bully Braivfick ! What, upon the Tan ta ra, by your ſelf? 
Brain. Clangor, Taratantara, Murmur. 


Lim. Commend me to honeſt Lingua Franca. Why, this is enough to fun 2 
Chriſtian, with your Hebrew, and your Greek, and ſuch like Latin. 

Brain, 'Our, Jenorance! 

Lim, Then Ignorance, by your leave; for I muſt enter. 

Brain, Why 1n ſuch haſte? the Fortune of Greece es not ont. 

Lim. But Pug's Fortune does: that's dearer to me than Greece, and ſweeter than 
Ambergriſe. 

Brain. You'll not find her here. Come, you are Jealous : you re haunted with 
a raging Fiend, that robs you of your ſweet repoſe, 

Lim. Nay, and you are in your Perbole's again ! Look you, "tis Pug is Jealous 
of her Jewels : ſhe has left the Key of her Cabinet behind; and hs deſir d me to 
bring it back to her. 

Brain» Poor Fool! he little thinks ſhe's here before him! Well, this pretence 
will never paſs on me; for I dive deeper into your Affairs: you are 1 But, 
rather than my Soul thou'd be concern d for a Sex ſo inſignificant, —— mr oh 

'+,.<7 the 
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che Gods! if! thought my proper Wife were now: withio, atk ptofticming all her 
Treaſures to the lawleſs love of an Adulterer, 1 wou'd ſtand as Es A as in 
and as unmov'd, as the Statue of a Roman Gladiator. 

Lim. [In the ſame tone.) Of a Roman Gladiator ! Now are you as road 4s 
a March Hare; but Iam in haſte to return to Pug * yet, boy ONE favour, I will 
firſt ſecure the Cabinet. | 

Brain. No, you muſt not. | 

Lim. Muſt not? what, may not a Man come by 50 to 164 upon his own 
Goods and Chattels, in his own Chamber: 

Brain. No: with this Sabre I defie the Deſlinies, and dam up the paſſage with 
my Perſon ; like a rugged Rock, oppos d againſt the roaring. of the boiſterous 
Billows. Your Jealouſie ſhall have no courſe thro me, wane. je Potentates and 
Princes 
Lim. Prithee, whit kive we to dd with Potentates and Princes: ? will y you Save 
your Troping, and let me paſs ? | 

Brain. You have your utmoſt anſwer. 
| Lim. if this Maggot bite* a little deeper, we ſhall have you 1 Citizen of f Ber len 
yet e re Dog-days. Well, I fay little; but I'll tell Pag ont. [Exit. 

Brain. She knows it already, by your favour. k Knocking; J. Sound a Re- 
treat, you luſty Lovers, or the Enemy will charge you in the Flank, with a freſn 
Reſerve : March off, march off upon the Spur, e re he can reach you. 
- Enter Woodall, © „„ a 

Wood. How now, Baron Tell-clock, is the paſſage clear ot bt 55 

Brain. Clear as a Level, without Hills or Woods, and void of Ambiſchder 

Mood. But Limberham will return Ty when he finds not ang Miſtreſs 
wha he thought he left her. 
Brain. Friendſhip, which has done much; will yet 46 mote. «[-8bods e a 50 
With this Paſſe par tout, I will inſtantly conduct her to my own Chamber, that 
ſne may out- face the Keeper ſhe has been there; and, when my Wife returns, Who 
is my Slave, I will lay my Conjugal Commands upon her, to affirm, they have 
been all this time togetlier. 
Ppood. I ſhall never make you 0 for this ki TY my Jens 8 
but wou'd it not be better, if you wou d take the pains to run after Limberbam, 
and ſtop him in his way ere he reach the place where he thinks he left his Mi- 
ſtreſs ; then hold him in diſcourſe as long as poſſibly you can, till you gueſs your 
Wife may be return'd, that ſo they may appear together? 


Brain. I warrant you: laiſſex faire a Marc Antoine, (Exit. 
YVYood. Now, Madam, you may venture out in ſafety. 
Mrs. Brain. [ Entring.] Pray Heav'n I may. [ Noiſe. 


Mood. Hark! I hear Judith's Voice: it kappen well that ſhe” 8 return d: flip 
into your Chamber immediately, and ſend back the Gown. _ 

Mrs. Brain. I will: but are not you a wicked Man, to put me into all this dan- 
ger ? | Exit. | 

Mood. Let what can happen, my comfort is, at leaſt, I have enjoy d: But 
this is no place for conſideration. Be jogging, good Mr. Woodall, out of this 


Family, while you are well; and go Plant in tome other Country's where your 
Virtues are not ſo famous. I Going. 
Euter Trickſy, with a Box of Writings, 

Trick. What, wandring up and down, as if you wanted an Chas" > Dv you 
know that I am Lady of the Mannor ; and that all Wetts and aro belong to 

me ? 

Mood. T have waited for you above an Hour ; but cher Bacon's Head has been 
lately ſpeaking to me, that Time is paſt, In a word, your Keeper has been here, 
| _ will return immediately ; - we mult defer out Mk i till ſome more favour- 
able time. 

Trick, I fear him not; he has, this Morning, arm'd me © againſt himſelf; by 
5 N N the next time he rebels, he res me a fair occaſion of leaving 

im ror ever. 


Mood. But is this Conſtience 3 in you ? Not to let him havo his Bargain, when 
tie has paid fo dear fort. 


Trick. You do not know him: he muſt perpetually by us d ill, or cis as 
ſults. Beſides, I have gain d an abſolute Dominion over him: he muſt not ſee, 
when I bid him wink. If you argue after this, either you love me not, or 


dare not. 8 
5 | wad | 
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Word Go in, ren : I was never dar d before. I II bat 8 a little, Iv 
follow you immediately. — L Trick, goes in.] I find a Miſtreſs is only kept for 
other Men: and the Keeper is but her Man in a green Livery, bound to ſerve a 
Warrant for the Doe, when er ſhe pleaſes, or is in ſeaſon. 

Enter Judith, with the Night- G m. 

Jud. Still you're a lucky Man ! Mr. Brainfick has been exceeding rand; : 
he ran, as if a Legion of Bailiffs had been at his heels, and overtook Limberhan 
in the Street. Here, take the Gown; he's it where you found it, and the danger; 
over. 

VFVood. Speak ſoftly: Mrs. Trickſy i is reruns, [Looks 1. Oh, ſhe's gone in- 
to her Cloſet, to lay up her Writings: I can throw it on the Bed, ere 1 e per- 
ceive it has been wanting. — aff | Throws 3t in, 

Jud. Every Woman wou'd not have done this for you, vel? I have done. 
Mood. I am ſenſible of it, little Judith: there's a time 0 en ſhall pay for 
all. I hear her a returning: not a word; away; en Judith. 

Re- enter Trickſy. 

Trick: What, is a ſecond Summons needful 2 my Favours 3 not been ſo 
cheap, that they ſnou d ſtick upon my hands, It ſeems you ſlight your Bill of 
Fare, becauſe you know it: or fear to be invited to your |". 

 FVood. I was willing to ſecure my happineſs from interruption : A true Soldier 
never falls upon the Plunder, while the Enemy is in the Field. 

Trick. He has been ſo often baffled, that he grows contemprible. Were he 
here, ſhou'd he ſee you enter into my "Cloſet; yet—_ 

Mood. You are like to be put upon the tryal; for 1 hear his Voice. 

Trick. "Tis ſo: go in and mark the event now: be but as unconcern d, as you 
are ſafe, and truſt him to my management. 

Wood. 1 muſt venture it: becauſe to be ſeen here, wou d have the * ellect, 
as to be taken within. Net ! doubt you are too conjdent. LA G in. 

| Enter Limberham and Brainſickx. 

| Lime How now, Pug 2 return'd ſo ſoon! _ 

Trick, When I ſaw you came not for me, I was loth to be long without you. 

Lim. But which way came you, that I ſaw you not? 

Trick, The back way; by the Garden- door. 

Lim, How long have you been here: | 

Trick, Juſt come before you. | 

Lim. O, then all's well. For, to tell you em Pig, 1 had a kind of villanous 
apprehenſion that you had been here langer: but what c er thou lay ſt, is an Oracle, 
ſweet Pug, and I am ſatisfi d. . 

Brain. Afide.] How infinitely ſhe gulls him! 1 and he ſo ftupid not to find it! 
[70 her.] If he be ſtill within, Madam, (you know my meaning ) here's Bilbo 
ready to forbid your Keeper entrance. 

Trick, | A4fide.) Woodall mult have told him of our appointment. — 
think you of walking down, Mr. Limberham ? 

| Lim. Il but viſit the Chamber a little firſt. _ 

Trick. What new Maggot's this? you dare not ſure be 1 f 
Lim. No, I proteſt, ſweet Pug, I am not: only to ſatisfie my Curioſity ; : that's | 
but reaſonable, you know. 

Trick. Come, what fooliſh curioſity 2 

Lim. You muſt know, Pug, I was going but juſt now, in obedience to your 
Commands, to enquire of the health and latety of your Jewels, and my Brother 


* 


 Brain{ck moſt barbarouſly forbade mg entrance: { nay, I dare accuſe you, when 


Pug's by to back me; ) but now I a reſolv'd I will go ſee em, or ſome-body 
hall ſmoak for't. 

Brain. But I reſolve you ſhall not. If ſhe pleaſes to command my. Perſon, I can 
comply with the obligation of a Cavalier. 

Trick, But what reaſon had you to forbid him then, Sir 2 

Lim. I, what reaſon had you to forbid me then, Sir: 

Brain, Twas only my Caprichio, Madam. (Now muſt I ſeem ignorant of what 
ſhe knows full well.) 

Trick. We'll enquire the cauſe at better leifure : Come. down, Mr, Limberham. 

Lim. Nay, if it were only his Caprichio, I am fatisfi'd : though, I mult tell you, 
1 was in a kind of a huff, to hear him, Tan ta ra, tan ta ra, a quarter of an hour 
together; for Tan ta ra is but an odd kind of ſound, vou know, before a Man's 


Chamber: 
Euter 


The Rnd Keeper, | | „ 


Euter pleaſance. K 9 5:03 
- Pleaſ. [ Afde.) Tudith has aſſur'd me he muſt be there; and, I'm refolv'd, ih 
ſatis my reyenge at any rate upon my Rivals. 
"Trick. Mrs. Pleaſance is come to call us: pray let us go. 

Pleaſ. Oh dear Mr. Limberham, I have had the dreadtul'ſt Dream to Night, and 
am come to tell it you; I dream d you left your Miſtreſs Jewels in your Cham- 
ber, and the Door open. 

Lim: In good time be it n and ſo [ did, Mio, Pleaſance.. 

Pleaſ. And that a great ſwinging Thief came in, and whipt' em out. 

Lim. Marry, Heavn forbid. 


Trick. This is ridiculous : Fll ſpeak to your Mother, Madam, not 50 ſuffer you 
to eat ſuch heavy Suppers. 

Lim. Nay, that's very true ; for you may remember, ſhe fed very much upon 
Larks and Pigeons; and they are very heavy meat, as Pug ſays. 

Trick. The Jewels are all fate; I look'd oi em. 

Brain, Will you never ſtand corrected, Mrs. Pleaſance > _ 

Pleaſ. Not by you: correct your Matrimony. And methovght, of a ſudden, 


this Thief was turn'd to Mr. Woodall; and that, hearing Mr. Limberham come, he 
lipt for fear into the Cloſet. 


Trick. I look'd all over it; Ym ſure be is not there. Come away, Dear. 

Brain. What, I think you are in a Dream too, Brother Limber ham. 

Lim. If her Dream ſhou'd come out now ! tis 8 go to be ſure however. 
Friet. You are fure: have not I ſaid it? You had beſt make Mr. 22 a 
Thief, Madam. 

Plea. I make him nothing, Madam: but he Thief ; in my Dream: was bike 
Mr. YYoodall ; and that Thiet may have made Mr. Limlerbam ſomething, 

Lim. Nay, Mr. V Voodlall is no Thief, that's certain: but 0 a Thief thou'd be 
tutn'd to Mr. VVoodall, that may be ſomething. BL] BHT ee 

Trick. Then Ill fetch out the Jewels: will that ſatisfie 2 your . 22.90 tin: 

Brain, That ſhall fatisfie him. : | 

Lim. Yes, that ſhall fatisfie me. | 1 


Pleaſ. Then you are a Predeſtinated Fool, and ae worls, hae ſhalt be 

nameleſs : do you not fee how groſſy ſhe- abuſes you? My life on't, there's fome- 

- Four within, and ſhe knows it ; otherwiſe ſhe wou'd ſuffer Ion 1 to w out the 

ewels. 

Lim. Nay, I am no Predeſtinated Fool ; nd therefore, Pug, give way. 
Trick, ] will not ſatisfie your- kamour;* . 


Lim. Then will fatisfie 1 it my felt : for mY generous blood 1s up, and ru force 
my entrance. 


Brain. Here's Billo then ſhall bar you: Atoms are not © fall, a 1 will flice 
the Slave. Ha! Fate, and Furies! | TR 


Lim. I, for all your Fate and Furies, 1 charge you, in His Majeſty's Name, to 
keep the Peace: now diſobey Authority if you dare. J. WIR 
Trick, Fear him not, ſweet Mr. Brainfick. (ey | 


Pleaſ. Ito Brain.) But, if you ſhou'd hinder him, he may 'croable von at len, 
Sir, and ſay, you robb' d him of his Jewels. | 


Lim. That's well thought on. | will accuſe him heinouſly ; there and 
therefore fear and tremble. 
Brain. My Allegiance charms me: 120 wleſce, ==> [Afide 3 The Wc 


plauſible to let him paſs. Now let the burniſſi d Beams 7 his Bro RO e 
for the brand he caſt upon the Brainſict. 


Trick. Dear Mr. Limberbam, come back, and Heap me 05397 Di TOR 
Lim. Yes, I will hear thee; Pug. , $2000] $7.3 429 
Pleaſ. Go on; my Life for yours, he's lere. oo 244 (48+ 41; 
Lim. 1 am deaf as an Adder; 1 will not heir thee, nor nue no n 


Nag I Struggles from her, and uſe in, 
* Trick Then I TS the Wy and care not. 


[Limberham comes running out with the” Jewels, follw'd by 
Woodall, with his Sword drawn. _ 
Lim. O fave me, Pug, fave me 2 [Geis behind ber. 
Wood. A Slave, to come da ider me at my Devotions l but 1 
Lim. Hold, hold, fince you are fo devout, for Heay'n fake, hold. el TONE: 


Brain, Nay, MounGenr VVoodall ! 
Trick. For my fake, * him. 
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| Lim. Ves, for Pug's ſake ſpare me. | 

Wood. I did his Chamber the honour, when my own was not open, to retire 
thither ; and he to diſturb me, like a profane Raſcal as he was. 

Lim. [Afide.) I believe he had the * for his Chaplain, and a Man durſt tell 
him ſo. 
Mood. What's that you mutter? 

Lim. Nay, nothing; ; but that I thought you had not been ſo well given. I 
was only afraid of Pug's Jewels. 

Wood. What, does he take me for a Thief. 2 nay then 

Lim. O, mercy, mercy. 

Pleaſ. Hold, Sir; 'twas a fooliſh Dream of mine that ſet him on. 1 dreamt, 2 
Thief, who had been juſt repriev d for a former Robbery, was vent ring his Neck 
a minute after in Mr, Limberham's Cloſet. 

Wood. Are you thereabouts, i'faith ! A Pox of Artemidorus ! 

Trick, 1 have had a Dream too, concerning Mrs. Brainfick, and perhaps 

Wood. Mrs. Trickſy, a word in private with you, by your Keepers leave. 
Lim. Yes, Sir, you may ſpeak your pleaſure to her ; and, if you have a mind 
to go to prayers together, the Cloſet is open. 

I ood. [ to Trick) You but ſuſpect it at moſt, and cannot prove ©: if you value 
me, you will not ingage me in a quarrel with her Husband. 

Trick. Well, in hope you'll love me, III obey. 

Brain. Now, Damſel 7rickſy, your Dream, your Dream! _ 

Trick. "Twas ſomething of a Flagelet that a Shepherd play'd upon lo ſweetly, 


that three Women follow d him for his Muſick, and ſtill one of em {natchd it 


from the other. 
Pleaſ. LAſide.] 1 underſtand her; but I find ſhe's brib'd to ſecrecy. 
Lim, That  Flagelet was, by interpretation, but let that paſs; and Mr. Modal 


there, was the Shepherd that play'd the Tan ta ra upon't : but a generous Heart, 


like mine, will endure the — no longer ; therefore, 7%, I baniſh thee _e 5 


ever. 
Trick, Then f nl, 
Lim. Is that all you make of me: 


Trick. 1 hate to be tormented: with your jealous Humours, and am 3 to > be 


rid of em. 
Lim. Bear witches good People: of her ingratitude Nothing vexes me, but ü 
that ſhe calls me jealous; ; when! found him as cloſe as a Butter- fly in her Cloſet. 


Trick. No matter for that: I knew not he was there. 
Lim. Wou'd I cou'd believe thee. 

Mood. You have both our words fort. | 

» Trick, Why ſhou'd you perſwade him againſt his will? 


Lim. Since you won't perſwade me, I care not much : here are the Jewels in m | 


poſſeſſion; and I'll fetch out the Settlement immediately. 


Mood. [ Showing the Box.] Look you, Sir, I'll ſpare your pains : four hundred 'F 


Year will ſerve to comfort a poor caſt Miſtreſß. 

Lim, I thought what wou'd come of your Devils Pater No hers. / 

Brain. Reſtore it to him for pity, Moodall. 

Trick, 1 make him my Truſtee ; he ſhall not reſtore it. 

Lim. Here are Jewels that coſt me above two thouſand pounds, a Queen 
might wear em; behold this Orient Neck Jace, Fug! tis pity any Neck ſhou d 
touch it after thine, that pretty N eck! but, oh, tis the falſeſt Neck an cer was 
hang'd in Pearl. EE "is 9 

Mood. Twoud become your bounty to give it her at parting. 

Lim. Never the ſooner for your asking. But oh, that word Parting ! can [ 
bear it? if ſhe cou'd find in her Heart but ſo much Grace, as to acknowledge 
what a Trayt'reſs the has been, I think in my Conſcience I coud forgive her. 

Trick, Ill not wrong my Innocence ſo much, nor this Gentlemans ; but, ſince 
you have accus'd us falſſy, four hundred a Year, betwixt us two, will make us 
ſome part of. reparation. 

Mood. I anſwer you not, but with my Leg, Madam. 

Pleaſ. [Aſide.] This mads me; but I cannot help it. 


Lim, What, wilt thou kill me, Pug, with thy 3 when, thou * 't 


cannot live without thee ? It goes to my Heart, that this wicked F ellow——— 
Wood, How's that, Sir: 


Tow. Under the Roſe, good Mr. Woodall, But 1 ſpeak it with all ſubmiſſion; 
in 


” F : $ 
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in the Tn of my > Spitte, that you, or any Man, ſhou'd hive the aipotng 
of my four hundred a Year gratis : therefore, dear Pug, a word i in private,. with 


. your permiſſion, good Mr. Modal. 3 

E 1 7. rick, Alas, ] made by experience, I may fafely cruſt my Perſon with you. © 8 

"= Ex. Limb. Tnckly. . 
Enter Aldo. 


Pleaſ. o, Father Aldo, we have wanted you! Here has been made the rareſt 
aiſcovery |! | 


Brain. With t the moſt Colncat Cataſtrop he! 


Wood. Happily arriv d, i faith, my old Sub-forricator: : Ihave been taken upon 
ſuſpicion here with Mrs. Tric ty. 


"A To be taken, to be en! Before George, that's a point next the wort, 
Son VVoodall. 


Wood. Truth is, I wanted thy aſlſtance, old Methuſalem : but, my comfort i 18, 
fell ay: 


. Well, young Phaeton, that $ ſomewhat yet, if you made a blaze at your 
Bs rod 


Euter Giles, Mrs. Brainſick, and Judith. 
EY Giles. By your leave, Gentlemen. I have follow d an old Maſter of mine, theſe 
5 two long hours, and had a fair courſe at him up the Street: here he enter id I'm 
1 | ſure. 


Aldo. Whoop Holiday ! our truſty and well beloved Giles, moſt welcome! Now, 
for ſome news of my ungracious Son. 


Wood. LAſide.] Giles here! O Rogue, Rogue! Now, wou'd I were ſale ſtow d, 
over head and ears, in the Cheſt v4 


Aldo. Look you now, Son YYoodall, I told you I was not miſtaken ; My Raſcal" * 
in Town, with vengeance to him. 


Giles. Why, this is he, Sir; I thought you had known him. 
Aldo. Known whom ? 


Giles, Your Son here, my young Maſter. 
Aldo. Do I dote? or art thou drunk, Giles? 


Giles. Nay, I am ſober enough, I'm ſure ; have been kept faſting almoſt theſe 
two days. 


Aldo. Before George, tis ſo! Tread it in that leering look : What a Tartar have 
I caught! p 

1 VVoodall his Son 

Pleaſ. What, young Father Aldo! 

Aldo. | Aft de.] Now cannot [I for ſhame hold up my Head, to o think what this 
young Rogue is privy to! 

Mrs. Brain. The moſt dumb Interview I ever ſaw ! 

Brain. What, have you beheld the Gorgor's Head on either fide? 

Aldo, Oh, my ſins! my fins! and he keeps my Book of Conſcience too He 

can diſplay em, with a witneſs! Oh, treacherous young Devil! 


Wood. | Aſide.] Well, the Squid's J run to the end of the Line, and now for the 
Cracker : 2 bear up. 


Aldo. I muſt ſet a face of Anihidrity on che matter, for my credit. = — — 
Pray who am I? do you know me, Sir: 


Wood. Yes, I think 1 ſhou d partly know, Sir: you may remember ſome pri 
vate paſſages betwixt us. 


Aldo. Ade. ] 1 ouglit as much; he has me already 8 But pray, Sir, why 
this Ceremony amongſt Friends? Put. on, put on; and let us hear what News 
from'France : have you heard lately from my Son? does he continue ſtill the molt 
hopeful and eſteem'd young Gentleman in Paris 2 does he manage his Allowance 
with the fame diſcretion? and laſtly, has he ſtill the ſame reſpect and aur for 
his good old Father? 


Mood. Faith, Sir, I have been too long from my Catechiſe, to anſwer ſo many 
Queſtions; but, ſuppoſe there be no news of your Quondam- Son, you may com- 


fort up your Heart for ſuch a loſs; Father Aldo has a numerous Progeny about | 
the Town, Heav'n bleſs 'em. hy 

Aldo. *Tis very well Sir; I find you have been ſearching for your Relations 
then, in YYVherſtone's Park ! a 


Wood. No, Sir; I made ſome ſcruple of going to the forefaid place for fear of * 
, meeting my own F ather there. 


a Moe George, I cou'd find in * Heart to diſinherit thee. - 


Pleaſ. 
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Ped . you cannot be ſo unnatural. 


od. I am ſure I am no Baſtard ; witneſs one good quality That: Ir any 5705 
vole — have a ſtronger Tang of the Father in em, md contentito be dil | 
own 
Aldo. Well, from this time forward, l pronounce thee no o Son of mine, 

' Wood, Then you defire I ſnou d proceed, to juſtifie I am awfully begotten 2 
The Evidence is ready, Sir ; and, if you pleaſe, -I ſhall relate before this Honour- 
able Aſſembly, thoſe excellent Leſſons of More, 4 gave me at our firſt Ac- 
quaintance. As, in the firſt place, | 

Aldo. Hold, hold; 1 Ss thee hold; on thy wen forgive thee hearti 


ly; I have proof enough thou art my Son ; but e tame thee that can, thou art a 
mad one. 


Pleaſ. Why, this i is as it ſhou'd be. | 
Aldo to him.) Not a word of any paſlages betwixt us, tis enough we 1900 
each other; hereafter we'll baniſh all Pomp and Ceremony, and hve familiarl 
together : ll be Pilades, and thou mad Oreſtes, and we'll divide the Eſtate bet wit 


us, and have freſh Wenches, and Ballum Rankum every Night. 


Wood. A match, 1'faith : and let the World pals. 

Aldo. But hold a little; J had forgot one . hope you are not mam d, 
nor ingag'd ? | 

Wood. To notling but my Pleaſures, . 

Aldo. A mingle of Profit would do well though. Come, bares a Girl; look 


well upon her; tis a metled Toad, I can tell you chat: 1 U Make notable: work 
betwixt two Sheets, in a lawful way. 


Hood. What, my old Enemy, Mrs. Pleaſance 1. 

M. Brain. Marry Mrs. Saintly's Daughter ! | 

Aldo. The truth is, ſhe has paſt for her Daughter, by my appointment ; but ſhe 
has as good Blood running in her Veins, as the beſt of you : her Father, Mr. Palm, 
on his Death-bed, left her to my care and diſpoſal ; belides; a Fortune of twelve 
hundred a Year ; a pretty convenience, by my faith. reid” 

| Wood. Beyond my hopes, if ſhe conſent. Tg | 

Aldo. J have taken ſome care of her Education, and plac d her here with 


4 


Mrs. Saintly, as her Daughter, to avoid her being blown upon by. Fops, and younger 


Brothers. So now, Son, I hope J have matched your Coneealment with m dif- 
covery | there's hit for hit, ere I croſs the C udgels. 
Pleaſ. Y ou will not take em up, ir? 8 IN es 
Wood. 1 dare not againſt you, Madam: Im 1 you "Ul work me at all Wea 
pons. All I can fay is, I do not now begin to love you. 
Aldo. Let me ſpeak for thee :* Thou {halt be us d, little Pleaſance, lle han 


reign Princeſs : thou ſhalt not touch a bit of Burchers Meat: in 2 | twelvemonth; 
and thou ſhalt be treated 


Pleaſ. Not with Ballum Rantum every Night, 1 Lea yau a0 e 

Aldo. Well, thou art a Wag; no more of that. Thou ſhalt want t neither Man' 
Meat, nor Womant's Meat, as far as his Proviſion, will hold out. \ 

Pleaſ. But I fear he's ſo horribly e given to go a Houſe· warming abroad, that the | 
leaſt part of the Proviſion will come to my: mare ar home. 9 51 50 

Mood. You'll find me ſo much imployment, in My. own Family, that l tall 
have little need to look out tor Journey-work.... 

Aldo. Before George, he ſhall do thee reaſon ere wor ſleep 7: We ; 

Pleaſ. No; he ſhall have an Honourable Truce for one 17 5 at leaſt; kor 'is 
not fair, to put a freſh Enemy upon him. 


Mrs. Bra. to Pleal. ] 1 beſeech you, Madam, diſcover nothing bervixt him * 
me. wed 


Pleaſ. to RF I am contented to cance! the old Score but 1 heed of bring 
ing me an ous: 
Enter Gervaſe, leading Saintly. 1 os Ul 
- Ger. Save you, Gentlemen; and you my tarsan-Malbes.: vou 3 are welcome 
all, as I may ſay. "ny | 0 
140. How now, Sirrah ? what's the matter? 00 
Ger. Give good words, while you live, Sir: : your Landlord, 3 Mr. Sai, 
if you pleaſe. Wt 
FYood. Oh, I underſtand the buſineſs ; he's marrid to the Widow, es 
Saint. V erily, the good work is accompliſh d. „ woiteed 7 0. 708 BOT 
Brain. But, why Mr. Saintly ? 1 5 e £10104 
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Ger. When a Man is marri'd to his Beaers tis but decency to ke her Nas 
A pretty Houſe, a pretty Situation, and ry Furniſh'd ! I have been unlawtully 
labouring at hard, Puty; ut A Parſon has derd up the matter : thank your 
Worſhip, Mr. 4. — How ? Giles here! 

Hood. The buſineſs is out, and I am now * my Father has forgiven me, 
and we are Friends, | 
| Ger. When will Giles, with his honeſty, come to this ? 
| YVood. Nay, do not inſult too much, good Mr. Saintly : thou wert but my 
Deputy; thou know ſt the Widow intended it to me. 

Ger. But I am fatisfid ſhe perform'd it with me, Sir. Well, there is much good 
will in theſe preciſe old Women; they are the moſt zealous Bed - ſellows: 5 Look 
and ſhe does not bluſh now ! you ſce there's Grace in her. 


Mood. Mr. Limberham, where are you? Come, chear up Man : how go matters 
on Your ſide of the Country: Cry him, Gervaſe. 


Ger. Mr. Limberham, Mr. Limberham, ere your appearance in the Court, 
and fave your Recognizance. 


Enter Limberbam and Trek. 


pod. Sir, I ſhou'd now make a Speech to you in my oun ras, but the 
ſhort of all is this : if you can forgive what's paſt, your hand, and Pl! endeavour 
to make up the breach betwixt you and your Miſtreſs : ; if not, I am ready t to give 
you the ſatisfaction of a Gentleman. 
Lim. Sir, I am a peaceable Man, and a good Chriſtian, though I ſay it, and 
deſire no ſatisfaction from any Man: Pug, and I are partly agreed upon the point 
already ; and therefore lay thy hand upon thy Heart, Pag, and if thou canſt from 
the bottom of thy Soul deſie Mankind, naming no body, III forgive thy paſt E- 
normities; and, to give good Example to all Chriſtian Keepers, will take thee to 


my wedded Wife: And thy four ee a Year ſhall be ſetled . aue, for {e- 
PRE Maintenance. 


Trick, Why, now I can oat with Honour. | 

Aldo. This is the firſt buſineſs that was ever made up without me. 

Wood. Give you Joy, Mr. Birdegroom. 

Lim. You may ſpare your Breath, Sir, if you pleaſe : I defire none from you. 
"Tis true, I'm fatisfi'd of her Vertue, in ſpight of Slander; but, to ſilence Calum- 


ny, F ſhall civilly deſire you henceforth, not to make a Chappel of Eaſe of Pag 
Cloſet. 


Pleaſ. [Afide.) Til take care of falſe Worſhip, FI warrant him : he ſhail have 
no more to do with Bell and the Dragon. 

Brain. Come hither, Wedlock, and let me Seal my laſting Love upon thy Lips: 
Saintly has been ſeduc d, and ſo has 7. rickſy : but thou alone art kind and 
conſtant. Hitherto I have not valu'd deftly,” according to its merit ; but here- 
after, Memphis ſhall not boaſt a Monument more firm, than my Affection. 

PVood. A moſt excellent Reformation, and at a moſt ſeaſonable time! The 
Moral on't is pleaſant, if well conſider'd. Now, let's to Dinner: Mr. Saiztly, 
lead the way, as becomes you, in Your own Houſe, 


Ph Your Hand, fivect Moiety. 
Mood. And Heart too, my comfortable Importance. 
Miſtreſs, and Wite, by turns, I have poſſeſs d: 
He who — em both, in one, is blelsd. 


[7 he reſt going off. 


annere . 
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LIMBERH AM: Or, 


" EPILO GU * 


Spoken by L IMB ERH AM. 


T Beg a Boon, that &re you all disband, DR ot Th 
Some one would take my Bargain off my hand 
To keep a Punk is but a common evil, 


To find her falſe, and Marry, that's the Devil. 
Well, I neer adted Part in all my Life, 
Bet ſtill I was fobbd off with ſome ſuch VWife : 
find the Trick ; theſe Poets take no pity 
Of one that is a Member of the City, 

We Cheat you lawfully, and in our Trades, 

Tou Cheat us baſely with your Common Jades. 

Now I am Married, I muſt fit down by it; 

But let me keep my dear bought Spouſe in quiet - 

Let none of you damn'd Woodalls of the Pit, 

Put in for Shares, to mend our breed, in Nit; 

Wie know your Baſtards from our Fleſh and Blood, 
Not one in ten of yours ere comes to good, 

In all the Boys their Fathers Vertues ſhine, 

But all the ua Fry turn Pugs lite mine. 


VVhen theſe grow up, Lord! with what Rampant Gadders 
Our Counters will be throng d, and Roads with Padders. 
This Town two Bargains. has, not worth one farthing, 

A Smithfield Horſe, and VVife of Covent-Garden. 
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PREFACE. 


Hough it be dangerous to raiſe too great an expectation, eſpecially in works of 
this Nature, where we are to pleaſe an unſatiable Audience, yet tis reaſonable 
to prepoſſeſs them in favour of an Author; and therefore both the Prologue 
and Epilogue inform'd you, that Oedipus was the moſt celebrated Piece of all 

Antiquity. That Sophocles, not only the greateſt Wit, but one of the greateſt Men in 


i x ' Athens, made it for the Stage, at the Publick Coſt ; and that it had the Reputation of be- 


ing his Maſter-piece, not only amongſt the Seven of his which are ſtill remaining, bur of 
the greater number which are periſh'd. Ariſtotle has more than once admir'd it in his Book 
of Poetry; Horace has mention'd it: Lucullus, Julius Ceſar, and other noble Romans, have. 
written on the ſame Subject, tho their Poems are wholly loſt; but Seneca's is ſtill pre- 
ſerw'd. In our own Age, Corneille has attempted it, and it appears, by his Preface, with 
great ſucceſs : But a judicious Reader will eaſily obſerve, how much the Copy is inferior 
to the Original. He tells you himſelf, that he owes a great part of his ſucceſs to the happy 
_ Epiſode of Tbeſeus and Dirce 3 which is the ſame thing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that 
we are indebted for our good Fortune, to the under-plot of Adraſtus, Euridice, and Creon. 
The truth is, he miſerably failed in the Character of his Hero: if he defir'd that Oedipus 
ſhould be pitied, he ſhould have made him a better Man. He forgot that Sophocles had 
taken care to ſhew him in his firſt entrance, a juſt, a merciful, a ſucceſsful, a Religious 
Prince; and, in ſhort, a Father of his Country: inſtead of theſe he has drawn him ſuſpi- 
cious, deſigning, more anxious of keeping the Theban Crown, than ſolicitous for the ſafe- 
ty of his People: Hector'd by Theſes, contemn'd by Dirce, and ſcarce maintaining a ſe- 
- cond part in his own Tragedy. This was an Error in the firſt Concoction; and there- 
fore never to be mended in the ſecond or the third: He introduc'd a greater Hero than Oedli pus 
himſelf ; for when Theſes was once there, that Companion of Hercules mult yield to none: 
The Poet was obliged to furniſh him with Buſineſs, to make him an Equipage ſuitable ro 
his Dignity ; and by following him too cloſe, to loſe his other King of Branford in the 
Crowd. Seneca, on the other fide, as if there were no ſuch thing as Nature to be minded 
in a Play, is always running after pompous Expreſſions, pointed Sentences, and Philoſo- 
phical Notions, more proper for the Study than the Stage: The French-man followed a 
wrong Scent ; and the Roman was abſolutely at cold Hunting. All we cou'd gather out of 
Corneille, was, that an Epiſode muſt be, but not his way: And Seneca ſupply'd us with no 
new Hint, but only a Relation which he makes of his Tireſias raiſing the Ghoſt of Lajus, 
which is here perform'd in view of the Audience; the Rites and Ceremonies ſo far his, 
as he agreed with Antiquity, and the Religion of the Greeks; but he himſelf was beholden 
to Homer's Tireſias in the Odyſſes far ſome of them; and the reſt have been collected from 
_ Heliodore's Ethiopiques, and Lucan's Exietbo. Sophocles, indeed, is admirable every where; and 
therefore we have follow'd as clofe,as, poſſibly we cou'd : But the Athenian Theatre (whe- 
ther more perfect than ours, is not now diſputed) had a Perfection differing from ours. You 
ſee there in every Act a ſingle Scene, (or two at moſt) which manage the buſineſs of the 
Play; and after chat ſucceeds the Chorus, which commonly takes up more Time in ſing- 
ing, than there has been employ'd in ſpeaking. The principal Perſon appears almoſt con- 
ſtantly through the Play; but the inferior Parts ſeldom above once in the whole Tragedy, 
The Conduct of our Stage is much more difficult, where we are oblig'd never to loſe any 
conſiderable Character which we have once preſented. Cuſtom likewiſe has obtain'd, that 
we muſt form an Under-Plot of Second Perſons, which muſt be depending on the Firſt 2 
and their By-Walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all of em lead into the great 
Parterre; or like ſo many ſeveral Lodging-Chambers, which have their Out: lets into che 
ſame Gallery. Perhaps, after all, if we cou d think fo, the ancient Method, as tis the eaſieſt, 
is alſo the moſt natural, and the beſt: For Variety, as tis manag d, is too oſten ſubject ro 
breed Diſtraction; and while we wou'd pleaſe too many ways, for want of Art in the 
Conduct, we pleaſe in none. But we have given you more already than was neceſſary 
for a Preface; and for ought we Know, may gain no more by bur Inſtructions, than that 
politick, Nation is like to do, who have taught their Enemies to fight fo long, that at laſt 
they are in a Condition to invade then. | 
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PROLOGUE. 


— — — A NL Ne ¶—ù üü—j 2 
LIMBERHAM; Or, . 
PROFOGUE. K I C4 EPHL O GUE. 1 
ö . . ö 5 _—_— | "Ln 
Hen Athens all the Grecian State did guide, Hat Sophocles could undertake alone, "—_ 
| And Greece gave Laws to all the World beſide, -} V Our Poets found a Hark for more than one; bo: 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did ſit, And therefore Two lay tugging at the Piece, (Greece, 38 
Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Nit: With all their force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from „ 
And Mit from Wiſdom differ d not in thoſe, A weight that bent even Seneca's ſtrong Muſe; „ 
But as twas ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proſe. And which Corneille's Shoulders did refuſe. _ 
Then Oedipus on Crowned Theatres, So hard it is the Athenian Harp to ſtring ! ©" 
Drew all admiring Eyes and liſtning Ears ; Sa much Two Conſuls yield to one juſt King. 
The pleas'd Spectator ſhouted every Line, Terror and Pity this whole Poem ſway ; | 2 
The Nobleſt, Manlieſt, and the Beſt Deſign ! The mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play: 
And every Critich of each learned Age, How heavy will thoſe vulgar Souls be found, _ _ 
By this juſt Model has reform'd the Stage. Whom Two ſuch Engines cannot move from Groundz - 
Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heav n avert our fear!) | When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this Birth, + 
Damn it in Silence, leſt the World ſhould hear. ou can but damn for one poor {pot of Earth: 
For were it known this Poem did not pleaſe, And when your Children find your judgment ſuch, 
You might ſet up for perfect Salvages: _. | They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born 
Tour Neighbours would not lool on you as Men: | Each haughty Poet will infer with eaſe, (Dutch; 
But think, the Nation all turn'd Pits agen, | How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe. 
Faith, as you manage Matters, tis not fit As ſome ſtrong Churle would brandiſhing advance 1 
Tou ſhould ſuſpe& your ſelves of too much Mit. | The monumental Sword that conquer d France; mm 
Drive not the Feſt too far, but ſpare this Piece: | So you by judging this, your Fudgments teach, [8 
And, for this once, be not more Wiſe than Greece, | Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. f 8 
See twice ! Do not pell-mell to damning fall, (Since then the Vote of full Two thouſand Years © Re 
Like true born Britains, who ne er think at all: | Has Crown'd thu Plot, and all the Dead are theirs 3 3 
Pray be advis'd ; and though at Mons you won, | Think it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, Bn 
On pointed Cannon do not always rim. I ͤAnd in your own defence, let ihn Play live. E 
With ſome reſpect to ancient Wit proceed; I Think em not vain, when Sophocles x ſhown, g 
Ton talę the four firſt Councils for your Creed. I To praiſe bs worth they humbly doubt their own. 5 
But when you lay Tradition wholly ly), | 7et as weak States each others Pow'r aſſure, 3 
And on the private Spirit alone rely, 5 Weak Poets, by conjunction are ſecure, . 
Tou turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. Their Treat i what your Pallats reliſh moſt, 5 5 
If notwithſtanding all that we can ſay, 7 | Charm! Song! and Show ! a Murder, and a Ghoſt | 
You needs will have your pen'worths of the Play: & We know not what you can defire or hope, 1 
And come reſolv d to Damn, becauſe you pay. I] To pleaſe you more, but burning of a Pope. 
Record it, in memorial of the Fact, N e EFF 
The firſt Play bury'd ſince the Moollen Act. 1 
DRAMATIS PERSONÆ. FT 
Oedipus Mr. Betterton. | 
Adraſtus Mir. Smith. f 


Creon 1 ch Mr. Sanford. 
Tireſias | Mr. Harris. PO ITE | 
Hæmon 1 | 1 Mr. Crosby. 55 4 4 8 
Alcander CCTV Wy 
Diocles _ „„ 2% ME Nite aden wrote 
Pyracmon Mr. Bowman. ie e e SOON 
/n) œ‚M  . .-. „ 
Dymas FJ ͥͤ ↄ 
een e ee OT Ot" 2, 
Ghoſt of Lajus. Mr. VPilliams. „V 


O N EN. 


Jocaſta | Mrs. Betterton. | OE e 5 ever 
Eury dice „„ © Sm. 
Prieſts, Citizens, Attendants, Ge, ę ä ł;! 
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7 he Curtain riſes to a pletnrive Tune, vt tho Sr Oniditi of Thebes; 
Dead Bodies appear at 4 Ar liſtance. in the Streets ; £87 faintly 8⁰ over the Stage, 
others drop. 
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Enter Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon 


Ethinks we ſtand on Ruines ; Nature ſhakes | 
About us; and the Univerſal Frame 
So looſe, that it but wants another puſn 5 5157 

2 To leap from off its Hinges. l 8 l ety 

Dior. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody Globe 3 
That rowls above; a bald and beamleſs Fire; i 1 \ 
is Face o er- grown with Scurf: the Sun's ſick 1 5 
Shortly he'll be an Earth. C 

Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons Sg l oem eln 1 

Ie all confusd; and by the Besse neglected, . 

Forget themſelves : Blind Winter meets the Summer F165 


Alcander. 


% 
4 


In his mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Linay. > bobionw ting) ob ©; 15 
Has driv'n him headlong back; And the dams ls Ks nr ek 


With flaggy Wings, fly heavily ãboutf, an. nin: Tu ane Lon i od T- 
Scattering their Peſtilential Colds and Rheum, Unto note away ret 
Through all the lazy Air. js BE | r 
Alc. Hence Murrains follow. VVV 
On bleating Flocks, and on the towing Herds; 1 eee eee $$ 
At laſt, the Malady 3 FFFFF Et” At 
Grew more domeſtick, and the man Dog ; nod bet 


Dy'd at his Maſter's Feet. . kk | 1 
Dioc. And next his Maſter: e ee e 


For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and his had l FF 
Firſt on inferiour Creatures try d their "_; C 
And laſt they ſeiz d on Man. 8 


Na 


990 And then a thouſand Deaths: at Ong a ic, 9% 8 anti) 0 
And every Dart took place; all was. ſo fed i bes 624 1 noW 3 ,nxu0 il T 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell; one but began 1 
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To wonder, and ſtraight fell a DR. ina] Iieio O νỹi és, 


A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, ods ans wed N 
Dropt in the pious Act. Heard you that Groan ? >. 5 ee barons 
Doc. A Troop of Ghoſts took flight together FER i e e 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play erer N nog Aon 
For ſingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes: ant Let tt ts Ao St 
How are we ſure we breath not now our Ede Meat: als e 
And that next Minute, „ eco ern ng ao, oo, e 1 8 1 . | #6. (* 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common n Pit, V 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid F 
By half a People? e ee aj 1947 F e N 

Alc. There's a Chain of che” 77 ek anitt 
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Link'd to Effects; invincible Neceſſity F 
That what e'er is, _—__ not but ſo. have been, en 
To them enter S eee eee | 


Creou. So had it 3 en all our Streets lie cover d b 
With dead and dying Men _ 3 5 


i Hel 31 ol bs eon Yom: 
And Earth expoſes Bodies on ae Pavements, e 1 ch n e 


bo M 
More than ſhe hides in Graves! r . 
. kf LE oy 
| | Betwixt 
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eee 5 4 


Betwixt the Bride and om hive I | ſeen 
The Nuptial Torch do common Offices | 
Of Marriage and of Death. 

Dioc. Now, Oedipus, 

(If he return from War, our ther Plaine). 

Will ſcarce find half he left, to grace his Triumphs. 
Pyr. A feeble Pæan will be ſung before him. 
Alc. He would do well to bring the Wives and Children 

Of conquer'd Argians to renew his Thebes. 

Creon. May Funerals meet him at the City _ 

With their deteſted Omen. 

Dioc. Of his Children. _ 

Creon. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 

Alc. Oh that our Thebes might once ”—_ benold 
A Monarch Theban born! 

Dioc. We might have had one. 

Pyr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 

Creon. Come, yare my Friends: 

The Quetn my Siſter, after Lajus Death, 

Fear'd to lie ſingle ; and ſupply 0 his place 5 Fe} 
With a young Succeſſor. Wl | 55 WE 
Dioc. He much reſembles * 
Her former Husband too. 

Alc. I always thought ſo. 
Pyr. When twenty Winters more have grizzl'd his black Locks 

He will be a very Lajun. 

Creon. So he will. 

Mean time ſhe ſtands acide of a Lu, 

More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs. 
| Theſe Women are tuch cunning Purveyors! 

Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas a, 

The fame reſemblance in a younger Lover, 

Lies brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 

And urges their remembrance to defire. 

Dioc. Had merit, not her dotage, been conſider d, 

Then Creon had been King ; but Oedipus, 

A Stranger ! 

Creon. That word Stranger, I confeſs 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears. © 
Dzoc, We are your Creatures. + 

The People prone, as in all general Ills, 

To ſudden Change ; the King in Wars abroad, 

The Queen, a Woman weak and unregarded ; 

Eurydicè the Daughter of dead Lajus, 

A Princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried. . 45 
Methinks from theſe disjointed Propoſitions | 
Something might be produc'd. 

Creon. The Gods have done 

Their part, by ſending this commodious PRIN 

But oh the Princeſs ! her hard Heart is ſhut, 

Ay Adamantine Locks, againſt my Love. 

Alc. Your claim to her is ſtrong ; you are betroth' d. 
Pyr. True! in her Nonage. 
Alc. But that lett's. remov d. 
Dioc. I heard the Prince of Agos, your Adrafu 
When he was Hoſtage here 
Creon. Oh name him not! the "WI of all my hopes ; ; 

That hot- brain d, head-long Warriour, has the Charms 
Of Youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky raſhneſs, 

To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. | 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward form 
And empty noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. 

Alc. But ſince the War broke out about our Frontiers . 

He's now a Foe to Thebes / 
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Creon, But i is "not 0 t to = ſee, the appears ; 3 
Once more I'll prove my Fortune: you . 
Kind thoughts of me into the multitude; EL ond 
Lay load upon the Court ; gull 'em with T reedom; 
And you ſhall ſee em toſs their Tails, and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ſtung . 
Dioc. Well about it. | E 5 Diocles, ion 
6 Riker: Eurydice. 
Creon. Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eurydice / 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou: wert born ; | 
And made thee of ſuch kindred-mold to Heaven, 
0 Thou ſeem'ſt more Heaven's than ours. | 
1-1 Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 
= Where late the Streets were ſo thick ſown. LE Men, 
Like Cadmus's Brood they juſtled for the „„ 
Now look for thoſe erected Heads, and ſee em 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Ways :, - 
When you have thought on this, anſwer this, 5 
If theſe be hours of Courtſhip ? N 1 
Ereon. Les, they are; ; e 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, tis time , nad oh 5 
We ſhould renew the Race. 1 1 om 18 27% % 1 
Eur. What, in the midſt of horror! 5 el ir 
Creon. Why not then? wr 
There s the more need of omfort.. 
Euryd. Impious Creon ! = 
: Creon. Unjuſt Eurydice / can you accuſe me 
Of love, which is Heaven's Precept, and not fear ... FRY riod Se 
That Vengeance, which you ſay purſues our Crimes, CCH 
Should reach your Perjuries 2 | „ 
Euryd. Still th old Argument. „ AH ö n 5 0 
I bad you caſt your Eyes on other Men. 
Now caſt em on your * think what you are. 5 
Creon. A Man. 
Euryd, A Man! 
Creon. Why doubt you I'm 4 | Mas. 5 
- . Euryd. Tis well you tell me ſo, I ſhould miſtake you ; ; 
For any other part o'th' whole Creation, 1 
Rather than think you Man: hence from my ſight, 
| Thou Poyſon to my Eyes. 
Creon. Twas you firſt poyſon d mine; ad yet methinks 
My Face and Perſon ſhou'd not make you ſport. 
Euryd. You force me, by your importunities, 
To ſhew you, what you are. - 
Creon. A Prince, who loves 8 NG 
And ſince your Pride provokes me, worth your Love, 
Ev'n at his higheſt value. 
Euryd. Love from thee ? . 
Why love renounc'd thee ere thou, ſaw'ſt * light: 1 - 
Nature her ſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, 
And cry'd the Work's not mine . 
The Midwife ſtood agaſt; and when ſhe ſaw. VF 
Thy Mountain Back, and thy diſtorted Legs, 41 3 
Thy Face it ſelf, | hc 
Half minted with the Royal ſtamp of Man, Te” 
And half o ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 
Whoſe right in thee were more: 
And knew not if to burn thee in the flames, . 3 
5 Were not the holier work. E 
= Creon., Am I. to blame, if Narule threw 1 my Body | 
Y 4 ſo . a Mold yet what r 
er envious Hand upon my ſupple Join : 
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his ill-ſhap'd Body with a daring Soul: 
And making leſs than Man, ſhe made me more. 


W EDO. 


Her bungled work, ſhe ſtampt my Mind more fair: 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, _ 
The Gods ſtruck fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
That beautifie the Sky, ſo the inform'd 


Euryd. No, thou art all one Error ; Soul and Boy Mc g 
The firſt young tryal of ſome unskill'd Powr, HO 
Rude in the making Art, and Ape of Jove. c 
Thy crooked Mind within, hunch'd out thy back, 

And wander d in thy Limbs: to thy own kind 6 
Make love, if thou canſt find it in the World ; 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Oft-ſp pring, 
Which, mingled with the reſt, would tempt the Gods 
To cut off Human Kind. | 

Creon. No; let em leave 
The Argian prince for you: that Enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break the Vous 
You made to me. 

Euryd. They were my Mother 8 Vows, 

Made when 1 was at Nurſe, 

Creon. But hear me, Maid; 
This Blot of Nature, this Ace 4 loath d Creon, 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of your young Minion, ſpoil the Gods fine work, 
And ſtab you in his Heart. 

Euryd. This when thou doeſt, 


Then may ſt thou ſtill be curſt with i loving me : 


And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd ; 
And let his Ghoſt— — —- No, let his Ghoſt have reſt ; 


But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, 5 
Let Creon haunt himſelf. | | : [Exi Furydice. 


Creon. Tis true, I am 
What ſhe has told me, an offence to ſiglit: 5 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices war. 
By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind vulgar. 
I muſt haſte e're Oedipus return, 
To ſnatch the Crown and her; for 1 fill love ; 
But love with Malice; as an angry Cur | 
Snarls while he feeds, ſo will 1 ſeize and ſtanch 


The hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leave the ſcraps for Slaves, 


Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, and led by his We, ad Manto, 

VVhat makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad z 

VVou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 

For Earth and me; III ſhun his walk, and {eek © Ke” 

My popular Friends. [Exit Creon. 
J. 104 A little farther, yet a little farther; 

Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 

Conduct my weary ſteps; and thou who ſeeſt 


For me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 


Vith impious ſteps upon dead Corps; - Now ſtay, 
Methinks 1 draw more open, vital Air, 
VVhere are we ?. | 
Manto. Under covert of a VVall : 
The moſt frequented once, and ige part 
Of Thebes, now midnight filence reigns even here; 
And Graſs untrodden ſprings beneath our Feet. 
Tir, If there be nigh this place a Sunny Bank, 
There let me reſt a while: a Sunny Bank! 
Alas how can it be, where no Sun ſhines ! 
But a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 
That nods, and Ee holds up his drowſic head 
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To A 3 the Vents. 


[ 4 Noiſe within, Follow, follow, follow, A Creon, A { Creon, A Cxeon. 


Hark ! a tumultuous noiſe, and Crèeon's Name 
Thrice ecchoed. 
Man. Fly, the Tempeſt drives this way. 
Tir. VVhither can age and Blindneſs take their fight 3 2 
If I could fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worſe, 
Secure of great III [ Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon- 
Enter Crcon, Diocles, Alcarider, Pyracmon, follow'd by rhe Crowd. 
Creon, 1 thank ye, Countrymen ; but muſt refuſe 
The Honours you intend me, they re too great; 
And I am too unworthy; think agen, 
And make a better Choice. 
1. Cit. Think twice! Ine er thought twice in all my Life: 
That's double work. 
2. Cit. My firſt word is always my ſecond ; and therefore VI have 
No ſecond word ; and therefore once again | lay, A Creon. 
Al. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon. | 
Creon. Vet hear me, Fellow Citizens. 
Dioc. Fellow Citizens! there was a word of kindriefs. © 
Alc. VVhen did Oedipus ſalute you by that familiar Name: 
1. Cit. Never, never; He was too proud. = 
| Creon. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stinger : 
But under him our Thebes is half deſtroyed. 
Forbid it Heav'n, the reſidue ſhould periſh 
Under a Theban born. ; 
Iis true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among you, 
Becauſe a Stranger ru d. But what of that? 
Can I redreſs it now ? 
3. Cit. Yes, you or none. 
"Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us | 
Becduſe he Reigns. 
Creon. Oedipus may return: You may 15 ruin d. 
x. Cit. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd already. 
2. Cit. Halt of us that are here preſent, were living Men but 
Yeſterday ; and we that are abſent, do but drop and drop, 
And no Man knows whether he be dead or living. And 
Therefore, while we are ſound and well, let us ſatisfie our 
Conſciences, and make a new King. 
3. Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee chother Coronation! 
And then, if we muſt die, we'll go merrily together. 
All. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. 
Dioc. Are you content Creon ſhall be your King ? 
All. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon. 
Tir. Hear me, ye 7. hebans: And thou Creon, bear tit. 
1. Cit. Who's that would be heard? We 1 hear no Man: "Ty 
We can ſcarce hear one another. | 
Tir. 1 charge you by the Gods to hear wee. 
2. Cit. Oh, tis Apollos Prieſt; we muſt hear him: ri che old blind 
Prophet, that fees all things. 
3. Cir, He comes from the Godas too; and they are our Betters : 
And therefore in good Manners we muſt hear him. Speak, Prophet, 
2. Ct, For coming from the Gods, that's no great matter; 
They can all ſay chat: But he's a great Sholar, he can make 
Almanacks and he were put tot; and therefore | ſay, hear him. 
Tir. When angry Heaven ſcatters its Plagues rs 3 you, 3 
Is it for nought, ye Thebans ? Are the Gods 0 
Unjuſt in puniſhing: Are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down: | 
1. Cit, Yes, yes; No doubt, there are ſome Sis lens, | 
That are the Cauſe of all. 
3+ Cit. Yes, There are Sins, or we ſhould hikes no Taxes. 


2. Cit. For my part, I can ſpeak it with à ſafe Canons 
I neer ſind in all my Life. CS 
+ NMoL IE. . X 2 
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and my Soul ſickens with it. 


1. Cit, Nor . 0 
3. Cit, Nor I. 
2. Cit. Then we are all juſtified: The Sin lies not at our Doors. 
Tir. All juitified alike, and yet all guilty. 
Were every Man's Falſe-dealing brought to light; 


His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 


His Weights and Meaſures, th other Man's Extortions, 
With what Face could you tell offended Heav n, 
You had not fin'd ? 


2. Cit. Nay, if theſe be Sins the Caſe is alter d: For my part, never 


Thought any thing but Murder had been a Sin. 


Tir. And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, 


You add Rebellion to em. Impious Thebans / 


Have you not {worn before the Gods, to ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipus, your King, 


By publick Voice elected ? Anſwer me, 
If this be true. 


2. Cit. This is true: But it's à hard World, N cighbours, 
If a Man's Oath muſt be his Maſter. 


Creon. Speak Diocles : All goes wrong. 

Dioc. How ! are you Traytors, Country- men of Thebes : ? 
This holy Sir, who preſſes you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firſt. Were you not {worn before 
To Lajus, and his Blood? 

Al. We were, we were. 

Dioc. While Lajus has a lawful Succeſſor, 
Your firſt Oath ſtill muſt bind: Eurydice 
Is Heir to Lajus ; let her marry Creon 
Offended Heav'n will never be appeas d, 

While Oedipus pollutes the Throne of Lajus, 

A Stranger to his Blood. 

All. We'll no Oedipus, no Oedipus. 

1. Cit. He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe-hole. 


2. Cit, I knew it would be fo: The laſt Man ever ſpeaks the beſt Reaſon. 
Zir. Can Benefits thus die? Ungrateful Thebans! © 


Remember yet, when, after ;Lajus's Death, 


The Monſter Sphynx laid your rich Country waſte, 


Your Vineyards ſpoild, your labouring Oxen flew ; 
Your ſelves, for tear, mew'd up within your Walks ; 


She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd your Town; 
But when ſhe raisd her Bulk to fail above you, 

She drove the Air around her, like a Whirl-wind, 
And ſhaded all beneath ; till ſtooping down, 

She clap'd her Leathern Wing againſt your Towers, 


And thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Doors. 


Dioc. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 
Tir. You durſt not meet in Temple, 
Tinvoke the Gods for Aid; the proudeſt he 


Who leads you now, then crow'd like a dar d Lark: 
This Creon {hook for fear, 


The Blood of Lajus curdled in his Veins ; 
Till Oedipus arrivd, 


Call'd by his own high Courage, and the Gods; j 


HFimſelf to you a God: Ye offer d him 


Your Queen and Crown ; (but what was then your Crown!) 
And Heav'n authoriz'd it by his Succeſs. 


Speak then; who is your lawful King: 
All. Tis Oedipus. 4 8421 iA 
Tir. "Tis Oedipus, your King more ful Er. 091 F i 1 

That yet you dream; for ſomething ſtill there lies n 

n Heaven's dark Volume, which J read thro Miſts 3d 

Lis great, prodigious ; tis a dreadful Birth tit . N -Y 

Of wondrous Fate; and now, juſt now diſcloſing. ... 662 1 3129 410.30 

[ fee, I fee how terrible it dawns ! ti 
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Inceſt ! Diſcovery |! Puniſhment 
And all your Sufferings Oer. 
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1. Cit. How 1 God ſhakes . oats 5540 Gade 5 
Tir. He comes! he comes ! Victory! Conq coſt! Triumph ! 
But, Oh! Guiltleſs and Guilty. Murder! Particle f 
tis ended, 


A Trumpet within ; Enter Hemon. 
Ham. Rouze up, ye Thebans ; tune your 10 Peas. 


Your King returns ; the Argians are o recome; 


Their Warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, il 


And led in Bands by God-like Oedipus. 
All. Oedipus, Oedipus, Oedipus. 


Creon. Furies confound his Forrune ! — 9 [ Ahde. | 
Haſte, all haſte, _ {To them. 


And meet with Bleſſings, our victorious ins, 
Decree Proceſſions; bid new Holy-days ; 


| Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands ; ; 
And raiſe a brazen Collumn, thus inſcrib'd, 


To Oedipus, now twice a Conqueror ; ; Peliverer of his 7 hebes. 
Truſt me, 1 weep for Joy to ſee this Day. 

Tir, Yes, Heav n knows how thou weep'ſt: — Go Country-men, 
And as you usd to ſupplicate your Gods, 
So meet your King, with Bays, and 8 : 

Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him | 5 
And end of all your Woes ; for only ne 


Can give it you, [Exit Tireſias, the people following. 
Enter Oedipus in Triumph: Adraſtus Priſoner ; Dan, Soar; 

Creon, All hail, great Oedipus; _. 

Thou mighty Conqueror, hail ; welcome to Thebes, 

To thy own Thebes, to all that's left of 7 hebes : 

For half thy Citizens are {wept away, 0 

And wanting to thy Triumphs; 

And we, the happy Remnant, only live 


To welcome thee, and die. 


Oedipus. Thus Pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man; 
But lent by Heaven, upon hard Uſury ; 
And while Jove holds us out the Bowl of Joy, 
Ere it can reach our Lips, tis daſh'd' with Gal 
By ſome leſt-handed God. O mournful Triumph! 
O Conqueſt gain d abroad, and loſt at home! 5 


O Argos, now rejoyce, for Thebes lies low; 


Thy ſlaughter'd Sons now Smile, and think they won, e e e 
When they can count more The lar Ghoſts than Thidies eee 2s Bratt Vo 
Adraſt. No; Argos mourns with Thebes; ybu 2 ſo 4 | 


Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy erm d e ee e Of. 
The Manlier Vertue, and much more prevail d. Vn 9h NU 
While Argos is a People, think your Thee HT IPG. 
Can never want for Subjects: Every Nation I Wet 
Will crowd to ſerve, where Oedipus commands. 
| Creon to Hæm.] How mean it ſhews, to fawn' upon the vigor! a een 
Hzm. Had you beheld him fight, you had laid amet. ” F 
Come, tis brave bearing in him, not to o envy. . ? ee of - 
Superiour Virtue. | 5 $3. en ee ede \ 098 
Oed. This, indeed, is Conqueſt, 3 000 3 
To gain a Friend like you, Why were we Foeg'y ? We Oath ep 
Adraſt. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdain'd an Equal,” . 
I fought to have it in my power to do 1 801 5 5 
Muhat thou haſt done; and fo to uſe my Genet, n 3 
To ſhew thee, Honour was „ ihrog moan et remeoeenyintennn 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates ON 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift. V 
Which, like a Toy, drop'd from the Hands of Fortune," {ISI TIONS een ee, 
Lay tor the next Chance - comer. N att Deo WI 
Oed. Embraeing] No more Captive,” ODS 
Bur Brochec of the War: Tis much more dsds, VVT 
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And fafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love, 
Than when hard Gantlets clench'd our Warlike as. 
And kept em from ſoft uſe. | 
Adraſt. My Conqueror. 
Oed. My Friend! That other Name __ Enmity alive. 
But longer to detain thee, were a Crime 
'To Love, and to Burydice ; go free: 
Such Welcome as a ruin d Town can give, 
Expect from me; the reſt let her ſupply. 
 Adraſt. I go without a Bluſh, though conquer'd twice; 
By you, and by my Princeſs. LExit Adraſtus. 
Creon. aſide. Then I am conquer d thrice ; by Oedipus, 
And her, and even by him, the Slave of both. 
Gods, 1 am beholding to you for making me your Image : 
Would I could make you mine. [Exit Creon. 
Enter the People with Branches in their Hands, holding them up, 
and kneeling : Two Prieſts before them, 
Ded. Alas, my People! 
VVhat means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt bye 
And lifted Hands? If there be one among you, 
VVhom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpear for the reſt. 
I. Pr. O Father of thy Country! 
To thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, 
As to a viſible Divinity. 
A Prince, on whom Heav'n lafely might evoke 
The buſineſs of Mankind: For Providence 
Might on thy Boſom ſleep ſecure, 
And leave her Task to thee. 
But where's the Glory of thy former Acts 
Ev'n that's deſtroy d when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 
Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou have, but mute. 
Y A People of the Dead ; a crowded Defart : 
A Midnight-filence at the Noon of Day. 
Oed. Oh! Were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 
As I with mine, this Preſence ſhould be throng'd 
With all J left alive; and my fad Eyes 
Not ſearch in vain for F riends, whoſe promis'd fight 
_ Flatter'd my Toils of War. 
1. Pr. Twice our Deliverer ! 
Oed. Nor are now your Vows 
Adreſs'd to one who ſleeps : 
When this unwelcome News firſt reach' 4 my Ears, 
| Dymas was ſent to Delphos, to enquire _ 
The Cauſe and Cure of this contagious Ill; 
And is this Day return d: But ſince his Mikige 
Concerns the Publick, I refus'd to hear it, 
But in this general Preſence : Let him ſpeak. = 
Dymas. A dreadful Anſwer from the hallow d Urn, 
And ſacred 7ripous did the Prieſteſs give, 
ln theſes myſterious words, 
The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed Hand: 
Blood. Royal unreveng'd, has curs d the Land. 
When Lajus's Death is expiated well, 12 
Tour Plague ſhall ceaſe : The reſt let Lajus tell. | 
Oed. Dreadful indeed! Blood, and a King's Blood too! / boi 
And ſuch a King; and by his Subjects ſhed! | rt 
(Elſe, by this Curſe on 7. qebes! ) No wonder then 
It Monſters, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes. 
If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery, 
All muſt be empty'd on us : Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes ; but more be call'd for, more 
New. molded Thunder, of a larger Size, rt 
Driv'n by whole Fove. What! touch anointed Pow * 0 h-Fg 
Then Gods beware; Jove would himſelf be next, e 
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Coud you bei eech him too. 
2. Pr. We mourn the ſad Remembrance. 
Oed. Well you may. 
| Worſe than a Plague infects you: V are devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th Infernal Pow'rs : 
Hell has a Right in you: I thank you Gods, 
That I'm no Theban born: How my Blood curdles ! 
As if this Curſe touch'd me! and tuuch'd me nearer 
Than all this Preſence ! ——— Yes, tis a King's Blood ; : 
And J, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bonds 
To expiate this, Blood : but where, from whom, 
Or how mult I atone it? Tell me, Thebans, 
How Lajus fell; for a confus'd Report n 
Paſs d Tan e my Ears, when firſt I took the Go : 
But, full of hurry, like a Morning-Dream, 
It vanilh'd ; in the buſineſs of the Day. 3 4 
1.7 Pr. He went in private forth, but thinly follow d; J 
And neer return'd to Thebes. is 
Oed. Nor any from him: Came there no Artendant ? $70 
None to bring News? oY 
2. Pr. But one; and he ſo wounded, 
He ſcarce drew Breath to ſpeak ſome few faint words. 
Oed. What were they 2 Something may be'learn'd from thence, 
I. Pr. He faid, a Band of Robbers watch'd their paſlage, 
Who took advantage of a narrow VVay, | 
To murder Lajus and the reſt ; himſelt 
Left too for dead. 
Oed. Made you no more enquiry, 
But took this bare Relation? 
2. Pr. Iwas neglected: 
For then the Monſter Sphynx began to rage; 4 
And preſent Cares ſoon buried the remote: 
So was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. 
Oed. Mark, 7 hebans, mark! ee 
juſt then th Sphynx began to rage among you; 
The Gods 50 hold ev'n of th offending Minute, 
And dated thence your VVoes: Thence will I trace em. 
I. Pr. Iis juit thou ſhould'ſt. 
Ded. Hear then this dread Imprecation, hear it: 
Tis laid on all, not any one exempt: 
Bear witneſs, Heav n; avenge it on the Perjur d. 
If any 7. beban born, if any Stranger 
Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author; 
Ten Antique Talents be his juit Reward : 
But if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
The Murder he conceal, the Curſe of Theles 
Fall heavy on his Head : Unite our Plagues, 
Ye Gods, and place 'em there : From Fire and VVater 
Converſe, and all things common, be he baniſh'd. 
But for the Murderers (elf, unſound by Man, 
Find him, ye. Powers Celeſtial and Infernal 'K 
And the ſame Fate, or worſe than Lajus mer, 
Let be his Lot: His Children be accurs d; 
His VVife and Kindred, all of his be curs d. 
Both Pr. Confirm 1 it, Heavn. 2 
Enter Jocaſta; "Attended * Wines. 0 Af 
Joc. At your Devotions ! Heav'n ſucceed your Wildes; gas of 
And bring th* Effect of theſe your pious Pray rs : 
On you, and me, and all. 


Pr. Avert this Omen, Heav'n! 

Oed. O fatal Sound! Unfortunate Tocaſta! + 

What haſt thou ſaid! An ill Hour haſt thou choſen 

For. theſe fore-boding words: VVhy, we were curſing, 
Joc. Then may that Curſe fall only where you laid it. 


= Oed. 
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Io waſh the Guilt of Royal Blood away. 
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Oed. Speak no more. 


For all thou fay'ſt is ominous : VVe are e curſing ; ; 


And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten'd 


On Thebes, and thee, and me, and all of us. 


Joc. Are then my "Bleſſings turn'd into a Curſe? 
O unkind Oedipus ! My former Lord 


Thought me his Bleſſing : Be thou like my Laus. 
Oed. VVhat, yet again! The third time haſt thou cursd n me 


This Imprecation was for Lajus's Death; 


And thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. 
Joc. Horror ſeizes me ! 
Oed. VVhy doſt thou gaze upon me: Pre Love, 
Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. 
Joc. The more I look, the more I find of Lajus : 
His Speech, his Garb, his Action ; nay, his Frown; | 
(For I have ſeen it;) but neer bent on me. 
Oed. Are we ſo like? | 
Joc. In all things but his Love. 


Oed. 1 love thee more: So well Ilove, words cannot ſpeak how well; 


No pious Son cer lov'd his Mother more, 


Than I my dear Jocaſta. 


Joc. I love you too 


Tlie ſelf. ſame way: And when you ichid, PI TAS 


A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Defence, 
And bad me not be angry: Be not you: 


For I love Lajus ſtill as Wives ſhould love j 


But you more tenderly, as part of me: 
And when J have.you in my Arms, methinks 


I hull my Child aſleep. h 


Oed. Then we are bleſsd: 

And all theſe Curſes ſweep along the Skies, 

Like empty Clouds, but drop not on our Heads. 
Joc. I have not joyd an Hour ſince you departed, 


For publick Miſeries, and for private Fears: 

But this bleſs'd Meeting has O er- paid em all. 
Good Fortune that comes ſeldom, comes more welcome! 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Conſent 


To make my Brother happy. 

Oed. How, Jocaſta? 

Foc. By Marriage with his Neece Eurydice. 

Oed. Uncle and Neece! they are too near, my Love ; 
"Tis too like Inceſt ; tis Offence to Kind: 
Had I not promis d, were there no Adraſtas, 


No Choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 
They ſhou'd not marry. Speak no more of i it; 


The Thought diſturbs me. 
Joc. Heavn can never bleſs 


A Vow fo broken, which I made to Creon : 
Remember he's my Brother. 


Oed. That's the Bar: 
And ſhe thy Daughter : Nature would . 


To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 


And, like a Whirl-pool, ſwallow her own Streams. 
Joc. Be not diſpleas d; I'll move the Suit no more. 
Oed. No, do not ; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 

When I but think on Inceſt : Move we forward 

To thank the Gods for my Succeſs, and pray. 


[ Exeunt Omnes 


, 


* 


| CEDIPE TS 161 
ACT II. SCENE IL. 
An open Gallery. A Royal Bed-Chamber being ſuppos'd behind, 
The Time, Night. Thunder, &c. 
Enter Hzmon, Alcander, Pyrdcmon. 
Hum. re 'tis the End of all things! Fate has torn 
I The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 
The gaſtiy Ball of round Eternity! © 
Call you theſe Peals of Thunder, but the Yawn 
Of bellowing Clouds? by Jove, they ſeem to me 
The World's laſt Groans ; and thoſe vaſt Sheets of Flame 
Are its laſt Blaze ! The Tapers of the Gods, by 
The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen Clobes ; 
The ſhooting Stars end all in purple Jellies ; _ 
NT ĩ ( 3 
 Pyr. Tis Midnight, yet there's not not a Theban ſſeeps, 
But ſuch as ne er muſt wake. All crowd about eee 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King; who, from the Battlement, 
By the red Lightning's Glare, deſcry d a-far, 
 Atones the angry rer.... HERR: 
Ham. Hal Pyracmon look!!! 
| Behold Alcander, from yon' Weſt of Heav'n, 
The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman: 
A Scepter bright with Gems in each Right-hand, 
Their flowing Robes of dazling Purple made, 
Diſtinctly yonder in that point they ſtand, 
Juſt Weſt; a bloody Red ſtains all the place: 
And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 
Pyr. Cluſters of golden Stars hang o'er their Heads, 
* ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon em: 
All dart at once their baleful inftuence, 
In leaking fire. 5 
Alc. Long-bearded Comets ſtick, 
' Like flaming Porcupines, to their Left Sides, 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their Hearts. 1 75 
Hem. But ſee! the King, and Queen, and all the Court! 5 
Did ever Day or Night ſhew ought like this?  [Thunders again. 
ED „ The Scene draus and diſcovers the Prodigies. 
Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, al coming forward with Amaxement. 
Oed. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine; ſpare all this noiſe, Cd Frog 
This rack of Heav'n ; and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſure, 7 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away * EU 
Why from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Night, 1 
Burſt forth ſuch Miriads of abortive Stars ? 
Ha ! my Jocaſta, look! the Silver Moon! 
A ſetling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face 
She's all o'er Blood! and look! behold again, 
What mean the myſtick Heay'ns ſhe journies on? 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the labouring Planet : 
Sound there, ſound all our Inſtruments of War; 
_ Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs and Iron, 
And beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour. 
Aar. Tis vain ; you ſee the Prodigies continue; 
Let's 2 no more, the Gods are humorous. 3 
Oed. Forbear, raſh Man Once more ] ask your Pleaſure! 
f that the Glow · worm light of humane Reaſon . 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
And cope with Gods, why all this ſtorm of Nature 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rouls the Se:? 
Why theſe Portents in Heaven, and Plagues on Earth ? ED... 
Why yon Gigantick Forms, Etherial Monſters? e 
Vol. II. 5 N ; ! 
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Alas | Is all this but to fright the Dwarf, 
Which your own Hands have made, then be it ſo. 
Or if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation 1 
For murder'd Lajus ; Hear me, . hear me, Gods! 
Hear me thus proſtrate : ſpare this groaning Land, 
Sa ve innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death ; 
Do this, and lo 1 ſtand up an Oblation 
To meet your ſwifteſt ad ſevereſt Anger, 
Shoot all at once, and ſtrike me to the 9 e | 
The Cloud draws that veild the Heads of the Figutes in th, $ky, and ſhews em 
Crown'd, with the Names of- Ocaipus: and Jocalla written TROVE: in Bhs Cha. 5 
racters of Gold. 1 
Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 12 BM 
3 | Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away: 
1 Or, juſt above thoſe two Majeſtick Heads, 
| I ſee, I read diſtinctly in large Gold, 
| Oedipus and Jocaſta 
| : Alc. I read the fame. | 
| Adr. Tis wonderftil ; yet ovght: 1 not Man to wade. CVVT 
Too far in the vaſt deep 'of Deſtiny {Thunder ; and the Prodigies vanih, = 
Joc. My Lord, my Oedipus, why gaze you now, ; _m= 
=: When the whole Heav'n is clear, as if the Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made! will you not turn, 
| And bleſs your People, who devour each Word 
You breathe? . 
Oed. It ſhall be ſo. 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to fave ther! 
ä Draw from my Heart my Blood with more content 
Than eer I wore thy Crown. Yet, O Jocaſta 
| By all the indearments of miraculous love, 
By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 
Which oft have made us wonder; here I ſwear 
[ On thy tair Hand, upon thy Breaſt I fvear 
| I cannot call to mind from budding Childhood 
S 2 To blooming Youth, a Crime by me committed, 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death. 
Joc. Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who murder d Laj us, frees the Land: 
Were you, which 1s impoſſible, the Man, 
Perhaps my Ponyard firſt ſhould drink your Blood; 
But you are innocent as your Jocaſta, 
From Crimes like thoſe; This made me violent 
| To fave your Life, which you unjuſt would loſe : 
Nor can you comprehend with deepeſt thought, 
The horrid Agony you caſt me in, 9 7 
When you reſolv'd to die. 
Oed. Is t poſlible? e 
Joc. Alas! why art you ſo ? her nif'n ning Grief, Os 52 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
VVas dull to mine: Methinks I ſhould have made 
My boſom bare againſt the armed God, 
To fave my Oedipus. 
Oed. I pray, no more. 
Joc. You have ſilenc'd me, ,my Lord. 
Oed. Pardon me, dear Focaſta ; 3 
Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Suffering 
And can but vent it ſelf in Sobs and Murmurs: 
Yet to reſtore my Peace, Til find him out. 
Yes, yes, you Gods, you ſhall have ample Vengeance 
On Lajus s Murderer. O, the Traytor's Name 
FIl know't, Iwill: Art {ball be conjur'd for it, 
And Nature all unravell d. 
Foc. Sacred Sir - 


Oed. Rage will have Way, and 'tis but juſt ; r 1 lack him, eee e 
e Tho 


. x 3g” 


n POE. 2 0 
„% ²— ew r — — 
112 „ͤ„%„%“„“ —— * 


= © EDIPOS 


Tho lod A in Air upon a Dragon's Wing. 
Tho ae in ſhould hide him: Nay he : APA PRER d 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along: 

His Ghoſt ſhall be by ſage Tireſias Pow r, 

(Cireſias, that rules all beneath the Moon) 

Confin'd to fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more; 

And then be plung'd in his firſt fires again. 


Enter Creon. 

Cre. My Lord, . | 
Tireſſas 3 your Pleaſure. 

Oed. Haſte and bring him in. 
O, my Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, 
Creon, and all ye Thebans, now the end . 
Of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigi ies, 
Draws on: This Battel of the Heav'ns an Earth 
Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to Peace. 


Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, led by his bah Manto, follow d 16 


cher Thebans. 
0 thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 


Know'ſt all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 
Open ſt the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 
To mix with Jove himſelf and Fate at Council ; 5 
O Prophet anſwer me, declare aloud 
The Traytor who conſpir d the Death of Lajus. 
Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 
Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes. 
| Tir. We muſt no more than Fate commiſſions us 
To tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, III unfold, 
If that the God would wake: 1 feel him now, 
Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, 
That leaps and moves the Wood without a Wind : 
The rouz'd God, as all this while he lay 
Intomb'd alive, farts and dilates himſelf : 
He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 
With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, | 
My rivel'd Skin, 
Like Parchment, crackles at the hallow'd Fire ; 
1 ſhall be young again: Manto, my Daughter, 
Thou haſt a Voice that might have fav'd the Bard 
Of Thrace, and fore d the raging Bacchanals, 
With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Aires: 
O charm rhis God, this Fury in my Boſom, 
Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 
With powerful ſtrains ; Manto, my lovely Child, 
Sooth the unruly Godhead to be mild. 


SON G:w APOLLO. 
YHcebus, God belov'd by Men; 
At thy dawn, every Beaſt is rouz'd in hi Den; 


At thy ſetring, all the Birds of thy Abſence com win, 
And we die, all die till the Morning * 4 Wa. 


Phoebus, God belov'd by Men, | 3 3 
Idol of the: Eaftern Ki eee eee eee eee e 
Awful as the God 9 9 e | 3 
His Thunder round, And the Lightning | tings } J Fat; 
God of Songs, and Orphean Fa ah. 

Who to this mortal Boſom brings, 
Al harmonious heavenly 7. bings ; F 
Thy drowfie Prophet to revive, , ne ex To ds bd 

Ten thouſand thouſand Forms before him N F W 


x 1 
» : > 
1 * 


„ 
With Chariots and Horſes all o fre awake hint STOR Se, one 1 6; 
Convulfions, and Furies, and Prophefies ſhake him, „„ 
Let him tell it in Groans, tho he Head mith the 2 n 3 
The' be burſt with the weight of the terrible God. VVV 
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Tir. The Wretch who ſhed the Blood of old een 
Lives, and is great: 
But cruel Greatneſs ne er was long: "1 
4 The firſt of Lajus's Blood his Lite did ſeize, . = Les +1 
| | And urg'd his Fate, = 
NH VVhich elſe had laſting been and firong, 05 © 1 
L The VVretch who Las kill'd, muſt bleed, or fi; 5 FE 
5 Or Tbeles, conſum'd with Plagues, in Ruins lie. £1 
. Oed. The firſt of Lajus's Blood! pronounce the Perſon; 
1 May the God roar from thy Prophetick Mouth, | 
That even the Dead may ſtart up to behold : 
8 Name him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed VVretch, 
4H For by the Stars he dies : 
Speak, J command thee ; 
| By Phæbus ſpeak ! for ſudden Death's his Doom : 
N Here ſhall he fall, bleed on this very Spot : 
| _ His Name, I charge thee once more ſpeak. 
Tir. "Tis loſt, 
| Like what we think can never ſhun remembrance 3 
3 Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds. 
. Oed. Fetch it from thence; I'll have t, where: e er it be. 
Creon. Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 
1 And Creon ſhall point out the great Offender. 
| | "Tis true, reſpect of Nature might enjoin 
Iz Muy ſilence at another time; but oh, 
Much more the powr of my eternal Love | 
| That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: yet Thebes, my Country —— 
1 Fl break through all, to ſuccour thee, poor City, 15 
O, I muſt ſpeak. 0 
Oel. Speak then, if ought thou knoweſt: 
As mn thou ſeem'd to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty! O Illuſtrious Royal Maid ! 
| To whom my Vows were ever paid till now, | 
b And with ſuch modeſt, chaſte, and pure Affection, 
= The coldeſt Nymph might read them without bluſhing ; 5 
| Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched Lajus? 
; Ard I, muſt I accuſe thee, O my Tears! 
VVhy will you fall in ſo abhor'd a Cauſe? . 
1 But that thy beauteous, barbarous Hand deſtroy d, Deer ot re 7 
1 | Thy Father (O monſtrous Act !) both Gods | 
} And Men at once take notice. 
Oed, Eurydice | 
Euryd. Traitor, go on; ; Ticora thy little Malice, 
And knowing more my perfect Innocence „ 41 77 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more chan thee, OF: 4200 
VVho art their oppoſite, and formd a Lyar, 1 8 
I thus diſdain thee ! Thou once didſt talk of Love: Do 
Becauſe Ithate thy Love, by AY do HCT 
Thou doſt accuſe me. & & 4d F 


Adr. Villain, inglorious MY FR KY 5 
And Traytor, double damn d, who durſt en,, ts. a 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the brighteſt Beaunt7; | 
Thou ay” {t : Nor ſhall the ſacred Majeſty, [Draws 5 bim. 
That guards this place, preſerve thee from my Rage, 

Oed. Diſarm em both. Prince, I ſhall make you know 
That I can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize him. 3 

Adr. Sir, 8 
I muſt acknowledge in 1 Cauſe be goo at 
Repentance might abaſh me; but I glory M er Wed 
In this, and ſmile to ſee the Traytor's Blood, © 5-4 n hora hows 

Oed. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfied at full. bo \ 1 Wen ed 

Cre. My Hurt is nothing, Sir; eee 8 aA ab 1 
To wiſe Tereſia, if my Accutation, oh | 5 n 
Be not moſt true. The firſt of h We. 1 
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Gave him his Death. Is there a "CO before her 2 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I ask her Pardon. 
And may this Blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O 7 never, 51 46 
If pity of thy Sufferings did not move me T 
To ſhew the Cure which Heav'n it ſelf pet. | 

Eur. Yes, Thebans, I will die to fave your lives, 
More willingly than you can wiſh my Fate ; 
But let this good, this wiſe, this holy Man 
Pronounce my Sentence : For to fall by him, 

By the vile Breath of that prodigious Villain, 

- VVould fink my Soul, tho' I ſhould die a Martyr. 
Adr. Unhand me Slaves. O mightieſt of Kings, 
See at your Feet a Prince not us d to kneel; 

Touch not Eurydice, by all the Gods, 

As you would fave your Thebes, but rake my life : 

For, ſhould ſhe periſh, Heav'n would heap Flagues on Plagues, 
Rain Sulphur Sewn, hurl kindled Bolts 
Upon your guilty Heads. 

TY Cre. You turn to Gallantry, what is but (57 A 

Proof will be eaſie made. Adraſtus was 

Ef The Robber who bereft th? unhappy King 

Of life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd _ 4, 
To make ſo poor a Prince his Son-in-Law : 2 8. of 
Therefore twere fit that both ſhould inn 
1. Theb. Both, let both die. 
All Theb. Both, both; let em die. 
Oed. Hence, you wild Herd! For your Ring. leader hank! 
He ſhall be made an Example.  Hemon take him. 8 
1 Theb. Mercy, O Mercy: E — 
Ded. Mutiny in my Preſence : 30} 08 105 
Hence, let me ſee that buſie Face no more. 73 
Tir. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk with Rage? 7 
Enough of ouilty Death's already aQted : 

Fierce Creon his accusd Eurydice, 0 in 

With Prince Adraſtus; which the God reproves 

By inward Checks, and leaves their Fate in doubt. 

Oed. Therefore inſtruct us what remains to oy 

Or ſuffer; for I feel a ſleep like Death 

Upon me; and I ſigh to be at reſt. 

Tir. Since that the Pow'rs Divine refuſe to ir 

The myſtick Deed, Ill to the Grove of Furies 

There can force th Infernal Gods to ſne.r | 

Their horrid Forms; 

Each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe; +1 

And leave their griſly King without a Waiter: 1 80 

For Prince . and Eurydice ＋ 97 

My Life's eügag d; I'll guard em in the Fane; 778! 

Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done.. | 

Follow me Princeſs : Thebans, all to reſt. 

O, Oedipus, to morrow but no more, ooh 1 7185 

If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, „ l zen. 

Indulge thy Brain this Night with ſofter Sund at . 

To morrow, O, to morrow l. —ſleep, my Sonn 

And in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown: [Ex. Tireſ Adraft Eurid. | 

Manto, Thebans. Manent, Oed. Jocaſt. Creon , Pyrac. hem, Alcan. 
Oed. 1 o bed, my fair, my dear, my beſt Jocaſa. 

Aſter the Toils of War, tis wondrous. ſtrange 

Our Loves ſhould thus be daſh'd. One Moments \thought, 

And Il approach the Arms of my. btlov'd:: 

Joc, Conſume whole Years in Care, ſo now and then 

I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 


& 
2 


With one ſhort pailing Glance, and ſigb my Vous: 65+ bn: Pas e 
This, and no more, my Lord, is Mg Pain n lis} ag 
Of languiſhing Jocaſla. An 7 1 Ulis 2 1 2163 oe 
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Oed. Thou ſofteſt, ſweeteſt of the World ! good Night. 4850 60] 
Nay, fhe is beauteous too ; yet, mighty Love! 15 
I never offer'd to obey thy Law, 
But an unuſual chillneſs came upon me; 
An unknown hand ſtill check'd my forward Joy, 
Daſh'd me with Bluſhes, tho' no light was near; 
That ev'n the act became a violation. 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. 
Oel Hark! who was that? Ha Creon, didſt thou call me! 
Creon. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. 
Oed. That's ſtrange! methought I heard a doleful Voice 
Cry'd Oedipus. The Prophet bad me ſleep ; 
He talkt of Dreams and Viſions, and to Morrow! 
I'll muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 


My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ; 


And with thoſe thoughts I l reſt: Creon, good Night. Ex. with Hem, 
| Creon. Sleep ſeal your Eyes, Sir, eternally eps | 
But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, 
And Hags of Fancy wing him through the Air : 
From Precipices hurl him headlong down; 


Charybdis roar, and Death be ſet before him. 


Alc. Your Curſes have already ta en effect ; 


For he looks very fad. 


Creon. May, he be rooted, where he ſtands for © ever ; 11 


His Eye- balls never move, brows be unbent, 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 


Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. 
Pyr. No more : you tear your ſelf, but vex not him. 


 Methinks twere brave this Night to force the 1 


While blind Tireſias conjures up the Fiends, 5 
And paſs the time with nice Eury dice. 
Alc. Try Promiſes, and Threats, and if all fall, 
Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be . 2 Wye, 
Raviſh, and leave her dead with her Aadraſtus." 
Creov. Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province e hourly 
For ſuch another Thought. Luſt, and ne 
To. fiab at once the only Man I hate. 93:1 <- 
And to enjoy the Woman whom J love! | 
ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, 
The reſt as Fortune pleaſe ; ſo but this Night 
She play me fair, why let her turn for Evers. ei. 
Exter Hamon. 
Haemon. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt 5 
Yet, cer he ſlept, commanded me to clear 
The Anti-chambers : none muſt dare be near him. 


[Z hunder.- 


Cron. Hæmon, you do your Duty; 
And we obey. The Night grows yet more dreadful! 
Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions; Oo nba 
The God's are angry: but to Morrow s' "dawn, r 30 0 
If Prophets do not lye, will make all clear. [ A; bij go off: reels 


Oedipus Enters, walking aſteep''in his Shirt, with a _- in bis 3 lab. 


right Hand, and a Taper in his 9970 
Oed. O, my Jocaſla ! tis for this the wet 1 
Starv d Soldier lies all Night on n cold Ground e 
For this he bears the Storms | ri 
Of Winter Camps, and in bo Arms: Seba 23 16.9 -16 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac d, OI b 
That I could hold thee ever |! Ha! where art t thou: di b {4 


What means this melancholly Light, that ſeems ein et, 

The gloom of glowing Embers ? Orin: 7 onde. 
The Curtain's drawn; and ſee ſhe's here again! - eee 
Jocaſta? Ha! what, fall'n aſleep 'fo ſoon ? | 

How fares wy Love? this Taper will inform me. 


* 
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Ha! Liokinng blaſt me, Thunder - 

Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 1 

And Vultures gnaw out my 1 K 91185 
Buy all the Gods! my Mother Mirop eh 
My Sword, a Dagger; Ha! who waits there? Rare bros! 
My Sword: what, Hlæmon, dart thou, Villain, ſtop me 
With thy own Ponyard periſh. Ha! who's thi?s? 
Or is't a Change of Death? By all my Honours, 

New Murder; thou haſt ſlain old Polybus : 

Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's Murderer ! 

Out thou Infernal Flame : Now. all is dark, 

All blind and diſmal : Moſt triumphant Miſchief! 

And now, while thus I ſtalk about the Room, 

I challenge Fate to find another W retch 


Like Oedipus. eric” fat 11 Founder, &c. | 


Enter Jocaſta, atiended 1 Lights, 1 in 4 Night:Gowk, 
Oed. Night, Horror, Death, Confuſion, Hell and Furies! 
| VVhere am 12 O O Tocaſta, let me hold thee, 2 
Thus to my Boſom, Ages ; let me graſp thee © 
All that the hardeſt temper'd weather'd bleſh, - - 
VVith fierceſt Humane Spirit inſpir d can dare 
Or do, I dare: But, O you Powers, this was 
By infinite degrees too much for Man. 
Methinks my deafen'd Ears 
Are burſt; my Eyes, as if they had been knock d 
By ſome tempeſſuous Hand, ſhoot flaſhing Fire. 
That Sleep ſhould do this! 
Joc. Then my Fears were true. 
Methought I heard a Voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the VVinds 
Fight with the V Vaves ; now in a {till ſmall tone 
Your dying Accents fell, as racking Ships, 
After the dreadful Yell, ſink mutmuring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. 
Oed. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind; 
None cer in Dreams was tortur d ſo before; 1 
Yet what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my Temper, 
Ev'n far beyond the killing of my Father, 
And my own Death, is, that this horrid Sleep 
Daſh'd my ſick Fancy with an act of Inceſt: 
[ dreamt, Jocaſta, that thou wert my Mother; 
Which, though impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 
That I cou'd do a Miſchief on my ſelf, _ 
Leſt I ſhould ſleep, and dream the like again. 
Joc. O Oedipus, too well I underſtand you ! 
I know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of T. beles, 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, VVar's toils, 
And thouſand other Labours of the State, 
Are all referr d to you, and ought to take vou 
For ever from Jocaſta. | 
Ded. Life of my Life, and treaſute of my Soul! 
Heav'n knows 1 love thee. N 
Joc. Oh! You think me vile, 
And of an inclination ſo ignoble; - : 0 
That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever. 
Be witneſs, Gods; and ſtrike Jocaſfta dead, 
If an immodeſt Thought, or low Deſire 8 
Infam d my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were Ughted. I Koe ling. 
Oed. Oh, riſe; and add not; by thy cruel Kindnels, 
A Grief more ſenſible than all my Torments. , 
Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg d: but, By thy fel; f 
The greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are moſt true. 
But be they what they will, I here diſmiſs em : 7 
Be " BIG; Chimera s, to your Mother Clouds: 
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1 there a Fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 
The Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Prophets Art:? 
Yet what avails ? He, and the Gods together, 
Seem, like Phyſicians, at a loſs to help us: 
Therefore, like Wretches that have linger'd long, 
We'll ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love. 
To Bed, my Fair. 

Ghoſt within, Oedipus ! * 

Oed. Ha! Who wp 2 
Didſt thou not hear a Voice? 

Joc. Alas! I did. 

Ghoſt, Jocaſta | 

Joc. O my Love, my tank ſupport me! 

Oed. Call louder, till you burſt your Airy Forms: 


| Reſt on my Hand. Thus arm'd with Innocence, 


I'll face theſe babling Demons of the Air: 


In ſpight of Ghoſts, I'll on. 


Though round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms, 
Il break em, with Jocaſia in my Arms: 
Claſpd in the Folds of Love, Vl wait my Doom; 


And act my "ys OI" Thunder ſhake he Room, W W 


a 


— 


ACT Il. SCENE 1. 


: Dark Grove. 
Enter Creon. 


G.. s better not to be, than to be uohappy. 
Dio. What mean you by theſe words? 
Cre. Tis better not to be, than to be Creon. 
A thinking Soul 1s Puniſhment enough : 


But when tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 


Then every Thought draws Blood. 
Dioc. You are not wretched. _ 
Creon. Jam: My Soul's ill married to my Body. 
I wou'd be young, be handſom, be belov'd : 
Cou'd I but breath my ſelf into | Adraſtus 
Dio. You rave: Call home your 8 | 
Creon, I prithee, let my Soul take Air a while: 


Were ſhe in Oedipus, | were a King ; 


Then J had kill'd a Monſter, gain'd a Battel, 


And had my Rival Pris'ner : Brave, brave Actions 


Why have not I done theſe ? 
Dio. Your Fortune hinder'd. 
Creon, There's it : I have a Soul to do 'em all ; 


But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 


But by young, handſom Fools: Body and Brawn 
Do all her Work. Hercules was a Fool, ori we 
And ſtreight grew famous; a mad boiſterous Fool; 
Nay worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff, of which Heavn makes a Hero. 

Dio. A Serpent ne er becomes a flying Dragon, mn 
Till he has eat a Serpent. | 

. Creon. Goes it there 


I underſtand thee ; I muſt kill Adraſtus. 


Dio. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : 


Eurydice and he are Pris ners here, 


But will not long be ſo; this Tell tale Ghoſt, 
Perhaps, will clear em both. 
Creon. Well, *tis reſolv'd. 
Dio. The Princeſs walks this way; 


o 


| hs bn — — anger ns 2 Abs | 


You muſt not meet her, 

Till this be done. 
Creon. 1 mult. | 

Dio. She hates your Sight : 

And more ſince you accus'd her. 
Cre. Urge it not. 

cannot ſtay to tell thee my Deſign ; 

For ſhe's too near. 


Enter Eurydice. 
How, Madam, were your Thoughts employ d? 
Eur. On Death, and thee. ot 
Cre. Then were they not well ſorted: Life and me | 
Had been the better Match. | | | : 
Eur. No; I was thinking 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature ; 
And they are Death and thee. 
Cre. The Thought of Death, to one near Death, 1s dreadful 
Oh, tis a fearful thing to be no more. | 
Or if to be, to wander after Death ; _ 
To walk, as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day ; 
And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths 
That lead to Graves; and in the filent Vault, 
Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps, 
And often, oſten, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 
Into your lifeleſs Lips : 
Then, like a lone, benighted Traveller, E 5 
Shut out from Lodging, ſhall your Groans be anſwer d RG 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt will thake 85 
Your tender Form to Atoms. 
Eur. Muſt I be this thin Being ? and thus wander ? 
No Quiet aſter Death | 
Cre. None: You muſt leave 
This beauteous Body; all this Youth aid Freſhneſs 
Muſt be no more the Object of Deſire, 
But a cold lump of Clay; 
Which then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leave; 
And loath its former Lodging. 
This is the beſt of what comes after Death, 
Ev'n to the beſt. 
Eur. What then ſhall be thy Lot ? 
Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur ; 
Viciſſitudes of Fires, and then of Frolts ; 
And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
To hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh. 
This for Eurydice, theſe for her Adraſtus. 
Cre. For her Adraſtus 
Eur. Yes: for her Adraſtus ! a 5 
For Death ſhall ne'er divide us. Death! What's Death ? 
Dio. You ſeem'd to fear it. | 
Eur. But 1 more fear Creon 2 
To take that hunch-back'd Monſter 1 in my Arms . 
Th Excreſcence of a Man. 
Dio. to Cre.) See what you've gain d. 
Eur. Death only can be dreadtul to the bad: 
To Innocence, tis like a Bug- bear, dreſs'd 
To fright'n Children : Pull but off his Maſque, 
And he'll appear a Friend. 
Cre. You talk too flightly _ _ _ 1 
Of Death and Hell. Let me inform you better. 
Eur. You beſt can tell the News of your own Country. 
Dio. Nay, now you are too ſharp. 
Eur. Can I be fo to one Who has accus d me 
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Ge. You provok'd me. 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
As next of Blood to Lajus : Be advisd, 
And you may live. 
Eur. The Means: 
Cre. Tis offer d you. 
The Fool Adraſtus has acus d himſelf. 
Eur. He has indeed, to take the Guilt from me. 
Cre. He ſays he loves you; if he does, tis well: 
He ne er cou d prove it in a better time. 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his Recompence for Love: 
Cre. Tis a Fool's juſt Reward; 
The Wiſe can make a better uſe of Life : 
But 'tis the Young Man's Pleaſure, his Ambition : : 
1 grudge him not that Favour. 1 
Eur. VVhen he's dead, 


VVhere ſhall I find his Equal! ? 


Cre, Every where. 
Fine empty things, like him, 
The Court ſwarms with em. 


Fine fighting things; in Camps they are ſo common, 


Crows feed on nothing elſe : Plenty of Fools ; 


A Glut of 'em in Thebes. 


And Fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſhi : 


She places em aloft, o th' topmoſt Spoke - 
Of all her VVheel, Fools are the daily work 
Of Nature ; her Vocation : If ſhe form 

A Man, ſhe loſes by t; tis too expenſive; 

Tuou'd make ten Fools: A Man's a Prod 


Eur. That is, a Creon. O thou black Detractor, 


VVho ſpitt ſt thy Venom againſt Gods and Man! 
Thou dae of Eyes! 


Thou who lov'ſt nothing, but what nothing loves; 5 


And that's thy ſelf! who haſt conſpired againſt 
My Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all, 
And only fit for thee. 
But for Adraſtus's Death, good Gods ! his Death! 
VV hat Curſe ſhall I invent 3 

Dio. No more; he's here. 

Eur. He ſhall be ever here. 
He woud give his Lite, give up his Fame 


Enter Adraſtus. 


If all the Excellence of VVomankind 


VVere mine; — No, tis too little all for him. 
VVere I made up of endleſs endleſs 5 
Araſt. And ſo thou art. 


The Man who loves like me, 


VVou'd think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of Illis, 


VVere cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Prize: 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left*but Honour ; 


"Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhou'd throw away ; 
But when the Storm grows loud, and threatens Love, 


Throw ev'n that over-board, for Love' $ the ewel ; 


And laſt it muſt be kept. 
Cre. to Dio.) VVork him, be ſure, 
To Rage; he's paſlionate : | : 
Make him th A Agreſſor. eee — 
Dio. O falſe Love! falſe Honour! 
Cre. Diſlembled both, and falſe! 
Adraſt. Dar'ſt thou ay thus to me? | 
Cre. To you! VVhy, what are you, that I ſhould fear you? | 
I am not Zajus : Hear me, Prince of Argos; | 


You give what's nothing, when you give your Honour ; 
'Tis Sone; tis loſt in Battel. For your Love, 
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DEDIPUS. 


Vows made in Wine are not ſo falſe as that: 

You 3 her Father; you confeſt you did: 
A m Gr to prove your Paſſion to the rates; 

mw_ . afide, God's! muſt I bear this eel and not retort 


The Lie to his foul Throat ? 
Dio. Baſely you kill'd him. 


Adraſt. afide. Oh, I burn inward ; my Blood $ all O fire ! 0 
Alcides, when the poyſon d Shirt ſat cloſeſt, 


Had but an Ague-fit to this my Fever. 

Yet, for Eurydice, ev'n this Il ſuffer 

To free my Love 
Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure you could not. 
Dio, Nor alone. 


Cre. You had your Fellow-Thieves about you, Prince; : 


They conquer d, and you kill'd, - 
Adraſt. aſide. Down, ſwelling Heart ! 
*'Tis for thy Princeſs all: 


—— Well then, I kill'd him baſely. 


O my Eurydice | —— 


To her. 


Euryd. to him. Reproach not thus the Weakneſs of my Sex; 


7 As if Leonid not bear a ſhameful Death, 


Rather than ſee you burden d with a Crime, 


Of which I know you free. 
Cre. Youdo ill, Madam, 


To let your head long Love triumph o'er Nature, 


Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? 
44 Eur. You know he kill'd him not. 
Cre. Let him ſay lo. 
3 Dio. See, he ſtands mute. 


Cre. O power of Conſcience, ev n in wicked Men! 


It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 
One Sy llable, one, not to clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 
That cer cou d ſtain a Villain, not a Prince. 
 Adraſt. Ha! Villain! 


Thus like a Villain? 
Cre. Beſt revoke your Words, 
And ſay, you killd him not. 


For any other Lie. 
Dio. No, Villain, Villain. 


Accuſe the Princeſs : So I knew 'twould be. 
Adraſt. 1 thank thee ; thou inſtrud'ſt me : 
No matter how I kill 7a him. 
Cre. aſide. Cool'd again. 


Eur. Thou who uſurp'ſt the ſacred Name of Conkcience, 


Did not thy own declare him innocent: 
To me declare him ſo? The King 


Eur. What's now thy Conſcience? 


My Upper-Garment, to put on, throw off, 
Adraſt. Infamous Wretch! 
To ſave a Rival's Life: When thou art dea 


Than thou thinkſt me, 


Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 


Ev'n of thy fooliſh Death, 3 all be mine 
el. Il. "a > 


Dio. Eccho to him, Groves : Cry Villain. 
Adraſt. Let me conſider- Did I murder Lajus 


Adraſt. not like a Villain: Prithee change n me that 


ſhall VAR "a 
Cre, You will not be believd,. = III forſuear it. 


Cre. Ils my Slave, my Drudge, W hel Glove ; * 
As I think beſt: "Tis my obedicnt Conlcnge: 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Ofc CH 


. 


(As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe 
By forfeiting her Life, to ſave thy 3 


She ſhall be mine; (che is, it Vows were binds 4) _ 
Mark me ; the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſioi 15 


21 $13 c I 


Cre. You kill'd him not! Proclaim your Innocence: 33 80 
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| Adraft. Thine ſay ſt thou, Monſter r _ 
Shall my Love be thine ? R Soma E 
Oh, I can bear no more ! 

Thy cunning Engines have with Labour rais d 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 

Io fall, and puſh thee dead. T 
See here thy Nuptials : ſec thou raſh xior, [Drau 
Thy promis d Juno vaniſh'd in a Cloud; i „ 
And in her room avenging Thunder rolls, 

To blaſt thee thus Come both. — e 

Cre. Tis what I wiſh'd : Re Both draw. 
Now ſee whoſe Arm can launch the ſurer Bolt, why 
And who's the better Jove. 

Eur. Help; Murder ; help ! 8 [ Fight. 

Enter Hæmon and Guards, run betwixt them, dd hols down their Swords. 
Hem. Hold, hold your impious Hands : I tkink the Furies, 
To whom this Grove is hallow q, have inſpir d you: 
Now, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes” 
You have prophan d with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Grows here, but what is fed with Magick juice; 
All full of humane Souls, that cleave their Barks, 
Jo dance at Midnight, by the Moon's pale Beams : 
At leaſt two hundred Years theſè reverend Shades 
Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
Shed by the Prieſt's own Hand, to Proſerpine. 
Adraſt. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance : : I knew not 
The Honours of the Place. | 85 1 
Ham. Thou, Creon, didſt. Pr | 
Not Oedipus, were all his Foes here lodg d, | FIG | 
Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 29 
To touch one ſingle Hair; but mult, unarm d, ; 
Parle, as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 
What moſt he long d to kill. 
Cre. ] drew not firſt; 
But in my own defence. 
Adraſt. 1 was provok d 
Beyond Man's Patience: All Reproach cou d urge, 
Was us d to kindle one not apt to bear. 
Ham. Tis Oedipus, not I, muſt judge this Act. 
Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire 
Tireſias and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
Approach the place : None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, 
But you th accus'd ; who by the Mouth of Lajus 
Mult be abſolv'd, or doom'd. 
Adraſt. 1 bear my Fortune. 
Eur, And I provoke my Trial. 
Hem, Tis at hand: 
For, ſee, the Prophet comes, wich "ar crown'd p 0 
The Prieſts with Yeugh ; a venerable n % deen eee lh: 
We leave you to the Gods. [Exit. Hzmon, with Creon 400 b piotle. IN 
Enter Tireſias, led by Manto : . The Prieſts follow, all cloathed in long MN... 
black Habits. EL ew 
Tir. Approach, ye Lovers : 
IIl-fated Pair! whom ſeeing nor, 1 know : „ 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were joynd ; TEST] Rm 
When, lo, an envious Planet interpos d, | 8 2 

Yr And threaten'd both with Death. 1 r e en, 

1 Eur. Is there no God ſo much a F fiend to Love, ate” 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate: - 156 4 

| Are they all deaf? Or have the Giants Heav'n 2 2 moin 

ny Tir. The Gods are juſt.— — 7 W ee 
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YEE: he "at Abyſs of Heav 'nly Juſtice. 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt, _ | 
Since all things are by Fate, But purblind Mani 
Sees but a part o' th' Chain, the neareſt Links; 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal DNS: 

That poizes all above. 

Eur. Then we muſt die 

Tir. The Danger's imminent this Day y. 


Adraſt. Why then there's one Day leſs for Humane! ls; 
And who would moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 


Which in a Day muſt paſs 2 Something or nothing — 
] ſhall be what I was again, before 
] was Adraſtus —— 
Penurious Heav'n! Canſt thou not add A Night 
To our one Day? Give me a Night with her, 
And I'll give all the reſt. 
Tir. She broke her Vow, 
Firſt made to Creon. But the Time calls on 3 
And Lajuss Death muſt now be made more plain. 
How loth am I to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of Horror, that I once rejoyce 
I want the uſe of Sight | — 
I. Pr. The Ceremonies ſtay. 
ir. Chuſe the darkeſt part oth? Grove, 
Such as Ghoſts at Noon. day love. 
Z Dig a Trench, and dig it nig 
EZ Where the Bones of Lajus lie: 
1 Altars rais d, of Turf or Stone, 
Will th Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
= Anſwer me, if this be done: 
1 Er. Tis done. 
Tir. Is the Sacrifice made fit: 
Draw her backward to the Pit: 
Draw the barren Heifer back; 
Barren let her be, and black. 
Cut the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows: 
And turn your Faces from the Sun. 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 
AII Pr. 'Tis done. 
Tir. Pour in Blood, and Blood like wie, 
To Mother Earth, and Proſerpine : 
_ Mingle Milk into the Stream ; 
Feaſt the Ghoſts that love the Steam : 
Snatch a Brand from Funeral pile; 3 
Toſs it in to make em boil: 
And turn your taces from the Sun 5 
Anſwer me, if all be done ? 
All Pr. All is done. 


[. Peal of Thunder; and | flaſtes of Loghtning ; then groaning obs the Stage. 
Manto. O what Laments are thoſe 2 


Tir. The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with pain: 


And heave it up: they pant and ſtick half way. [7 he bad * darkned. 
Manto, And now a ſudden darkneſs covers all 

True genvine Night : Night added to the Groves ; 

The Fogs are blown full in the face of Heaven. © e 

Tir. Am I but half obey'd; ferm c 
uſt you have Muſick too ? then tune your Volots, 2 

And let em have ſuch ſounds as Hell ne er heard, en | / 

Since Orpheus brib d the Shades 17 15 
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174 0E DIPVUS. 


Muſick firſt. Then Sing. This to be ſet 
3 through, 
1. Hear, ye ſullen Pow'rs below; 
| Hear, ye taskers of the dead. 
2. Tou that boiling Cauldrons blow, 
Tou that ſcum the molten Lead. 
3. Tou that pinch with red-hot Tongs ; 
1. Tou that drive the trembling He . 
Of poor, poor Ghoſts, 
With your ſharpen d Prongs ; 
2. Tou that thruſt em off the brink ; 
3. Tou that plunge em when they ſwim : 
I. Till they drown ; | 
Till they go 
On a row, 
Down, down, 2 
Ten thouſand, thouſand, thouſand Fathom low. 
Chorus. Till they "drown, QC. 
1. Mufick for a while 
Shall your Cares beguike : 
Wondring how your Pains were easd. 
2. And diſdaining to be pleas 4; f 
3. Till Alecto free the dead 
From their eternal bands; © 
Till the Snakes drop from her head, 
Aud whip from out her bands. 
1. Come away, © 
Do not ſtay, 
But obey 7 
While we play, | 
For Hell's broke up, and Ghoſts have 159. 49 x 
Chorus, Come away, &c. 
[A flaſh of Lightning : the Stage O mals bright ; and 
the Ghoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt We Trons;: 7 
1. Lajus! 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus! 
1. er, 3. n 
Tir. Hear and appear: 
By the Fates that ſpun thy thread 
Cho. Which are three. OF 
Tir. By the Furies ferce, and dread; 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the Judges of the dead; 
Cho. Which are three, — + 
Three times $16 | 
Tir. By Hell's blue flame; 
B!) the Stygian Lake ; 
And by Demogorgon's Name, 
At which Ghoſts quake, 
Hear and appear, © yo EN 


[ The Ghoft of Lajus riſes arm'd in his Chariot, as oh was 3 And uu. 
bis Chariot fit the three who were murder d with him. 
2 of Lajus. Why haſt thou drawn, me from my Pains TO, 
To ſuffer worſe above: to ſee the Day, 
And Thebes more hated 2 Hell is Heav'n to 7 hebes. 


For pity ſend me back, where I may hide, 711 77 N 
In willing Night, this ignominious Head ßpß b bo ud 
in Hell I ſhun the publick Scorn; and then 0 a ee £119. 20-0 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as Iſy: © b ding wy ante 


Behold ev'n now they grin at my gor d Side, 

And chatter at my Wounds. 
Tir. ] pity thee: 
but why Thebes is for thy Death accurſt, 


[ . "Gas. we re 
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And " anbind * Charm. 

Ghoſt, O ſpare my ſhame. 

Tir. Are theſe two lanocent'? 

Ghoſt, Of my Death they are. | 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt freak 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. 

The Gods foreſaw.it ; and forbad his Being, 
Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, 

And cloath'd with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul, 

Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deſtiny, 

Took pity, and indu'd his new-form'd Maſs 

With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 

And every Kingly Vertue ;. but in vain. . 

For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the World, 
Perform'd its Work by his miſtaking hands. 

Asks thou who muder'd me ? *twas Oedipus, 

Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt 2 Oedipus : | 

For whom then are you curſt, but Oedipus “ 

He comes; the Parricide : I cannot bear. him: 
My Wounds ake at him : Oh his Murd'rous Breath 
Venoms my aiery Subſlance ! hence with him, 
Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the Plague he bears - 
Will blaſt your Fields, and mark his way with ruine. 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be driven $1957 


„„ Oedipus, Creon, Hæmon, 

Oed. What's this! Methought ſome peſtilential blaſt 
Strook me juſt entring; and ſome unſeen hand 
Struggled to puſh me backward? tell me why 
My Hair ſtands. briſtling up, why my Fleſh trembles! 
You ſtare at me ! then Hell has been among ye, 
And ſome lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove. 

Tir. What Omen faw'ſt thou cntring? DEG: 
Oed. A young Stork, 
That bore his aged Parent on his ws 
Till weary with the weight, he ſhook hm off, 
And peck d out both his Eyes. 

Adr. Oh, Oedipus“ 

Eur. Oh, wretched Oedipus /! 

Tir. O, fatal King! 

Oed. What mean this bockt of my Name? 
I thank the Gods, no ſecret thoughts reproach me: 
No; I dare challenge Heaven to turn me outward, 
And ſhake my Soul quite empty in your tg ht. 
Then wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 
Theſe fix d regards, and ſilent threats of Eyes: 
A generous fierceneſs dwells with innocence, 
And conſcious Vertue is allow'd ſome pride. 

ir. Thou know'ſt not what thou ſay ſt. 

Oed. What mutters he! tell me, Eurydice: _ 
Thou ſhak ſt; thy Soul's a Woman. Speak, Adraſtus, 
And boldly, as thou met ſt my Arms in fight; 
Dar'ſt thou not ſpeak, why then tis bad indeed : 
Tirefias, thee I ſummon by the Prieſt-hood, 

Tell me what news from Hell; where Lajus points, 
And who's the guilty head? 

Tir. Let me not anſwer. 3 
Ded. Be dumb then, and betray thy n native Soil 
To farther Plagues. _ 

Tir. 1 dare not name him to thee. 


Oed. Dar'ſt thou converſe with Hell, fi eanſt thou feat 
humane Name: 1 _ 


s 0 4688 


Tir. Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known 
Wou'd make thee more unbappy : * be found 


1 


Do you forbid him Earth, and I'll forbid him Heaven. (ol defend. 


"8 D ITUS. 


== Tho' I am i ſilane. IS 
. Oed. Old and Obſtinate | Then thou thy ſelf 
k Art Author or Accomplice of this Murther, 
And ſhun'ſt the Juſtice, which by py ban 
Thou haſt incurr'd. 
Tir. O, if the guilt were mine 
It were not half ſo great : know, wretched Man, 
Thou only, thou art guilty; thy own Curſe 
Falls heavy on thy felt. 
Oed. Speak this again: 
But ſpeak it to the Winds when they are loudeſt : 
Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner Wilf believe. 
Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it : hear me Earth, 5 
Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder: 
But ſent it back to light: and thou Hell, hear me, 
Whoſe own black Seal has firm'd this horrid truth, 
Oedipus murther'd Lajus. 
Oed. Rot the Tongue, 
And blaſted be the Mouth that ſpoke that Lye, 
Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul. 
. Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo.1 
Oed. Who were my Parents? 
Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. 
Oed. Why ſeek J truth from thee ? 
The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 
The Tradeſmens Oaths, and mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell. 
O why has Prieſthood privuecgs to lye, 
And yet to be believd! thy Age protects thee. 5 
Iiir. Thou canſt not kill me; tis not in thy Fate, 
As 'twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother ; 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers, 
Oed. Riddles, Riddles! 
Tir. Thou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplexr 
Obſcure Enigma, which when thou unty {t, 
hou ſhalt be found and loſt. 
Oed. Impoſlible ! | 
Adraſtus, ſpeak and as thou art a King, 
Whoſe Royal word is facred, clear my Fame. 
Adr. Wou'd I cou'd! 
Oed. Ha, wilt thou not : can that Plebeian Vice 
Of Lying mount to Kings! can they be tainted * 1 
Then truth is loſt on Earth. 
Creon. The Cheat's too groſs: 
Adraſtus i is his Oracle, and he, 
The pious Jugler, but Adraſtus Organ. 
Oed. Tis plain the Prieſt's An d to free the Pris ner. 
Creon. And turn the guilt on you. 
Oed. O, honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely d. ? 
Eur. Hear me. 
Creon She's brib'd to fave her Lover 5 Life. 
Adr. If Oedipus thou think'ſt — 
Creon. Hear him not ſpeak. _ 
Adr. Then hear theſe holy Men. 
 Creon. Prieſts, Prieſts, all brib'd, all Prieſts. 
Oed. Adraſtus | have found thee. 44s 
The malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſeiz d thee. 
Adr. If Envy and not Truth | 
Oed. 1'll hear no more: av ay with him. 
[Hxmon takes him off by force; Creon 4nd Eurydice alle. 
To Tir. Why ſtand'ſt thou here, ] mpollor! 
So old, and yet ſo wicked. lye for gain; "1:9 125 © 


% 


—TEDIP Os 


And gain ſo ſhort as Age can promiſe thee ! 
Dir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed hour: remember Lajus: 
No more; if e er we meet again, 'twill be 
In mutual darkneſs ; we ſhall feel before us 


To reach each others hand; Remember Lajus. Ex. Tireſias: Prieſts follyw. 


Oedipus Solus. 

Remember Lajus ! that's the burthen ſtill: 

Murther and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam'd 
My Soul ſtarts in me: the good Sentinel 
Stands to her weapons; takes the firſt alarm 
To guard me from ſuch Crimes Did I kill Lajus 2 
Then I walk'd ſleeping in ſome frightful Dream, 
My Soul then ſtole my Body out by Night ; 
And brought me back to Bed ere Morning wake. 
It cannot be evn this remoteſt way, 
But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now; 


And goad my Memory. Oh my Jocaſta / 


Enter Jocaſta. 
Foc. Why are you thus diſturb'd 2 


Oed. Why vould'ſt thou think it: 


. No leſs than Murder 2 


Joc. Murder 2 what of Murder? 
Oed. Is Murder then no more? add parricide, 
And Inceſt; bear not theſe a frightful ſound 2 
Joc. Alas 
Oed. How poor a pity is, alas, / 
For two ſuch Crimes! —— was Lajus us d to lye ? 
Foc. Oh no: the moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt Man, 
One who abhorr d a lye. 
Oed. Then he has got that Quality in Hell. 
He charges me -but why accuſe I him ? 
I did not hear him ſpeak it: they accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Adraſtus, and Eurydice, 


Of murderin Lajus -—- Tell me, while 1 think on't, 
Has old Tiref as practis d long this Trade ? 
Joc. What Trade ? | 
Oed. Why this ſoretelling Trade. 
Joc. For many Years 
Oed. Has he before this day accus'd me: 
Joc. Never. 
Oed. Have you ere this inquir'd, who did this Murder: ? 
Joc. Often; but ſtill in vain. 
Oed. Lam ſatisfy'd. 
Then *cis an infant lye ; but one day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt 5 
The blood of Lajus was to murder Lajus : 
Im not of Lajus's blood. 
Joc. Evn Oracles 
Are always doubtful, and are often fang d: 


Lajus had one, Which never was fulfill d, 
Nor ever can be now | 


Oed. And what foretold it? 
Joc, That he ſhou'd have a Son by me, fore-doom! d 
The Murderer of his Father : true indeed, 


A Son was born ; but to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 


_ Bord through his untir'd Feet, and bound with Cords, 


On a bleak Mountain, naked was expos d: 
The King himſelf liv d many, many Years, 
And found a different fate ; by Robbers murder'd, 


Where three ways meet : yer theſe are Orgales'; 
And this the Faith we we em. 


Oed. Say ſt thou, Woman ? 
Vol. II. 3 
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From Daulia and from Delp bos. 


I lookt on Corinth as a place accurſt, 


By Heav'n thou haſt waken d fomewhar | in me, 
That ſhakes my very Soul ! | | 
Joc. What, new diſturbance ! _.. gs 
Oed. Methought thou ſaid'ſt e 901 dream thou ſaid it Bl | 
This Murder was on Lajus's Perſon done, | 
Where three ways meet! 
Joc. So common fame reports, 
Oed. Wou'd it had ly'd. 
Joc. Why, good my Lord ? 
Oed. No queſtions : 
'Tis buſie time with me; diſpatch mine firſt ; 
Say where, where was it done? 
Joc, Mean you the Murder? 
Oed. Cou d'ſt thou not anſwer without naming Murder? 
Joc. They ſay in Phocide ; on the Verge that pores it 


Oed. So! How long ! when happen'd this ? 
Joc. Some little time betore you came to Thebes. 
Oed. What will the Gods do with me! 

Joc. What means that thought 2 

Oed. Something: but tis not your turn to ask: 


How old was Lajus, what his Shape, his Stature, | 
His Action and his Mien? quick, quick, your anſwer — 


Joc. Big made he was, and tall: his Port was fierce, 


Erect his Countenance : Manly Majeſty 


Sate in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed : his Hair juſt grizled, 


As in a green old Age: bate but his Years, 


You are his Picture? 
Oed. aſide. Pray Heav'n he drew me not! J am J his Picture 2 
Joc. So I have often told you: 
Oed. True, you have; 

Add that to the reſt : how was the King 


| Attended when he travell'd e 


Joc. By four Servants: 


He went out privately. 


Oed. V Vell counted till : 


One 'ſcap'd I hear; what ſince became of him 2 


Joc. VVhen he beheld you firſt, as King ih Thebes, 
He kneel'd, and trembling, beg'd I wou'd diſmiſs him: 
He had my leave; and now he lives retir'd. 

Oed. This Man muſt be produc'd ; he muſt, Jocaſta. 

Joc. He ſhall -— yet Wi I leave to ask you why 2 

Oed. Yes, you ſhall know: for where ſhould I repoſe 
The anguiſh of my Soul, but in your Breaſt ! 

I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth ; 
My Parents Polybus and Merope, 


Two Royal Names - their only Child am L 


It happend once; twas at a Bridal F '- ; 
One warm with VVine, told me I was a  Foundling, 
Not the King's Son; I ſtung with this reproach, 
Strook him : my Father heard of it : the Man 
VVas made ask pardon ; and the buſineſs huſh. 
Joc. Twas ſomewhat odd, 
Oed. And ſtrangely it perplext me. 


I ſtole away to Delpbos, and implor'd 2 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. | 


He bade me ſeek no farther : 'twas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 

Foc. Vain, vain Oracles! 

Oed. But yet they frighted me; 


Reſolv'd my Deſtiny ſhould wait in Vain; * e Ls 
And never catch me there. 8 5 F Fe. 
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Foc. Too nice a fear. Went PETS 

Oed. Suſpend-your thoughts and flatter not too ſoon. 
Juſt in the place you nam'd, where three ways meet, 
And near that time, five Perſons I encounter d; 
One was too like, ( Heav'n grant it prove not him ) 
Whom you deſcribe for Lajus : inſolent 
And fierce they were, as Men who liv'd on Spoil. 
I judg'd 'em Robbers, and by force repell'd 
The force they usd : in ſhort, four Men I flew : 
The fifth upon his Knees demanding Life, 
My Mercy gave it bring me comfort now, 
If I flew Lajus, what can be more wretched ! 
From Thebes and you my curſe has baniſh'd me: 
From Corinth Fate. 

Joc. Perplex not thus your mind; 
My Husband fell by multitudes oppreſt, 
So Phorbas ſaid: this Band you chanc'd to meet; 
And murder'd not my Lajus, but reveng'd him. 

Oed. There's all my hope: Let Phorbas tell me this, 
And I ſhall live again! 
To you good Gods, I make my laſt appeal ; 

Or clear my Virtues, or my Crime reveal: 

If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 0 
And backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun, 
Impute my Errors to your own Decree ; | 


Le Ares IN 
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"I Hands are FO but * Hear 15 free. 5 5 3 [ Ex. Abo. 


ACT Iv. SCENE L 


Enter Pyracmon, Coon. 
pyr. \Ome buſineſs of import that Triumph wear, 


You ſeem to go with ; nor is it hard to gueſs 
When you are pleas d by a malicious joy: 
Whoſe red and ery Beams caſt through your Viſage 


A glowing pleaſure. Sure you ſmile revenge, 
And I coud gladly hear. 


= Creon. Would'ſt thou believe 

= This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tireſi tas * 

= Has Thunder-ſtrook, with heavy accuſation, 
Tho? conſcious of no inward Guilt, yet fears; 

He fears Jocaſta, fears himſelf, his ſhadow ; 

He fears the multitude ; and, which is worth 

An Age of laughter, out of all Mankind, 

He chuſes me to be his Orator : = 
Swears that Adraſtus and the lean-look 4 eric : 
Are joint Conſpirators; and wifht me to 5 
Appeaſe the raving Thebans 3 which I ſwore 
Toms © 

Pyr. A dangerous undertaking ; 

Directly oppoſite to your own intereſt. 

Creon. No, dull Pyracmon ; when I left his Preſence, 
With all the Wings with which revenge could imp 
My flight, I gain d the midſt o'th' City 
There, ſtanding on a Pile of dead and dying, 

I to the mad and ſickly Multitude, _ 

With interrupting Sobs, cry'd out, O Thebes,” 
O wretched Thebes, thy Kine thy Oedipus, _ 
This barbarous Stranger, this Ufarper, Monſter, 
Is by the Oracle, the wiſe Zirefat, © 
Proclaim'd the Murderer of the Royal Lajus : 
Jocaſta too, no longer now my Sifter, | 
Is found Comptroller | in the horrid Deed. 


Here I renounce all tye of Blood and Nature, 
Vol. II. Aa 2 
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For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes ! 419 n Sit 00 F 7 
And there Iwept, and then the Rabble howl'd, : 1 4059 1 Ji 
And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick Mouths {reins Ale oft th] 
Gabled Revenge, Revenge was all the er x. | Inn 
Pyr. This cannot fail: I ſee you on the Throne, ; 

And Oedipus caſt out. 
Creon. Then ſtraight came on 7 
Alcander, with a wild and bellowing Crowd, op 
VVhom when he had wrought; 1 whiſper'd him to joyn, 
And head the Forces while the heat was in 'em : 
So to the Palace I return'd, to meet 
The King, and greet him with another Story. 
But ſee, he enters. ; 
Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, attended. 
Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return'd, and yet G01 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd | 
Of ought concern'd what we have difcover de 
Joc. He ſtarted when I told him your Intent, 
Replying, what he knew of that affair | Hg tv 
VVould give no ſatisfaction to the King; OS 
Then, falling on his Knees, begg'd as for Life, | 
To be diſmiſsd from Court; he trembled too, 
As if concluſive Death had feiz d upon him, 
And ſtammer'd in his abrupt Prayer ſo wildly, 
That, had he been the Murderer of Lajus, 
Guilt and diſtraction could not have ſhook him more. 
Oed. By your deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death 
Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome Deed that ſhuns the light 
Begot thoſe fears: If thou reſpect ſt my peace, 
Secure him, dear Jocaſta; for my Genius 
Shrinks . 
Joc. Rather let him go: 
So my poor boding Heart would have i it be, 
Without a reaſon. 
Oed. Hark, the Thebans cons 1 
Therefore retire : and, once more, if thou lov' ſc me, 
Let Phorbas be retain d. 
Foc. You ſhall, while I 
Have lite, be Rill obey'd : | 
In vain you ſooth me with your ſoft endearments, : = 
And ſet the faireſt countenance to view, _ 
Your gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a deadneſs | 
And inward languiſhing : that Oracle | TR” 
Eats, like a ſubtile Worm, its venom'd way, _ | on 
Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 5 
Howe'er the beauteous out-ſide ſhews ſo lovely. 

WT O, * wilt 1 1 es thy love's 2 Th 3 
All, all is well; retire, the Thebans come. | ens 
"Ghats. Oedipus . / | [ Ex. Jocaſta. 

Oed. Ha! again that ſeream of woe ! 
Thrice have I heard, thrice ſince the Morning dawn'd ; 
It hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit | 
Call'd from ſome vaulted Manſion, Oedipus / 8 
Or is it but the work of Melancholly: vs 
When tht Sun ſets, ſhadows, that hew'd at Noon 
But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible ; 
So, when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, . 1 
Our apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all bounds, r 
Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the watch of death, 1 
Nature's worlt Vermine ſcare her God-like Sons. 
Ecchoes the very leavings of a Voice, 
Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves : 
Each Mole-hill thought ſwells to a huge Olympus, . 
While we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, | 


_ * 
oy , l — 4, bs v4 E ® - v >a 2 
Wy 8 2 „ 9 S . - : * 70 — Acc 
* . N I * 7 L 5 . »* - : 3 I - 
YET 1 n ö r ; 4 4 * RX e 3 r 2 „ 
F 2 F W * 9 3 7 ” : a . * p wa - e s 3 BR - be 3 — 5 
2 . 2 . : R e pr > . - a * 4 5 e 8 • Tan as: le, . F 8 \ 
n 88 n 8 R yp l — 2 > 2 d : PS v - 8 » DE ACRE ESE 4 * 2 „ > SR ih r A © A . 
8 2 1 * - on 8 * r R * N * za 22 n " 5 OS — * — £ J 7 5 } 33 5 4 . « — 5 55 — n . — A Vc. ” = 2 2 A - < 2 e 2 > ' 0 
* RR e f NF 4 dof ans” rnd: MP - R c 6s ker EIT ES I Vs PPA be $4: r AAR -7 * y * EEO Hs wa] IP . : . NS : 
DOE TT ONT PR 2, N p * . ˙ —TÄuMPV Vs Rd Ed c Ee Ee "WR PTT CO» 8 F wed 2 S 7 LE EN 1 n e 5 
e G , , ñ ę ̃ d d m y P 3 I | 
PR EEE s t ũm g e «⅛üU U „FE . Ot ĩðͤ . ĩ⅛ ͤ —v—«7«§ DEI Wap nd . „ Tor Se De £7 both r . r rs N 8 , 5 N . 
* OY Sei PR e os BL RT A on Gn ns 7 . « PER . 5 - 5 k » Res : nog rn - * A. 4 Pp K 5 ” 1 8 4 . * 
Sohn SALE As 822 22 * * LP TE! 1 - : 4 1232 * * 2 2 e 5 a E 
0 OS TOE ˙ ü OE IE TR D wo ETA OE TSS ET ö ) he K 4 6 K * * - K 


8 


— abi. —” 


DEDIPUS 


As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal Shoulders - 
We could ſuſtain the burden of the World. 
Cre. O ſacred Sir, My Royal Lord 
Oed. What now ? 
Thou ſeem'ſt affrighted at "Way dreadful AQtion. 
Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are fixt 
On me for aid, as if thou wert purſu d: 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy wonder; 
Fear not this Palace is a Sanctuary, 
The King himſelf's thy Guard. 
Cre. For me, alas, 


My Life's not worth a thought, when weigh'd with yours! 


But fly, my Lord, fly as your Life is ſacred, 

Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creow,- 

Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proſtrate begs 

| You would remove from Thebes that vows your ruine. 

When [I but offer'd at your Innocence, 

They gather'd Stones, and menac'd me with Death, 

And drove me through the Streets with Imprecations 

Againſt your Sacred Perſon, and thoſe Traytors 

W hich juſtify'd your Guilt : which curs d 7 ireſias 

Told, as from Heav'n, was cauſe of their deſtruction. 
Oel. Riſe, worthy 'Creon, haſte and take our os. 

Rank em in equal part upon the Square, 

Then open every Gate of this our Palace, 

And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes, 

I hear em roar: begone and break down all: 


Ihe dams that would oppoſe their furious . Ex. Coe with Guards. 


Enter Adraſtus, his Sword drawn. 
Adr. Your City 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your deftruction:. 
I heard but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 


A thundring ſhout, which made my Jaylors vaniſh,.. 
Cry, Fire the Palace; where's the cruel King? 


Yet, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Powers 


That have accus d you, which theſe Ears have heard, 


And theſe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs ; 2 


For, ſince ] knew the Royal Oedipus, 


I have obſerv'd in all his Acts ſuch truth _- 
And God-like clearneſs; that to the laſt guſh 


Of Blood and Spirits, I'll defend his Life, 


And here have ſworn to periſh by his ſide. 
Oed. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me, J 
O what recompence can Glory make? 3] 
Adr. Defend your innocence, ſpeak like your fag, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntlefs, Virtus. . * 
But hark! the Storm comes nearer. Ft. Matt fir 
Oed. Let it come. 
The force of Majeſty is never 1 i 
But in a general Wrack: Then, then is ſeen f 
The difference twixt a Threſhold and a Throne. 


1 * — * 
* 14 
n 


Alc. Where, where's this cruel King? 2. hebans, behold 
There ſtands your Plague, the ruine, deſolation 
Of this unhappy — ſpeak; ſhall, Lell hind : 4: 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to Baniſnment? 
Al Theb, Jo Baniſhment, away with him. 245 
Oed. Hence, you Barbarians, to your ſlaviſh Ailance, 
Fix to the Earth ycur ſordid looks; for. he Hier, 
Who ſtirs, dares more than Mad- men, E or Furies : I 
VVho dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 
May brave the Majeſty of thund ring Jove. 


5 for this relieve you when beſieg d 
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£ Cen comes ; forward, 


[s Hout. 


bee. acing lin. 


Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans: 4 
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By this fierce Prince, when coop'd vithin your Walls, nent fun fe, scan hey 
And to the very brink of Fate redue dj Nein Hai BAT. TH e 
VVhen lean-jaw'd famine made more havock: of you nie c CABIN FA 
Than does the Plague? But I rejoice I-know you, TIC" 337 
Know the baſe ſtuff that temper'd your vile Souls : WAG 
The Gods be prais d, I need not your Empire, ooo 
Born to a greater, nobler of my n;; 550 777 eien et nd YO 
Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me eh ot 404. 9f 
To rule ſuch Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. 8 — ee, 3 
Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a ſad Repentance, & 6 Soi enk 
Ageneral Conſternation ſpread among em. Kocks = ; 
Oed. My Reign is at an end; yet eerl finiſh 
P11 do a Fuſtice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch who in the midſt of Swords and Iwein, 
Dares act as on his own Throne encompaſt round | 
VVith Nations for his Guard. Alcander, you oy 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your Head: | Serzes hz 
Here, Hæmon, take him; but for this, and this, == 
Let Cords diſpatch * em. Hence, away with em. 
Tir. O Sacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thebes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav'ns award ; | 
If that the Infernal Spirits have declar d 
The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain: pi. 
If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known; ; 
If innocent, then let Tireſias die. 
Oed. I take thee at thy word. Run, haſte, and fave Akander, 
I ſwear the Prophet or the King ſhall die. 
| Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of my Oath. 
And Phorbas be the Umpire. 
N. Ihn.. '[Trimpets ſound. 
Oed. What mean thoſe Trumpets ? 
Hem. From your native Country. 
Enter Hæmon with Alcander. 
Great Sir, the fam'd Ægeon is arriv d, 
That renown'd Favourite of the King your Father : 
He comes as an Ambaſlador from Corinth, 
And ſues for Audience. 16-7535 
Oed. Haſte, Hæmon, fly, and tell him that Tburn 
T' embrace him. | 8 
Ham. The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds him . 
In private Conference; but Behold her here. | 19. OB LEON 
uber Jocaſta, Euridice, Sc.” 
Joc. Hail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of Kings; | ee Ae 
Henceforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou canſt —_— 21 100 Oe 
Sleep without fears the blackeſt Nights away PT ee 
Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep ie EET ©3841 
Secure, thy Slumbers ſhall be ſoft and gentle 
As Infants Dreams. 
Oed. What does the Soul of all my Neun intend ; FI 
And whither would this Rapture ! 
oc. O, I could rave, 
pull down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn 5 Vault, 
From whence reſounded thoſe falſe Oracles, 
That robb'd my Love of reſt : If we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, . 
Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacrifice, 
And not a Grey-beard forging Prieſt come near, by BRL Er ot 
To pry into the Bowels of the Victim, 8 
And with his dotage mad the gaping V Vorld. NENT 
But ſee, the Oracle that I will truſt, 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men. 


Enter 


„ 


Emer Ageon. X =" 
Oed. O, to my Arms, welcome, my dear Ægeon; 
Ten thouſand welcomes. O, my Foſter- father, 
VVelcome as Mercy to a Man condemn'd ! 
 VVelcome to me, Weg: 

As toa ſinking Mariner, 

The lucky Plank that bears him to the "EF 1 

But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty Joy 

Is this thou bring'ſt, which ſo tranſports Tocaſta 2 

Joc. Peace, peace Ægeon; let Jocaſta tell him! 
O that I could for ever charm, as now, | 
My deareſt Oedipus : Thy Royal ather, - 

Polybus, King of Corinth, is no more. 
Oed. Ha can it be? AEgeon anſwer me, 
And ſpeak in ſhort, what my Jocaſtas tanſport 
May over-do. 
Age. Since in few VVords, my Royal Lord, you ask 
To know the Truth; King Polybas 1 is dead. 
Oed. O all you Pow rs, ist poſſible 2 what, dead! 
But that the Tempeſt of my Joy may riſe 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars: 
Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or VVater 2 by Aſſaſſinates, or Poyſon? ſpeak: 
Or did he languiſh under ſome Diſeaſe 2 . 
Age. Of no Diſtemper, of no blaſt he dy d: 
But fell like Autumn-fruit that melow'd long : 
Ev'n wondred at becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore Vears; 
Vet freſhly ran he on ten V Vinters more: 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating time, 
3 he VVheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 

Oed. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful Arms, 
And ſmother thy old Age in my Embraces. 
Yes Thebans, yes Jocaſta, yes Adraſtus, 

Old Polybus, the King my Father's dead. 
Fires ſhall he kindled in the midſt of Thebes : 

Kth midſt of Tumults, VVars, and Peſtilence, 

I will rejoice for Polybus his Death. 

Know, be it known to the limits of the VVorld : 


Vet farther let it paſs yon dazling Roof, 


The Manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike em deaf, 
VVith everlaſting Peals of thundring Joy. 
Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune! 8. is of this VVorld 2 _ 
Oed. Now, Dotard ; now, thou blind old V Vizard Propher, 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now, 
Vour Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky Air, 
Chatter Futurity ; and where are now 
Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide ? 
Is he not dead 2 deep laid in's Monument? 
And was not I in Thebes when Fate attackt him ? 
Avant, begon, you Vizors of the Gods ! 
Were l as other Sons, now I ſhould weep ; 
But as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice : 
And will, tho' his cold Shade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 
O, for this Death, let Waters break their Bounds, 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting le ring : 
Io, Jocaſta, Io pæan ſing, 
Tr. Who would not now conclude an happy end? 
But all Fates Turns are ſwift and unexpected. 
Age. Your Royal Mother Merope, as if _ 
Sie had no Soul ſince you forſook the Land, 
M aves all the neighbouring Princes that adore her. 


oo Waves all the Princes! poor Heart! for what J O ſpeak. 


ge. Slie, tho in full- blown Flow'r of glorious Beauty, 
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Grows cold, ev'n in 1655 Summer of her 
And for your ſake has ſworn to die unmarry d. 
Oed. How ! for my ſake die, and not marry, O, 
My fit returns. 
Ege. This Diamond with a thouſand Kiſſes bleſt, 
With thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for your Safety. 
She charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. 
Oed. There's Magick in it, take it from my ſight ; 
There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 
Hot flaſhing Luſt, and Necromantick Inceſt .: 
Take it from the ſick Eyes, Oh hide it from me. 
No, my Jocaſta, tho Thebes caſt me out, 
While Merope's alive, FIl ne'r return! 
O, rather let me walk round the wide World 
A Beggar, than except a Diadem 
On ſuch abhorr'd Conditions. 
Joc. You make, my Lord, your own Unhappineſs, 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs, Fea. 
Oed. Needleſs! O, all you Gods! by Heavn I'd rather 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders 
In the dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable Act 
Of damned Inceſt : Therefore no more of her. 
Ege. And why, O Sacred Sir, if Subjects may 
preſume to look into their Monarch's Breaſt, 
Why ſhould the chaſte and ſpotleſs Merope 
Infaſe ſuch Thoughts as I muſt bluſh to name? 
Ded. Becauſe the God of De/phos did forewarn me: 
With thundring Oracles. 1 
Age. May 1 entreat to know em? 
Oed. Yes, my Ægeon; but the ſad remembrance 
Quite blaſis my Soul : ſee then the ſwelling Prieſt! 
Methinks I have his Image now in view; 
He mounts the 7ripos in a Minute's ſpace, 
His clouded Head knocks at the e Roof, 
While from his Mouth _ 
"Theſe diſmal Words are heard: 


Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has ; doom'd thy Father s Blood to ſpill, 
„ And with prepoſtrous Births thy Mother's Womb to ful. 
Ege. Is this the Cauſe 


Why you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth: 
Oed. The Cauſe! why is it not a monſtrous one: 
Ege. Great Sir, you may return; and tho you ſhould 


En joy the Queen (Which all the Gods forbid 
The Act would prove no Inceſt. 


Oed. How, Ageon ? 
Tho l enjoy 0 my Mother, not Inceſtuous ! 
Thou rav'{t, and ſo do I, and theſe all catcht 
My Madneſs ; look, they” re dead with deep Diſtraction: 
Not Inceſt ! what, not Inceſt with my Mother? 

Ege. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Mother. 
Died. Ha! did I hear thee right 2 not Meeps 
My Mother ! 

Age. Nor was Polybus your Father. 

Oed. Then all my Days and Nights muſt now be ſpent 
In curious ſearch, to find out thoſe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World; ſpeak then, geox, 
By all the Gods Caleſtial and Infernal, 
By all the Ties of Nature, Blood and Friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing King 
A Point or ſmalleſt Grain of what thou know'ſt : | 
Speak then, O anſwer to my Doubts directly. 
ol Royal Polybus w was not my Father, 


"DEDIPUS. 


— 


vvhy Was 1 call'd his Son 2 
Ege. He, from my Arms, me 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt gift of Nature, | 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coltly Mantles | 
Upon its Infant Heir. | 
Oed. But was I made the Heir of Corinch 8 Crown; 
Becauſe A#geons hand preſented me: 

Age. By my advice, 
Being paſt all hope of Children, 

He took, embrac d, and own'd you for his Son. 
99 perhaps [ then am yours; inſtruct me, Sir: 
If it be fo, Ill kneel and weep before you, 

VVith all the obedience of a penitent Child, 
BY Imploring pardon. 

F Kill me it you pleaſe, 

# 1 will not writhe my Body at the wound : 
But ſink upon your Feet with a laſt ſigh, | 
And ask forgiveneſs with my dying Hands., . 
Age. O riſe, and call not to this aged Check 
The little Blood which ſhould keep warm my Heart; 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 
VVith ſuch a God-like Ott-ſpriog. Sir, I found you 
Upon the Mount Cithæron. 
Oed. O ſpeak, go on, the Air grows ſenſible 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm: 
The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ill, as if that Jove were talking. 
 Cithgron ! ſpeak, the Valley of Cithæron l 

ge. Oft-times before I thither did reſort, 
Charm'd with the Converſation of a Man 
Who led a rural Life, and had command 
Oer all the Shepherds, who about thoſe Vales 
Tended their numerous Flocks: in this Man's Arms 
I faw you ſmiling at a fatal Dagger | 
Whoſe point he often offer d at your Throat; 

But then you ſmil'd, and then you drew it back; 
Then liſted it again, you ſmil d again: 

Till he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 
And cry d aloud, the Gods forbid thy Death”; 
Then I ruſhd in, and, after ſome diſcourſe, 

To me he did bequeath your innocent Life ; 

And I, the welcome care to Polybus. 1 

Oed. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds ; 

Age. His Name I knew not, or have l forgot, 
That he was of the Family of Lajus, 

1 will remember. 

'  Oed. And is your Friend alive for if he be 
ll buy his Preſence, tho it coſt my Crown. 

Age. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not ; and who has now 
His Place. 

Joc. Winds bear me to ſome — land. 

Where print of humane Feet was never ſeen, 
Over- grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous height, 
Their baleful tops are waſh'd with bellying Clouds, 
Beneath whoſe venomous Shade I may have vent 
For horror, that would blaſt the barbarous World. 

Oed. If there be any here that knows the Perſon 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his Life 
To ſpeak ; concealment ſhall be ſudden Death: 

But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 
Beyond Ambitions luſt. 
Tir. His Name is Phorbas : Lao, an 
Vol. II. "Bd 


Tecaſta 


| 1 
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Tocaſta knows him well ; but if I may 
Adviſe, reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther. 

Oed. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is ſecur'd 
By my Jocaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth : 
My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha! what means 
Theſe Tears and Groans, and Struglings : 2 ſpeak, my Fair, 
What are thy Troubles ? 

Joc. Yours ; and yours are mine : 


Let me conjure you, take the Prophets Counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 


Oed. Not for the World. 
By all the Gods, FIl know my Birth, tho Death 
Attends the ſcarch : I have already paſt 
The middle of the Stream; and to return 
Seems greater labour than to venture Oer. 
Therefore produce him. 
Joc. Once more, by the Gods, 
beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 
My Love, my all, my only utmoſt hope, 
beg you baniſh Phorkas O, the Gods, 
| kneel, that you may grant this firſt requeſt, 
Deny me all things elſe; but tor my fake, 
And as you prize your own eternal quiet, 
Never let Phorbas come into your Preſence. 
Oed. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 
Tho' his dead Eyes were Baſi lisks Guards, haſte, 


Search the Queen's Lodgings ; find and force him hither. [Exeunt Guards, 


Foc. O, Oedipus, yet fend, 
And ſtop their entrance, ere it be too late: 
Unleſs you with to ſee Tocaſta . 
With Furies, ſlain out- right with meer diſtraction, 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 
Forbear this ſearch, I'll think you more than mortal: 
Will you yet hear me 2 
Oed. Tempeſts will be heard, 
And Waves will daſh, tho Rocks their Baſis keep— 
But ſee they enter. it thou truly lov'ſt me, 
Either forbear this Subject, or retire. 
Enter Hæmon, Guards, with Phorbas. 
Joc. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
A Story, that thall turn thee into Stone, 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A flaw made through the Center, by ſome God, 
Through which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy Ears, 
They would not wound thee, as this Story will. 
Hark, hark ! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 
Jocaſia : yes, 111 to the Royal Bed, 
Where firſt the Myſteries of our Loves were acted, 
And double dye it with Imperial Crimſon; 3 
Tear off this curling Hair, 
Be gorg'd with Fire, ſtab every vital part, 
| And when at laſt Im ſlain, to crown the Horror, 
My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the Ground, 
To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound. 
Oed. She's gone; and as ſhe went, methought her Eyes 
Grew larger, while a thouſand Frantick Spirits 
Seething, like riſing Bubbles, on the brim, ___ 
Peep'd trom the watry brink, and glow d upon me. 
III ſeek no more ; but huſh my Genius up 
That throws me on: my Fate. Impoſſible! 
O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſie Thoughts 
Ride ſwifter than the oalloping Heav'ns round, 
With an eternal hurry of the Soul : 


Nay, there's a time when ev 'n the rowlng Year 
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ee to ſtand ill, od Calms are in the Ocean, 
When not a breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves : 
But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 
Is ne er at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes, / 
Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 

Let's know the bottom. Haemon, you I ſont: ; 
Where is that Phorbas s 


Hem. Here, my Royal Lord. 

Oed. Speak firſt; Ageon, fay, i is this the diam 3 > 

Ege. My Lord it is: tho time has plongh'd that Face, 
With many furrows ſince I ſaw it firſt; 

Yet I'm too well acquainted with the ground, quite to forget i. 

Oed Peace; ſtand back a while. 
Come hither, Friend, I hear thy Name is Phorbas. 

Why doſt thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anſwer 

To what I ſhall enquire : VVert thou not once 

The Servant of King Lajus here in Thebes 2 © 11 10 
 Phorb, 1 was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant; 
Born and bred up in Court, no Foreign Slave. © © 
Oed. VVhat Office hadſt thou? what was thy eee 2 
Phor. He made me Lord of all his Rural Pleaſures ; be 
For much he lov'd em: oft I entertain d 5 

VVith ſporting Swains, oer whom I had commanc. 

Oed. VVhere was thy Reſidence ? to what part 0 th Country 
Dicd'ſt thou molt frequently reſort ? 
Phor, Io Mount Cithæron and the pleaſant Vallies, 

V Vhich all about lie ſhadowing its large feet. | 

Ded. Come forth Ægeon. Ha! why ſtarts thou, Phorbas > 2 \ 
Forward, I ſay, and Face to Face confront him, 
Look wiſtly on him, through him if thou canſt, 
And tell me, on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him; ; 
Did'{t thou e er ſee him? converſe with him; i 
Near Mount Citheron 2 4 i 

Phor. VVho, my Lord, this Man „ ar 

Oed. This Man, this old, this abe! Man : 
Speak, didſt thou ever meet him there? 

Por. VVhere, Sacred Sir? 

Oed. Near Mount Cithæron; anſwer to the purpoſe: 
Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal Minutes are 

Ot much more worth than thouſand Vulgar Years : 
Did'{t thou e er ſee this Man near Cithæron? 

Phor. Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines like thoſe 
His Viſage bears; but know not where nor when. 
Ege. Is t pollible you ſhould forget 3 your ancient Friend? 
There are perhaps 
Particulars which may excite your dead remembrance. 

Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
Doomd to be murder d in that gloomy Vale: 

The Swadling-bands were Purple, wrought with Gold, 
Have you forgot too how you wept and begg'd 
Thar I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more? 

_ Phor, VVhat-cer I begg d; thou, like a Dotard, ſpeak K 
More than is requiſite: and what of this? | 
VVhy is it mention'd now 2 and why, O why 
Doſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend? 

ge. Be not too raſh, That Intant grew at laſt 
A King: and here the happy Monarch nands. | 

Phor. Ha! VVhitlier RAT: ſt thou? O what haſt thou utter'd! 
For what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. 
bed. Forbear to curſe the Innocent; and be 

Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, FO 

Damnd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. | 

Phor. O Heavens! wherein, my Lord, have [ offended ; 

Oed. VVhy ſpeak you not cds to my Charge 4 

Vol. II. „ ain bfis 6! i293 +82 
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Bring forth the Rack : ſince Mildnefs cannot: win you, Ht Laſt 03 emos 
Torments ſhall force. „oh oft cli 1039919 8 309 nat 
Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir; e in 10 e IST O17 16M 210% 
You will not Rack an innocent old Man. h 0 1708 in nee eee 
Oed. Speak then. i dt ID. 20! wi nf {112013 D 
Phor. Alas, what would you have me > ſage Pans et 079 e £30 
Oed. Did this old Man take from your Arms an fare 2. e 38113 % STAT 
Phor. He did: And, Oh! I wiſh to all the Gomes.” NU rat wal 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very moment. * (1 wag Arge 0 
Oed. Moment! Thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Vears a bis, ID 
Here, bind his Hands; he dallies om my Oy 8 vent 4 a ers ns iv 
But I ſhall find a Way ——— rio tin p08 Haw ct mt 


Phor. My Lord, I faid 
| oave the Infant to him. 


Oed. Was he thy own, or given thee by another ? +.” f AFSC: 
Phor. He was not mine; but given me by another... 
Oed. Whence ! and from whom? what City? of r Houſe ? 
Phor. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, 
Would 1 could ſink beneath it: by. the Gods, 
1 do conjure you to enquire no more. 
: Oed. Furies and Hell! Hæmon, bring forth the Radks 
* Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſul phurous Flames : 
| Ne ſhall be bound, and gaſh'd, his Skin | fea d off, 
5 And burnt alive. 
1 Phor. O ſpare my Age. 0 
Oed. Riſe then, and ſpeak. 
Phor. Dread Sir, I will. 


- 
* 
# .v 


þ Oed. Who gave that Infant to thee? 
. | Phor. One of King Lajus's Family. 
. Oed. O, you immortal Gods ! but ſay, who was't: : 


1 


Which of the Family of Lajus gave it? 
A Servant; or one of the Royal Blood? 
Phor. © wretched State! 1 dye, unleſs I ſpeak; 
vl And, if I ſpeak, moſt certain Death attends me! 
5 Oed, Thou ſhalt not dye. Speak then, who was it, ſpeak, 
1 While ] have ſenſe to underſtand the horror; 
5 For I grow cold. ba 
b Phor. The Queen Jocaſta told me . 
It was her Son by Lajus. 
Oed. O you Gods! But did ſhe give it thee? 
Phor. My Lord, ſhe did. 
Oed. Wherefore, for what? —— O break not yet my Heart, 
Tho' my Eyes burſt, no matter : wilt thou tell me, 
Or mult J ask for ever? for what end? b ; 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child: | 
Phor. To murder it. 


Oed. O more than ſavage! murder her own Bowels! 
Without a caule ! 


Phor. There was a dreadful one, 
Which had foretold that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 
Oed. But, one thing more, 
Jocaſta told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was lain ? Speak, I conjure thee, 
For I ſhall never ask thee ought again, VERT os 
What was the number of the Aflailinates > _ 33 Te 
Phor. The dreadful deed was acted but by one; 
And ſure that one had much of your reſemblance. ; 340 
Oed. Tis well! I thank you Gods! tis wondrous well 1501 
Daggers and Poyſon ; O there is no need | Fre Ba 
For my diſpatch ; and you, you mercileſs Po- rs, 1645-5 - e 
Hoard up your T hunder-ſtones ; ; keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little note. | haun 
Adr. Help, Hæmon, Nie and bow him 2 Cann « ü 
Chate, chate his Temples : how ke mighty Spirits, 5 Ful 
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Half ranger 'd with an the ap hiaidbrbwd ma rais'd 

Struggle for vent: but ſee, he breaths again, — 9 

And vigorous. Nature breaks en all oppoſition. 

How fares my Royal Friend: 

Oed. The worſe for you- 1.1, 

O barbarous Men, and oh the hated Light! 

Why did you force me back to curſe the Day; 

To curſe my Friends; to blaſt with. this dark Breath 

The yet untainted Earth, and circling Air? 
To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
VVhy did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me 
Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this e 

But ſhould run up, like Flax, all blazing Fire. 

Stand from this Spot, I with you as my Friends, 

And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth - 

Swallow you too 80 I am gone already. 


ſtrikes away with his Foot. 
Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted: with your Life : 27 
Creon, Alcander, Hæmon, help to hold him. Fe - 
Oed. Cruel Adraftas - / wilt thou, Hlæmon too: 55 
Are theſe the obligations of my Friends, 7 
O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous Foes. L 
Dear, dear Adraſtus, look with halt an Eye 
On my unheard of VVoes, and judge thy elt, 
If it be fit that ſuch a WVretch ſhould live! 
O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus d ito ec 
V Vith all the low ſubmillions of a Slave, 5 
I do conjure thee give my Horrors way ; “ 
Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may'ſt ad viſe a: tortur'd wretch, 
All mangled oer, from Head to Foot, with wounds, 
And his Bones broke, to wait a better Day. bf 
Adr. My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible; 
And I with fuſtice ſhould be thought your Toe. 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tho baniſh'd Thebes, in Corinth you may Reign. 
Tir Infernal Powers themſelves exact no more: 
Calm then your Rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 
Oed. VII have no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 
Hence from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother ! 
VVhat, violate with Beltial Appetite, 
The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn, 
This is not to be born; hence; off, I fay! 
For they who lett my Vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my molt horrid Guilt. 
Adr. Let it be ſo; we'll fence Heav'ns luer from You, 
And ſuffer altogether : : This perhaps, | 
VVhen ruin comes, may help to break your fall, 
Oed. O that, as oft 1 have at Athens ſeen 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 
So now in very deed I might behold UE 50 ff artfice; 
The pond'rous Earth, and all yon marble Roof A801 
Meet, like the hands of Jove, and cruſh Madkind: 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs | 
Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, 
Conſpire the Rack of out- caſt Oedipus, | 
Fall darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night 8 0 
Shadow the Globe; may the Sun never daun, 
The ſilver Moon be blotted from her Orb ; 
And for an univerſal rout of Nature 
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Draws, and claps his Sword. to his Breaft, which adrafh 9 


190 . 5 


That jars may riſe, and wrath Divine be hurld, | il e bee 
VVhich may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid Wer.” Eren. 


ACT v. SCENE L 


Enter Creon, Alcander Pyracmon. 


Cre I HEBES is at length my own; and all my wilhes, py 
Which ſure were great as Royalty e er form d, 2 e 
Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have Crown d. t 
O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, | 
Where all its different Lines are reconcil d. e 1 
As if thou wert the burning-glaſs of dlory! 1 0 MW 
yr. Might I be Counſellor, I wou d intreat you 3 a 
To cool a little, Sir; | 205 5 * 
Find out Farydice ; ; 8 . 
And, with the reſolution of a Man . 
' Mark'd out for Greatneſs, give the fatal choice Of E = 
Of Death or Marriage. | 
Alc. Survey curs'd Oedipus, 
As one who, tho unfortunate, 's belov'd, 
Thought innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the 7, bebans ; you muſt mark him dead : 
Since nothing but his Death, not Baniſhment, 
Can give aſſurance to your doubtful Reign. 
Cre. Well have you done to ſnatch me from the Storm 
Of racking Tranſport, where the little Streams 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the under Paſſions, 
As Waters are by ſucking Whirl-pools drawn, | 
Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Emin : 
Therefore Pyracmon, as you boldly urg'd, | 
Eurydice ſhall die, or be my Bride. 
Alcander, ſummon to their Maſter's aid 
My Menial Servants, and all thoſe whom change 
Ot State, and hope of the new Monarch's Favour,r, 
Can win to take our part: Away. VVhat now? [Ex. Alcander. 
Enter Hxmon. Fa ey 
VVhen Hæmon weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, 
I may foretell there is a fatal Cauſe. 855 
Ham. Is t poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate King : 
Cre. I know no more, but that he was conducted 
Into his Cloſet, where I ſaw him fling 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed: 
All left him there, at his deſire, alone: 
But ſure no ill, unleſs he dy'd with Grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 
Ham. ] did; and, having lock'd the door, I ſtood, 
And through a 'chink 1 found, not only heard, 
But ſaw him, when he chought no Eye beheld him : 
At firſt, deep Sighs heavd from his woful Heart, 
Murmurs and Groans, that ſhook the outward Rooms, 
And art thou fill alive, O wretch ! he cry'd 2 
Then groand again, as if his ſorrowful Soul 
Had crack d the firings of Life, and burſt away, 

Cre. I weep to hear; how then ſhould I have griev d 
Had 1 beheld this wondrous heap of Sorrow! 

But, to the fatal period. 

Hem. Thrice he ſtruck, | N 
VVith all his force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, eee, ne Daten 
And thus, with out-cries, to himſelf complain d. n! tit e 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou think ſt tis well, 900 201 onarteedd 
Theſe bubbles of the ſhalloweſt- -emptieſt Sorrow, _ 299115 2h6t 
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Which Children vent for toys, and Women rain 
For any trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on; 
Yet theſe thou think'ſt are ample ſatisfaction 
For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luft : 
No, Parricide, if thou muſt weep, weep Blood ; 
| Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears: O, by the Gods, 
'Tis greatly thought, he cry'd, and fits my woes. 
Which ſaid, he ſmil'd revengefully, and leapt - 
Upon the floor; thence gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye-balls fiery Red, and glowing Vengeance, 
Gods, I accuſe you not, tho' I no more 
Will view your Heav'n, till with more durable Glaſles, 
The mighty Soul's immortal Perſpectives 
I find your dazling Beings : Take, he cry'd, | 
Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel- view. 
When with a Groan that ſeem d the call of Death, 
With horrid force lifting his impious Hands, _ 
He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs, 
The Balls of Sight, and daſh'd em on the Ground. 
Cre. A Maſter-piece of horror; new and dreadful ! 
Ham. ] ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late; 
For he had pluck d the remnant Strings away 

What then remains, but that I find Tireſias, 
Who, with his Wiſdom, may allay thoſe Furies 
That haunt his gloomy Soul? 
Cre. Heavn will reward _ : 

Thy care; moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hæmonꝰ 
But ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. 5 

n Enter Alcander, attended. 

I ſee thou haſt been diligent. 5 
Ailc. Nothing theſe 5 
For number to the Crowds that ſoon will follow ; 
3 oo: | 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 
Cre. Ha! thou haſt given 
Th' Alarm to Cruelty ; and never may 
Theſe Eyes be clos'd, till they behold Adraſtus 


Stretch'd at the Feet of falſe Earydice, 


Enter Adraſtus, Eurydice, attended. 

Adr. Alas Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Oedipus. 
Will dare, with his frail hand, to graſp a Scepter 2 
Eur. Iis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and I wiſh 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 
Our ſofter Hours in humble Cells away : 
Not but that 1 love you to that infinite height, 
I could (O wondrous proof of fierceſt 180 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 
Adr. Take then this moſt loyd innocence away; 
Fly from tumultuous Thebes, | 
From Blood and Murder, | 
Fly from the Author of all Villanies, 3 
Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Creon; 
Vouchſafe that I, o'er-joy'd, may bear you hence, 
And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. 


Cre. I have oer-heard thy black deſign, Adraſtus - 
And therefore, as a Traytor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot: let it ſuffice | 
That Thebes ſurveys thee as a Prince; abuſe not 
Her proffer d Mercy, but retire . betimes, 
Leſt ſhe repent and haſten on thy Doom. 

Adr. Think not, moſt abject, 


Creon and Attendants come up to him. 


Exit. 
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192. as DEDIPOS. 


Moſt abborr'd of Men, EEO e 4 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anſwer thee ; | 
Thebans, to you I juſtifie my Love: 

I have addreſs'd my Prayers to this fair Princeſs: 

But, if I ever meant a violence, 

Or thought to Raviſh, as that Traytor did, 

What humbleſt Adorations could not win; | N 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul diſhonour, & 
And let Men curſe me by the name of Creon. L4 


Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the Wrath 


Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 


Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your Lives, 
To take the part of that Rebellious Traytor. 

By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, + 
By Queen Jocaſtas order, by what's more, 

My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, 

] here reſign to Prince Adraſtus Arms 

All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 
Cre. O perjurd Woman! 

Draw all; and when I give the word, fall on. 


* 


Traytor, reſign the Princeſs, or this moment 


5 with all thoſe moſt unfortunate Wretches, 


Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn in pieces. 
Adr. No, Villain, no; 


With twice thoſe odds of Men, 
doubt not in this Cauſe 
To vanquiſh thee. 
Captain, remember to your Cate | give 
My Love ; Ten thouſand thouſand times more dear 
Than Life, or Liberty. 

Cre. Fall on, Alcander, 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. 

Adr. Ah, Traytor, doſt thou ſhun me 2 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions; ſee, the Cowards fly, 

l Exit fahting : Creon's Party beaten off 7 Adraſtus. 
Enter Oedipus. 

Oed. 0, tis too little this: thy loſs of Sight, 
What has it done? I ſhall be gaz'd at now 
The more ; be pointed at, There goes the Monſter : 
Nor have I hid my horrors from my ſelf; 


For tho' corporeal Light be loſt for ever, 


The bright reflecting Soul, through glaring Opticks, 

Preſents in larger ſize her black Idea 8 

Doubling the bloody proſpect of my Crimes: 

Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, 

With Wife, and Mother, Tortures, Hell, and Furies. 

Ha ! now the baleful Off. ſpring's brought to light! 

In horrid form they rank themſelves before me; 

What ſhall I call this Medly of Creation ? 

Here one, with all the obedience of a Son, 

Borrowing Jocaſta's look, kneels at my Feet, 

And calls me Father, there a ſturdy Boy, 

Reſembling Lajus juſt as when I kill'd him, 

Bears up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, 

Cries out, How fares my Brother Oedipas ? 

What, Sons and Brothers! Siſters and Daughters too: 

Fly all, begone, fly from my wirling Brain; 

Hence, Inceſt, Murder ; hence, you ghaſtly Figures ! 

O Gods! Gods, anſwer; is there any mean ? 

Let me go mad, or dye. | | 

Enter Jocaſta. 37720 

Foc. Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, +. 


TEDTPDS. 


This any Image of moral Sorrow, Wy 
VVhoſe Story told, whoſe very Name but mention aid, : 29170] 
VVould cool the rage of Fevers, and unlock 

The hand of Luſt from the pale Virgins Hair, 

And throw the Raviſher before her Feet ? | 

Oed. By all my Fears, I think Jocaſta's Voice! 


| Hence ; fly ; begon : O thou far worſe than worſt 


Of damning Charmers! O abhorr'd loath'd Creature! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 15 
Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of en 355 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there: 
The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 
Gainſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 

Joc. O wretched Pair! O greatly wretched wel. 


Two Worlds of Woe! 


Oed. Art thou not gone then? Ha! 


Hou dar ſt thou ſtand the Fury of the Gods > 


Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new pleaſures ? 1 N od 
Joe. Talk on: till thou mak'ſt mad my rowling Brain 


Groan ſtill more Death ;. and may thoſe diſmal Sources 


Still bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears: 


Methinks at ſuch a meeting, Heav'n ſtands fſtilly 
Ihe Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows: this Mole-hill Earth | 93 l 
Is heav'd no more: the buſie n rd i + ORG 


Yet hear me on fo! 
Oed. Speak then, «ad blaſt _ Soul. ] DIO? 
Joc. O, my lov'd Lord, the I reſolve Rune HOC HTTQTT x 

To match my Crimes ; by all m Miſeries, Sil Wor ln 


"Tis horror, worſe than thouſan thouſand Deaths, | offt 990 
To ſend me hence without: a kind farewell. 


Oed. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me! ſtay thee, O Toca 72 99 


Speak ſomething ere thou goeſt for ever from m e. 
Joc. Iis VVoman's weakneſs that I would be piryd; ; 252 210 2 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, tho' moſt wretched ; e ants) 
Ol all thy Kind: my Soul is on the brinkk n 


And ſees the boiling Furnace juſt beneath: 


Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go ee ein 2 "OL | | 
VVith ſuch a willingneſs, as if that Heavn not en Winnt 


+4 
« 
i 


VVith all its Glories glow d for my [Reception Ee © TOR DOK, 
Oed. O, in my Heart | feel the pa ngs « of Nature ;- 4 WO it 2 
it works with kindneſs o'er : Give, g give me Way;  aShangs I 


FAS kn . 5 5 1 
! feel a melting here, a tenderneſs, > * % n i OT 
I0oo mighty for the anger of the Gods: F 
Direct me to thy Knees, yet oh forbear | * hs e 


Leſt the dead Embers ſhould: revive; 1 Dae soo log 
Stand off 


Here 51100 MA T1047 ROT 100 


I 25 Ci 


For you are ſtill my Husband, 2 77 © 00! 309 * gem ch ali 


Oed. 8 1 ee de e elles 
wear I am, lg 


And Pl believe thee, ſteal into thy arms, 25 5 


Renew endearments, think em no deen 

But chaſte as Spirits joys: gently Pll come, 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night upon thee, J; 
And fold thee ſoftly in my Arms to ſlumbers. 


| [The Ghoſt of Lajus aſcends by "mp printing at 1 eat. vil 71. 


Joe. Begone, my Lord ! alas, what are we doing | 
% __ my Arms! VVhirl-winds, Seas, Continents, © © 
2 „ 


and at juſt diſtace 11 þ ONE; 0 115.1 0 mon vi 
Let me groan my Horrors 
On the Earth, here below my utmoſt Gal, words 220 24 
Here fob my Sotro ws, till 1 burſt with ibn : WOIII VO4 of al; wh of 
Here gaſp and languilh. out my wounded Soul- Fo ol dbu 8 0 8s 
Joc. In ſpight of all thoſe Crimes, the cruel: "Gods bin) 10 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence; 03, 21057 1 ad 1693; gat | 
Know yours: tis Fate alone that ſnulkes us wretched,” ce c ee 


851 5. 10 
He 80 Vine 


1 7 0 
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And Worlds, divide us! O thrice happy tha f on oem vhs 
Who haſt no uſe of Eyes; for here's. a fight. | 457 Ya 
Would turn the melting Face of NEIL) s (elf 

To a wild Fury. 

Oed. Ha! what ſeeſt thou there? | 
Joc. The Spirit of my Husband ! 0 the Gods 1 

How wan he looks 
Oed. Thou rav'ſt; thy Husband 8 here. 

Joc. There, there he mounts, - 

In circling fire, amongſt the bluſhing Cd. 

And ſee, he waves Jocaſta from the World! fg. re 
Ghoſt. Jocaſta ! Oedipus ! \[Paniſh with Thunder. 
Oed. What would'ſt thou have? . 

Thou know'ſt 1 cannot come to thee, detain'd 
In darkneſs here, and kept from means of Death. 

I've heard a Spirits force is wonderful ; e 

At whoſe approach, when ſtarting from his Dungeon, Ore on? 

The Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans,, | 

Rocks are remov d, and Towers are thundred down: 
And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, o 
Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 

Joc. VVas that a Raven's Croak, or my Son 8 Mole! 2 

No matter which; Tll to the Grave and hide me: 

Earth open or Fl tear thy Bowels up. 

Hark! he goes on, and blabs the deed of Inceſt; 

Oed. Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt ; daſh all at once 

This Houſe of Clay into a thouſand pieces it! I. 
That my poor lingring Soul may take der 1 0 {1 5 
To your immortal Dwellings. IR 

Joc. Haſte thee then, edt! 

Or I ſhall be before thee : She oa canſt not 1 : 

Then I will tell thee that my wings are on 

I'll mount, TI fly, and with a port Bivine 10 Tao nods ofy 21 
Glide all along the gaudy Milky Soil, VVV 0 F 21 
To find my Lajus out: ask every God 5 Oi i an Dn; 

In his bright Palace, if he knows my. Tat 192i H vn 

My Murder'd Lajus ! FF 
Oed. Ha! how's this, Focaſta s ho The 

Nay, it thy Brain be ſick, then thou art. 3 ppy. 

' Foc. Ha! will you not? ſhall not find him out: 

VVill you not {how him? Arg my Tears delpivde. WE, 

V Vhy, then Ill thunder, yes, Iwill be mad, SS Sn gi 
And trighr you with my Cries : yes, cruel Gods, . „ eee e 
Tho' Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my: Heart, 3391 911 10 

PIl ſnatch Celeſtial F lames, fire all your Dwelliops,: je 292 90 7 81 

Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doors 4 5 
Of Cryſtal fly from off their Diamond Hinges; fe 1 2 on 9 8 

Drive you all out from Jou uren W N — ate on 71 


* 4 4* 


Like ours, but what Death jo or Madan forms. : 315 
I cou'd have wiſh'd, methought, for Sight again, 8 
To mark the gallantry of her Diſtraction: 

Her blazing Eyes darting the Wandring Stars, 1 
Thave ſeen her mouth the Heav'ns and mate the Gods, 
VVhile with her thundring Voice the menac'd high, 
And every Accent twang d with ſmarting Soerdgz; ; 


. + ; 


But what's all this to thee 2 thou Coward, yet _ 155 115 81 bh 
Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road _ ee $39} 
To the great Palace 0 magnificent , 7g 


Tho thouſand ways lead to His thouland doors, 


OEDIPOUS. 


Which Pay and Night : are ſtill unbarr'd for all 
[ Claſhing of Swords: Drums and Tr rumpets without. 

Hark ! tis the noiſe of claſhing Swords! the ſound 

Comes near : O, that a Battel would come o er me ? 

If I but graſp a Sword: or wrelt a Dagger, 

I'll make a ruinc with the firſt that falls. oct! 


Enter 0 with our. 


Hem. Seize him, and bear him to the Weſtern Tow r: 
Pardon me, Sacred Sir; am informꝰd 
That Creon has deſigns upon your Lite : 
Forgive me then, it, to preſerve you from him, 
J order your Confincment. 
Oed. Slaves unland me. 1 5 e 
I think thou haſt a Sword: twas the wrong fide: 
Yet, cruel Haemon, think not I will live; 
He that could tcar his Eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate way to ſtifle this curſt Breath ; 55 
Or if I ſtarve! but that's a lingring Fate; 
Or if I leave my Brains upon the Wall! 
The airy Soul can eaſily o er-thoot | 
"Thoſe bounds with which thou firiv'it to pale her In : 
Yes, I will periſh in deſpight of thee; 

And, by the rage that ſtirs me, if I meet thee. | 9 3 
In the other World, I'll curſe thee for this üſage. Een, 
Hem. I ireſias, after him; and with your Counſel 5 

Adviſe him humbly; charm, if poſſible, 
Theſe Feuds within : while I without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh in th' Attempt, the furious Creon; 
That Brand which ſets our City in 4 flame. 
Tir. Heav'n proſper your interit, and give a period 
To all your Plagues : what old 7 reſt das can 5 
Shall 8 be done. Lead Manto to the Tow'r. [Ex Tir. Manto. 
Ham. Follow me all, and help to part this F ray, [7 rumpets again. 
Or fall together in the bloody Broil. . E 


Enter Crcon with Eurydice; 8 and his Part, giving 
Sous to Adraſtus. 


Cre. Hold, hold your Arms, Adraſtus Primed of Argos, 
Hear, and behold; Eurydice is my Priſoner. 
Adr. What would'ſt thou, Hell-hound 2 
Cre. See this brandiſh'd Dagger : 
Forgo th' advantage which thy Arms have won, 
Or, by the Blood which trembles through the Heart 
Of her whom more than Life I know thou lov'ſt, 
I'll bury to the haft, in her fair Breaſt, 
This Inſtrument of my Revenge. 
Adr. Stay thee, damn d wretch ; hold, ſtop thy 8 5 hand. 
Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant now, 
This moment, all thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. 
Adr. Away my Friends, ſince Fate has ſo allotred ; 
Begone, and leave me to che Villain“ s Mercy. 
Eur. Ah, my Adraſtus“ call em, call em back! 
Stand there; come back ! O cruel barbarous Men: 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your King, 
After ſo bravely having fought his Cauſe ien ben n n 
To periſh by the hand of this baſe Villain: 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his ruine 2 drag him through the Streets 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates 
Nor let my Death affright you. % 9 
Cre. Die firſt BY ſelf then. 4 And EET; 3 * 46 2 4 2 
Vol. II. Cc 2 ; Adr. 


— 
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Adr. 0, | chirge thee, hold. 
Hence, from my Preſence all: he's not my Friend | 3 
That diſobeys: See, art thou now appeas d? [Ex. Attendants. 
Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do 1 
That can attone to thee ? ſlake thy thirſt of Blood 
With mine: but ſave, O ſave that innocent wretch. 
Cre. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Priſoner. 
Fur. Vet while there's any dawn of hope to fave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraſtus, 
Whate'r thou doit, deliver not thy Sword ; 
With that thou may'ſt get off, tho odds oppoſe thee : 
For me, O, fear not; no, he dares not touch me; 
His horrid love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword ; 
Leſt I be raviſh'd after thou art ſlain. 
Adr. Inſtruct me, Gods! What ſhall Adraſtus do: 
Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead: my Soldiers 
With numbers will o'er-pow'r thee. Is't thy wiſh 
Eurydice thould fall betore thee : ? | 
Ady. Traitor, no: 
Better, that thou and I, and all Mankind 
Should be no more. 
Cre. Then caſt thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I. ſtrike. 
Adr. Hold thy rais'd Arm; give me a moments pauſe. 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 
My Son, faid he, let this be thy laſt refuge; 3 
If thou forgot'ſt it, Miſery attends thee : 
Yet Love now charms it trom me; which in all 
The hazards of my Life I never loſt. 
*Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt ; 
 Tho' my Heart tells me that the Gift is fatal. 
Cre. Fatal! Yes, fooliſh Love-fick Prince, it ſhall: 
Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, 
My wounds remembrance 
Turn all at once the fatal point upon thee. 
Pyracmon to the Palace, diſpatch 
The King : hang Hæmon up, for he is Loyal, 
And u ill oppoſe me: Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for whatever tliou canſt dare. 
Eur. Hold Creon, or through me, through me you wound. 
Adr. Ott, Madam, or we periſh both; behold - 
Im not unarm'd, my Ponyard's in my hand : 
Therefore away. 
Eur. ll guard your Life with mine. 
Cre. Die both then ; there is now no time for dallying [Kills Eurydice. 
Far. Ah, Prince, farewel ! farewel, my dear Adraſtus. Dies. 
Adr. Unheard of Monſter ! eldeſt born of Hell! 1 90 
Down, to thy primitive Flames. [ S:abs Creon. 
Cre. Help, Soldiers, help : 18171 
Revenge me. 
Adr, More; yet more: a thouſand wounds! 
III | lamp thee ſtill, thus, to the Fi Furies. 


Adraſtus falls, till d by the Soldiers | 
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Enter Hæmon, Guards, with Alcander, aud. Pyracmon lou. | 
the Ala Ins are driven 2 — IT 


O Fizmon, I am ſlain; nor need 1 name 
The inhumane Author of all Villanies : 
There he lies gaſping. 

Cre. If I mult plunge in Flames, | 
Burn firſt my Arm; baſe Inſtrument, unfit 
Io act the dictates of my daring Mind: 
Burn, burn for ever, O weak ſubſtitute 


OEDIPOS. 3 HE. 


Of * the Gd, . be | Ties. 
Adr. She's gone; O deadly Marks-man, 10 the Heatt! 

Yet in the pangs of Death ſhe grafps my Hand: 

Her Lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 

Her laſt farewel. O, Oedipus, thy fall aitiga-t 

Is great ; and nobly now thou goeſt attended! 118 

They talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, 

And wondrous pleaſures in the other World; 2018 5 

Let me but find her there, I ask no more. foi 


Euter a Captain to Hemon with Tireſi Fey Manto. 


Cap. O, Sir, the Queen Jocafta, foil and vnd, 

As a robb d Tygreſs bounding o'er the Woods, 

Has acted Murders that amaze Mankind ; 

In twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 

On the Bed Royal; and her little Sons 

-Stabb'd through the Breaſts d pon the bloody Pillows. 
Hem. Relentleſs Heav'ns ! is then the Fate of ye 

Never to be Aton'd 2 How ſacred ought 

| Kings Lives be held, when but tlie Death of one 

Demands an Empire's Blood for Expiation?? 

Bur lee! the furious mad Jocaſt as Here. 


* 
— 
= 
2 


Scene draws, and diſervers Jocaſta beld- t her 12 ani A Rabid. 


in many places of her Boſom, her Hatr ire da, ber Chilres 
ain upon the Bed. 


Was ever ſuch a ſight of ſo much horror, 
And pity, brought to view ! 

Foc. Ah, cruel Women ! 
Will you not let me take my laſt farewel _ 
Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal 
My melting Soul upon their bubling Wounds! 
Fl print upon their Coral Mouths tuch kiſles, 
As {hall recall their- wandring Spirits home. 


Let me go, let me go, or [ will tear you piece meal. 
Help, Hamon, he 
Help, Oedipus ; help, Gods: rats dies 
Enter Oedipus above. 
Oed. Tve fond a. Window, and I thank the Gods, 
'Tis quite unbarr'd : {ure by the diſtant noiſe, 
The height will fit my fatal purpoſe well, 
Joc. What hoa, my Oedipus ; ſee where he ſtands ! 
His groping Choſt is lodg d upon a Tower, 
Nor can it find the Read: Mount, mount my Soul; 
Tl wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in Lambent Flames ! and ſo well fail : 
But ſee! we're landed on the happy Coalt ; 
And all the Golden Strands are cover'd o er 
With glorious Gods, that come to try our Cauſe: 
Jove, Jove, whoſe Majeſty now ſinks me down, 
He who himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 
Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, tis done; 
'Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine: 
And Oedipus ſhall be now euer mine. 1 5 8 
Oed. Speak, Hæmon; what has Fate been doing there 
What dreadful Deed has mad Jocaſta done? 
Ham. The Queen her ſelf, and all Jour erde Off- ſpring, 
Are by her Fury ſlain. 
Oed. By all my woes, 
She has out · done me in Revenge and Murder, 
And I ſhould envy her the fad applauſe: 
But, Oh ! my Children! Oh, what have they done ? 
This was not _ the Mercy of the Heav'ns, 


= OE DI FUG.” 0 


To ſet her Madneſs': on ſuch Cruelty : moidmk bod: ws ll 

This ſtirs me more than all my Sufferings 5 9now e A. 

And with my laſt Breath I muſt eall you dane FFF 
Ham. What mean you, Sir ? VV» 

Oed. Tocaſta ! lo, I come. te vi i 

O, Lajus, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 1 5 of 

Of the Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me, . 

All weeping rang d along the gloomy Shore; 0 8111 l 2 lie 2 i bs 

Extend your Arms embrace me; for come, i ĩͤ 

May all the Gods too from their Battlements 

Behold and wonder at a Mortal's daring; - 

And, when I knock the Goal of dreadtul Death, 

Shout and applaud me with a clap of Thunder: 10 940 

Once more, thus wing d by horrid Fate, 1 come 6d edu 

Swift as a falling Meteor; lo, I flye, 1 

And thus go downwards, to the darker Sky. ard. 

1 L Thunder. He 5 . 0 from the Window. 

The Thebans N about his . 

Bent O Prophet, Oedipus is now no more! 

O curs'd effect of the moſt deep Deſpair ! 

Tir. Ceaſe your Complaints, 3 bear his Body Big : 

The dreadful ſight will daunt the drooping Thebans, 

Whom Heav'n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory : 

Yet by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, 

The facred Fury that allarms the VVorld. _ 

Let none, tho ne er ſo Virtuous, Great and High, 3 

Be judg d entirely bleſt before they die. 1 
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wou d· keep off ſuch! a Dedicator at Arms end z and ſend, him; hack, with his Eucomiun 
to this Lord, or that Lady, who ſtood in nead p ſuch trifing Mer chandiſe. Lou ſee, 
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Ince. I cannot promiſe. you much of Poetry in my, Play, tis but reaſonable, that 
I ſhou'd ſecute you from any part of it ide Kaen cet of oer indeed I cannot 
better diſtinguiſh the exactneſs of your. Taſte; from that of 77 Men, than by the 

* amen ſincerity of my Addreſs. L. muſt keep my, Hyperboles in reſerve 
for Men of other Underſtandings: An hungry Appetite after Praiſe: and a ſtrong di- 


4 CT 9 An LEST FX 45 . 
_ geſtion of it, will bear the grolneſs. of that Diet: But one of ig coo, eng , as 
your Lordſhip, who can ſet the; bounds of juſt, and proper in every Subject, would give 


LO 


me ſmall encouragement for ſe bold an undertaking. I more than ſuſpect, my Lord, 


that you wou d not do common uſtice to your ſelf; and therefore, were I to give that 


Character of you; which I think you truly merit, I wou'd make my appeal from your 


Lordſhip. to che Reader, and wou d juſtify my ſelf from Flattery by the publick, Voice, 


whatever Proteſtation you might enter to the contrary. But Lfind T am to take other 
meaſures with your) Lordſhip ; Lam to ſtand upon my Guard, With you, and to approach 
you as Wwarily as Har dee did Auguſt us. i Dh. ASRSTE-- ie PID 1 - 39:30d 00; 
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An ill-tim'd or an extravagant .Commendation,, wou'd | not pk up On you 281 b 5 t. y ou 


ack with his comiums, 


FF FL. 
+ * FL 43 © 
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from 
= 


but am-forc'd to curb my fel 
aſcribing to you thoſe Honours which even an Enemy.cou'd not deny you. Ye * 


my Lord; what an awe you; have upon me, ES: 17 Not, offer: you that, cenfe, 


ledge; in not-wittiefling| your,-worth,z and deprives;me of the pnly.means which. had 


left to ſhew the World that trug Honour and unintereſſed reſpect which, I have always 
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ofe who adore;your Fortune. But 


perform them beſtz as they-whq ate- leaſt ingag'd in Love, have A eee the freeſt 


e ruſtique,Baſhful- 
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4s The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
there. were one to whom I had the * to be known; and 0 3 


If theref ! 
him ſo perſectiy, that 7 f Aipouf Flattery, he hall all the depth of "Under. 
io f requiſi fed able Stat man, and all chat Hoheſty which commonly 
is wanting; that he was Brave withont Vanity, and Knowing without Poſitiveneſs: that 
he was Loyal to his Prince, and a Lover of his Country ; that his Principles were full of 
Moderation, and all his. Counſels ſuch, as tended to heal; and not to widen the Breaches 
of the Nation: that in all his Converſation there appear'd a natide Candour, and a de- 
fire of doing good in all his Actions; if ſuch an one whom I have deſcrib'd, were at 
the Helm, if he had riſen by his Merits, and were choſen out in the neceſſity and pref. 
ſure of Affairs, to remedy our Confuſions by che ſeaſonableneſs of his Advice, and to put 
a ſtop to our ruine, when we were juſt rowling downward to the Precipice, I ſhou'd 
then congratulate the Age in which 1 liv'd, for the common fafety ; I ſhould not deſpair 
of the Republick, 'thodgh' HirMibal were ar the Gates; I ſhould ſend up my Vows for the 
ſucceſs of ſuch an Action, as Virgil did on the like occaſion for his Patron, when he was 
raiſing up his Country from the deſolations of a Civil War. = 


- —— 
* 2 


Hine ſaltem everſo javenem ſuccurrere ſeclo, 5 FR 
Ne ſuperi probibet. © © © © 0 


I know not whether I am running, in this extaſy which is now upon me: I am almoſt 
ready to reaſſume the ancient Rights: of Poetry z2to point out, and Prophecy the Man, 
who was born for no leſs an Undertaking ; and whom Poſterity ſhall. bleſs for its accom- 

liſhmenc. Methinks I am mane; he's from ſuch à Character, and making room 

or him, under a borrow'd Name, amongſt the Heroes of an bi Poem. Neither could 
mine, or ſome more happy Genius, want \encouraggment under ſuch a Patron. 


Pollio amat noſtram, quamvis fit ruſtica Muſam. 


But theſe are Conſiderations afar off, my Lord: the former part of the Prophecy muſt 
be firſt accompliſh'd : the quiet of the Nation muſt be ſecur d; and a mutual cruſt, be- 
twixt Prince and People be renew'd : and then this great and good Man will have leiſure 
for the ornaments of Peace: and make our Language as much indebted to his Care, as the 
French is to the Memory of the famous Richelieu. You know, my Lord, how low he 
laid the Foundations of fo great a Work : That he began it with a Grammar and a Dicłi- 
onary; without which all thoſe Remarks and Obſervations, which have ſince been made, 
had been perform'd to as little purpoſe as it wou'd be to conſider the Furniture of the 
Rooms before the Contrivance of the Houſe. Propriety muſt firſt be ſtated,” ere any mea- 
ſures of Elegance can be taken. Neither is one Vaugelas ſufficient for ſuch a Work. 
"Twas the employment of the whole Academy for many Years, for the perfe&'know- 
ledge of a Tongue was never attain'd by any fingle Perſon. The Court, the College, 
and the Town muſt be joyn'd in it. And as our Engliſh is a Compoſition of the dead 
and living Tongues, there is requir'd a perfect Knowledge, not only of the Greek and 
Latin, but of the Old German, the French and the Italian: and to help all theſe, a 
Converſation with thoſe Authors of our own, who have written with the feweſt Faults 
in Proſe and Verſe. But how barbarouſſy we yet write and ſpeak, your Lordſhip knows, 
and I am ſufficiently ſenſible in my own Engliſh. For I am often put to a ſtand, in 
conſidering whether what IJ write be the Idiom of the Tongue, or falſe Grammar; and 
nonſence couch'd beneath that ſpecious Name of Angliciſine. And have no other way to 
clear my Doubts, but by tranſlacing my Engliſh into Latine, and thereby trying hat 
ſenſe the words will bear in a more ſtable Language. Tam defirous, if it were ls, 


that we might all write with the fame certainty of Words, and purity of Phraſe, to whi 
the Halians firſt arriv'd, and after them the French: At leaſt, that we might advance; ſo 
far, as our Tongue is capable of ſuch a Standard. It wou'd mortify an Exgliſb Man to 
conſider, that from the time of Boccace and of Petrarebhe, -thie Italian has varied very Httle: 
And that the Engliſh'of Chaucer, their Contemporary, is not to be underſtood without the 
help of an old Dictionary. But their Goth and Vandal had the fortune to be graffed on a 
Roman Stock: Ours has the diſadvantage to be founded on the Dusch. We are full of 
Monoſyltables, and thofe clog'd wich Conſonants, and dur pronunciation is effeminate. 
All which are Enemies to a founding Language: Tis true, that to ſupply our Poverty, 
we have trafficked with'our Neighbour Nations; by which means we abound as much in 
Words, as Amſterdam does in Religions; but to order them, Ard make chem uſeful after 
their admiffion, is the difficulty. ' A greater progreſs has been made in this, ſince His 
Majeſty's Return, then perhaps ſince the Conqueſt to this time. But the better part of 
the Work remains unfiniffd : And that which has bern done already, ſince it has only 
been in the practiſe of ſome few Writers, muſt be digeſted into Rules and Method; be- 
fore it can be profitable to the General. Will your Lordſhip give me leave to ſpeak out 
at laſt? and to acquaint the World, that from your Eneouragement and Patronage, we 
may one day expect to ſpeak and write 4 Language, worthy of the Engliſh Wit, and 
which Foreigners may not diſdain to learn. Tour Birth, your Education, your natural 
Endowments, the former Employments which you have had abroad, and that which 00 
the joy of good Men, you now exerciſe at home, ſeem all to conſpire to this * 
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the Genius of the Nation ſeems to call you out as it were by Name, to poliſh and adorn 


preſent you, together with the Play: In which, though I have not had the leiſure, nor 


indeed the encouragement to N to the Principal Subject of it, which is the 


Words and Thoughts that are ſutable to Tragedy; yet the whole Diſcourſe has a ten- 


dency that way, and is preliminary to it. In what I have already done, I doubt not 
but 1 have contradicted ſome of my former Opinions, in my looſe Eſſays of the like 


Nature: but of this, I dare affirm, that it is the fruit of my riper Age and Experience, 
and that Self. love, or Envy have no part in it. The application to Engliſh Authors is 


d unknowingly : But the foundation of the 
Rules is Reaſon, and the authority of thoſe living Critiques who have had the honour 


to be known to you abroad, as well as of the Ancients, who are not leſs of your Ac- 


quaintance : Whatſoever it be, I ſubmit it to your Lordſhip's Judgment, from which 
J never will appeal, unleſs ir be to your good Nature, and your Candour. If you 
can allow an hour of leiſure to the peruſal of it, I ſhall be fortunate that I cou'd fo long 


entertain you; if not, I ſhall at leaſt have the ſatisfaction to know, that your time was 
more uſefully employ'd upon the Publick. I am, | | 


My Lord, | 
Your Lordſhip's of Obedient Humble Ser baut ; 


lohn Dryden. 
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H E Poet eAichylas was held in the ſame veneration by the Athenians of after A- 
ges as Shakeſpear is by us; and Longinus has judg d, in favour of him, that he 

had a noble boldneſs of expreſſion, and that his imaginations were lofty and 
| Heroick : But on the other ſide Quintihan affirms, that he was daring to extra- 


vagance. Tis certain, that he affected pompous words, and that his ſenſe too often was 


obſcurd by Figures: Notwithſtanding theſe imperfections, the value of his Writings after 
his Deceaſe was ſuch, that his Countrymen ordain'd an equal reward to thoſe - Po- 


| ets who could alter his Plays to be Acted on the Theater, with thoſe whoſe productions 


were wholly new, and of their own. The caſe is not the ſame in England, though the 


difficulties of Wr are greater, and our Reverence for Shakeſpear much more juſt, than 


that of the Grecians for eA/chylas. In the Age of thar Poet, the Greeb' Tongue was arriy'd 


to its full perfection; they had then amongſt them an exact Standard of Writing, and of 


Speaking: The Engliſh Language is not capable of ſuch a certainty; and we are at preſent ſo 


far from it, that we are wanting in the very Foundation of it, a perfect Grammat. Vet it 


muſt be allow'd to the preſent Age, that the Tongue in general is ſo much refin d fince 


Sha lbeſpear s time, that many of his words, and more of his Phraſes, are ſcarce intelligible. 


And of thoſe which we underſtand ſome are ungraminatical, others courſe; and his Whole 
ſtile is ſo peſter d with Figurative Expreſſions, that it is as affected as it is obſcure Tis 


true, that in his later Plays he had worn off ſome what of the ruſt; but the Tragedy which 
Thave undertaken, to correct, was, in all probability, one of his firſt endeavours: on the 
Stage. Bei ee 51G. enn wn 4 10 


The Original ſtory was Annik one Lollius a Lombard, in Latin Verſe, and Tranſſa- 
ted by Chaucer into Engliſh : Intended I ſuppoſe a Satyr on the Inconftancy of Women: I 
find nothing of it among the Ancients, not ſo much as the nameorice Creſida mention'd. 
Shakeſpear, (as I hinted) in the Apprenticeſhip:of his Writing, .modePd it into tliat Play, 
which is now called by che name of Toilus and Crgſida; bur ſo lamely is it left to us, that it 
is not divided into Acts: Which fault I aſcribe to the Actors, who Printed it after Sbaſke- 


Ipear's death; and that too, ſo careleſly, that a more uncorrect Copy I never ſaws: For 
_ the Play it ſelf, the Aurhor ſeems to have begun it with ſome fire; the Characters of Pan- 
Laras and Therfites, are promiſing enough; but as if he grew weary of his Task] after an 


Entrance or two, he let's them fall: And the latter part of the Tragedy is nothing but a 
confuſion of Drums and Trumpets; Excurſions and Alarms. The chief Perſons; Wo give 
name to the Tragedy, are left alice? Creſſals is falſe, and is not puniſſid. Veti after all, 
. ory "i Play was Shakeſpear 's,'and n in ſome places of it, the adm i- 
Vol. AL x | | d | rable 


native Language, and to take from it the reproach of its Barbarity. Tis upon 
ee chat I have adventur'd on the following Critique, which 1 an 
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able Genius of the Author; I undertook to remove that heap of Rubbiſh, under which 
many excellent thoughts lay wholly bury'd. Accordingly, I new model'd the Plot; 
threw out many unneceſſary Perſons; improv'd thoſe Characters which were begun, and 
left unfiniſh'd : As He&or, Troilus, Pandarus and Tberſites; and added that of Andromacbe. 
After this, I made with no ſmall trouble, an Order and Connection of all the Scenes: 
removing them from the places where they were inartificially ſet: And though it was im. 

oſſible to keep em all unbroken, becauſe the Scene mult be ſometimes in the City, and 
3 in the Camp, yet I have ſo order'd them that there is a coherence of em with 
one another, and a dependence on the main deſign : No leaping from Trey to the Grecjay 
Tents, and thence back again in the ſame Act; but a due proportion of time allowq 
for every Motion. I need not ſay that TI have refin'd his Language, which before was ob- 
ſolete ; but I am willing to acknowledge, that as J have often drawn his Engliſh nearer to 
our times, ſo 1 have ſometimes conform'd my own to his: And conſequently, the Lan- 
guage is not altogether ſo pure, as it is ſignificant. The Scenes of Pandarus and Creſſida, 
of Troilus and Pandarus, of Andromache with Hector and the Trojans, in the ſecond Act, are 
wholly New: Together with that of Neſtor and Ulyſſes with Therfites ; and that of Therſie, 
with Ajax and Achilles. Iwill not weary my Reader with the Scenes which are added of 
Pandarus and the Lovers, in the Third; and thoſe of Therfites, which are wholly alter'd: 
But I cannot omit the laſt Scene in it, which is almoſt half the AR, betwixt Troilus and 
Hector. The occaſion of raiſing it was hinted to me by Mr. Betterton: The contrivance 


and working of it was my own. They who think to do me an injury, by ſaying that it 


is an imitation of the Scene betwixt Brutus and Caſſius, do me an honour, by ſuppoſing I 
could imitate the incomparable Shakeſpear : But let me add, that if Shakeſpears Scene, or that 
faulty Copy of it in Amintor and Melantins had never been, yet Euripides had furniſh'd me 
with an excellent example in his Iphigenia, between Agamemnon and Menelaus: And from 
thence indeed, the laſt turn of it is borrow'd. The occaſion of which Shakeſpear, Euripi- 
des, and Flacher, have all taken, is the ſame ; grounded upon Friendſhip : And the quar- 
rel of two virtuous Men, rais d by natural degrees, to the extremity of paſſion, is con- 
ducted in all three, to the declination of the ſame paſſion; and concludes with a warm 
renewing of their Friendſhip. But the particular ground. work which Shakeſpear has taken, 


3 incomparably the beſt : Becauſe he has not only choſen two the greateſt Heroes of their 


Age; but has likewiſe intereſted the Liberty of Rome, and their own Honors, who were 
the Redeemers of it, in this debate. And if he has made Brutus, who was naturally a pati- 


ent Man, to fly into exceſs at firſt ; let it be remembred in his defence, that juſt before, he 
has received the news of Portias death: Whom the Poet on purpoſe neglecting a little 


Chronology, ſuppoſes to have dy d before Brutus, only to give him an occaſion of being 
more eaſily An ee Add to this, that the Injury he had receiv'd from Caſſius, had 

long been brooding in his mind; and that a melancholy Man, upon conſideration of an 
- affront, eſpecially from a Friend, would be more eager in his paſſion, than he who had 


given it, though naturally more cholerick. Euripedes whom I have follow'd, has rais d the 


quarrel betwixt two Brothers who were Friends. The foundation of the Scene was this, 
The Grecians were wind- bound at the Port of Aulu, and the Oracle had ſaid, that they 
could not Sail, unleſs Agamemnon deliver d up his Daughter to be Sacrific d: He refuſes; 


his Brother Menelaus urges the publick ſafety, the Father defends himſelf, by Arguments of 


Natural Affection, and thereupon they quarrel.” Agamemnon is at laſt convinc'd, and pro- 


miſes to deliver up Tphigenia, but ſo paſſionately laments his loſs, that Menelaus is griev d to 
have been the occaſion of it, and by a return of kindneſs offers to intercede for him with 


the Grecians, that his Daughter might not be Sacrific'd, But my Friend Mr. Rymer has fo 
largely, and with ſo much judgment deſcrib' d this Scene, in comparing it with that of A. 
Jantius and Amintor, that it is ſuperfluous to ſay more of it: I only nam'd:the heads of it, 
that any reaſonable Man might judge it was from thence I model'd my Scene betwixt Trai- 
lus and Hector. I will conclude my Reflections on it, with a paſſage of Longinus, concer-- 
cerning Plato's imitation of Homer: We ought not to regard a good Imitation as a Theft; 
© but as a beautiful Idea of him who undertakes to imitate, by forming himſelf on the in- 


vention and the work of another Man; for he enters into the Liſts liłe a new Wraſtler, to 
ddiſpute the Prize with the former Champion. This fort of emulation ſays Heſſod, is ho- 


© nourable; AyaS? t ters Cs gegroi¹ι When. we Combat tor Victory with a Hero, and. are 
© not without glory even in our overthrow,, Thoſe great Men whom we purpoſe to. Our 
c ſelves as patterns of our imitation, ſerve us as a Torch, which is lifted up before us, to 
* enlighten our paſſage; and often elevate our thoughts'as high, as the conception we have 
© of our Authors Genius. 7.06-17180-6 £10111 abr eden es dS 
[ have been ſo tedious in three Acts, that I ſhall contract my ſelf in the two laſt. The 
beginning Scenes of the fourth Act are either added, orchang'd ; wholly. by me; the middle 
of it is Shakeſpear alter d, and e N my own, three or four of the laſt Scenes are al- 
together new. And the whole Fifth Act, both the Plot and the Writing are my own Ad- 
ditions. e | „ eee O nb Sh” ; ua 
But having written ſo much for imitation of what is excellent, in that part of the Pres 
face which related only to my ſelf; methinks it would neither be unprofitable nor unplea; 
ſant, to enquire how far we ought to imitate our own Poets, . Shokeſpear and Hereber in 
their Tragedies : And this will occaſion, another enquiry, how theſe two. Writers differ 
between themſelves : But ſince neither of theſe queſtions can be ſolv'd unleſs ſome meaſures 
be firſt taken, by which we may be enabled co judge {truly of their Wr itings : 1 ſhall endes: 
11 © + Sa OY 42 your 
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vour as briefly-as I can, to diſcover the grounds and reaſon of all Criticiſm, applying them 


— 


—— 


in this place only to Tragedy. Ariſtotle with his Interpreters; and Horace, and Longinus, are 
the Authors to whom I owe my lights; and what part ſoever of my own Plays, or of this, 
which no mending could make regular, ſhall fall under the condemnation of ſuch Judges, 
it would be impudent in me to defend. I think it no ſhame to retract my Errors, and am 
well pleas'd to ſuffer in the cauſe, if the Art may be improv'd at my expence: I therefore 
proceed to, 5 . oe 


The Grounds of Criticiſmin Tragedy 


| Te is thus defin'd by Arifotle, ( omitting what I thought unneceſſary in bis De- 


finition. ) Tis an imitation of one intire, great, and probable action; not told, but 


repreſented, which by moving in us fear and pity, is conducive to the purging of theſe two 


paſſtons in our minds. More largely thus, Tragedy deſcribes or paints an Action, which 
Action muſt have all the Proprieties above nam'd. Firſt, it muſt be one or ſingle, that is, 
it muſt not be a Hiſtory of one Mans Life: Suppoſe of Alexander the Great, or Julius Caſar, 
but one ſingle action of theirs. This condemns all Shakeſpears Hiſtorical Plays, which are 
rather Chronicles repreſented, than Tragedies, and all double act ion of Plays. As to a- 


void a Satyr upon others, I will make bold with my own Marriage-A-la- Made, where there 
are manifeſtly two Actions, not depending on one another: But in Oedipus there cannot 


properly be ſaid to be two Actions, becauſe the love of Adraſtus and Euridice has a neceſſary 
dependance on the principal deſign, into which it is woven. The natural reaſon of this 


Rule is plain, for two different independant actions, diſtract the attention and concern- 
ment of the Audience, and conſequently deſtroy the intention of the Poet: If his buſineſs 
be to move terror and pity, and one of his Actions be Comical, the other Tragical, the 

former will divert the People, and utterly make void his greater purpoſe. Therefore ab in 


perſpective, ſo in Tragedy, there muſt be a point of ſight in which all the lines terminate: 


Otherwiſe the Eye wanders, and the work is falſe. This was the practice of the Grecian 
Stage. But Terence made an innovation in the Roman: all his Plays have double Actions; 


for it was his cuſtom to tranſlate two Greek Comedies, and to weave them into one of his, 


yet fo, that both the Actions were Comical ; and one was principal, the other but ſeconda- 
ry or ſubſervient. And this has obtain'd onthe Engliſh Stage, to give us the pleaſure of variety. 


As the Action ought to be one, it ought as ſuch, to have Order in it, that is, to have a 


natural beginning,” a middle, and an end: A natural beginning ſays Ariſtotle, is that which 
could not neceſſarily have been plac'd after another thing, and ſo of the reſt, This conſi- 


deration will arraign all Plays after the new model of Spaniſh Plots, where accident is heap'd 


upon accident, and that which is firſt might as reaſonably be laſt : An inconvenience not to 


be remedied, but by making one accident naturally produce another, otherwiſe tis a Farce, 
and not a Play. Of this nature, is the Shlighred Maid; where there is no Scene in the firſt 
Act, which might not be as good reaſon be in the fifth. And if the Action ought to be 


one, the Tragedy ought likewiſe to conclude with the Action of it. Thus in Maſtapha, the 
Play ſhould naturally bave ended with the death of Zanger, and have given us the grace Cup 


4 


after Dinner, of Solymarn's divorce from Roxolana. „5 

The following properties of the Action are ſo eaſie, that they need not my explaining. It 
ought to be great, and to conſiſt of great Perſons, to diſtinguiſh it from Comedy; where 
the Action is trivial, and the Perſons of inferior Rank. The laſt quality of the action is, 
that it ought to be probable, as well as admirable and great. Tis not neceſſary that there 
ſhould be Hiſtorical truth in it; but always neceſſary that there ſhould be a likeneſs of truth, 
ſomething that is more then barely poſſible, probable being that which ſucceeds or happens 
oftner than it miſſes. To invent therefore a probability, and to make it wonderful, is the 
moſt difficult undertaking in the Art of Poetry: for that which is not wonderful, is not 
great, and that which is not probable, will not delight a reaſonable Audience. This Action 


thus defcrib'd, muſt be repreſented and not told, to diſtinguiſi Dramatick Poetry from Epic: 
but I haſten to the end, or ſcope of Tragedy; which is to rectifie or purge our paſſions, 
I TELTT EI OM. „ 3 , | 


fear and pity. AUO, one 6h ett ln copia gina: acts 5 

Io inſtruct delightfully is the general end of all Poetry: Philoſophy. inſtructs, but it per- 
forms its work by precept : which is not delightful, or not fo delightful as Example. To 
purge the paſſions by Example, is therefore the particular inſtruction which belongs to Tra- 
gedy. Rapin, a judicious Critic, has obſerv'd from Ariſtotle, that pride and want of commi- 


ſeration are the moſt predominant vices in Mankind: therefore to cure us of theſe two, the 
Inventors of Tragedy, have choſen to work upon two other paſſions; which are Fear and P i- 


rye We are wrought to fear, by their ſetting before our Eyes fone terrible example of Miſ- 
reune; which hapned to Perſons of che higheſt: Quality; for ſuch an action demonſtrates 
toks!that-no condition is ptiviledg d from the turns of Fortune: This muſt of neceſſity cauſe 


terror in us, and confequently abate out pride. But When we ſee tnat the moſt virtuous, as 


well as the greateſt, are not exempt from ſuch; misfortunes, that conſideration moves pity in 
us: And inſenſibly works us to be helpful to, and tender over the diſtreſs d, which is the no- 


bleſt and moſt God-like of Moral Virtues. Here tis obſervable, that it is abſolutely neceſſary 
do make a Man Virtuous, if we deſire he ſhould be pity d: We lament not, but deteſt a 


wicked Man, we are glad when we behold his Crimes are puniſh'd, and that Poetical Ju- 
ſtioe is done upon him. Euripides was cenſur d by the Criticks of his time, for making h 
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chief Characters too wicked: For example, Phædra, though ſhe lov d her Son-in-Law, \ N 
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luctancy, and that it was a Curſe upon her ra for offending Venus 3. yet was thought too 
ill a Pattern for the Stage. Shall we therefore baniſh all Characters of Villany? I ae Lan 
not of that opinion; but it is neceſſary that the Heroe of the Play be not a Villain, that is, 
the Characters which ſhould move our pity ought to have virtuous inclinations, and degrees 
of moral goodneſs in them. As for a perfect Character of Virtue, it never was in Nature: 
and therefore there can be no imitation of it: But there are allays of frailty to be allow d "Ta 


— 


the chief Perſons, yet fo that the good which is in a, ſhall outweigh the bad; and conſe. 


quently leave room for puniſhment on the one fide, and pity on the other. 
After all, if any one will ask me, whether a Tragedy cannot be made upon any other 
grounds, than thoſe of exciting pity and terror in us? Boſſu, the belt of modern Criticks, an- 
ſwers thus in general: That all excellent Arts, and particularly that of Poetry, have been 
invented and brought to perfection by Men of a tranſcendent Genius: and that therefore they 
who practiſe afterwards the ſame Arts, are oblig d to tread in their footſteps, and to ſearch 
in their Writings the foundation of them: For it is not juſt that new Rules ſhould deſtroy 
the authority of the old. But Rapin writes more particularly thus: That no paſſions in a ſto. 
ry are ſo proper to move our concernment as Fear and Pity; and that it is from our concern- 
ment we receive our pleaſure, is undoubted; when the Soul becomes agitated with fear for 
one Character, or hope for another; then it is that we are pleas'd in Tragedy, by the intereſt 
which we take in their adventures. Fi 
Here therefore the general anſwer may be given to the firſt queſtion, how far we oughtto 
jmitate Shakeſpear and Fletcher in their Plots; namely that we ought to follow them fo far on- 


ly, as they have copy'd the Excellencies of thoſe who invented and brought to perfection 
Dramatic poetry: Thoſe things only excepted which Religion, Cuſtoms or Countries, Idi. 
oms of Languages, Cc. have alter d in the Superſtructures, but not in the foundation of the 


deſign. . SO 1: 5 | 
Ho defective Shalbeſpear and Fletcher have been in all their Plots, Mr. Nymer has diſcover 
in his Criticiſis: Neither can we, who follow them, be excus'd from the ſame or greater errors; 


which are the more unpardonable in us, becauſe we want their beauties to countervail our 


Faults. The beſt of their deſigns, the moſt approaching to Antiquity, and the moſt condu- 
cing to move pity, is the King and no King; which if the Farce of Beſſus were thrown away, is 
of that inferior ſort of Tragedies, which end with a proſperous event. *Tis probably deriv'd 
from the ſtory of Oedipus, with the Character of Alexander the Great, in his extravagancies, 

given to Arbaces. The taking of this Play, amongſt many others, I cannot wholly aſcribe 


to the excellency of the action: For T find it moving when it is read: "Tis true, the faults 


of the Plot are ſo evidently provd, that they can no longer be deny d. The beauties of 


it muſt therefore lie either in the lively touches of the paſſions: or we muſt conclude, as I 


think we may, that even in 1m perfect Plots, there are lefs degrees of Nature, by which ſome 
faint emotions of pity and terror are rais'din us: as a leſs Engine will raiſe a leſs proportion 
of weight, though not ſo much as one of Archimedes making; for nothing can move our Na- 
ture, but by ſome natural Reaſon, which works upon paſſions. And ſince we acknowledge 
the effect, there muſt be ſomething in the cauſe. PE | RD: 
The difference between Shakeſpear and Fletcher in their Plotting, ſeems to be this, that 
Shakeſpear generally moves more terror, and Flescher more compaſlion : For the firſt had a 
more Maſculine, a bolder and more fiery Genius; the Second a more ſoft and Womaniſh. 
In the mechanic Beauties of the Plot, which are the Obſervation of the three Unities, Time, 
Place, and Action, they are both deficient; but Shakeſpear moſt. Ben Fobnſon reform'd thoſe 
errors in his Comedies, yet one of Shakeſpear's was Regular before him: which is, The .Mer- 
ry Woes of Windſor. For what remains concerning the deſign, you are to be refer'd to our 
Engliſh Critic. That method which he has preſcrib'd to raiſe it from miſtake, or ignorance 
of the Crime, is certainly the beſt, though tis not the only : For amongſt all the Tragedies 


of Sopbocles, there is but one, Ocdipzs, which is wholy built after that model. 


After the Plot, which is the foundation of the Play, che next thing to which we ought to 
apply our Judgment is the Manners, for now the Poet comes to work above ground: the 


Ground - work indeed is that which is moſt neceſſary, as that upon which depends the firm- 
neſs of the whole Fabric; yet it ſtrikes not the eye ſo much, as the beauties or imperfecti- 
ons of the Manners, the Thoughts and the Expreſſions. 


The firſt Rule which Boſſu preſcribes to the Writer of an Heroic Poem, and which holds 


too by the ſame reaſon in all Dramatic Poetry, is to make the moral of the work; that is, 
to lay down your ſelf what that Precept of Morality ſhall be, which you would inſinuate in- 
to the People : As namely, Homer's, ( which I have copy'd in my Conqueſt of Granada) was, 
that Union preſerves a Common-wealth, and Diſcord deſtroys it. Sopbocles, in his Odipus, that 
no Man is to be accounted happy before his Death. "Tis the Moral that directs the whole A- 
ction of the Play to one center; and that Action or Fable, is the example built upon the moral, 


which confirms the truth of it to our experience: when the Fable is deſign'd, then and not 


before, the Perſons are to be introduc'd with their Manners, Characters and Paſſions. 

The Manners in a Poem, are underſtood co be thoſe inclinations, whether natural or ac- 
- quired, which move and carry us to Actions: good, bad, or indifferent in a Play; or which 
incline the Perſons to ſuch, or ſuch actions: I have anticipated part of this Diſcourſe alrea- 
dy, in declaring that a Poet ought not to make the Manners perfectly good in his beſt Per- 
fons ; but neither are they to be more wicked in any of his Characters, than neceſſity te- 
quires. To produce a Villain, without other reaſon than a natural inclination to Villany, 
is in Poetry to produce an Effect without a Cauſe : and to make him more a Villain than he 
has juſt reaſon to be, is to make an Effect which is ſtronger than the Cauſe, The 
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Perſons in his Plays are every where apparent. 
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The Manners ariſe from many Cauſes : and ate either diſtinguiſh'd by complexion, as cho- 
Jeric and phlegmaric, or by the difference of Age or Sex, Climates, or Quality of the 
Perſons, or their preſent condition: they are likewiſe to be gather d from the ſeveral Virtues, 
Vices, or Paſſions, and many other common. places, which a Poet muſt be ſuppos'd to have 
Tearn'd from natural Philoſophy, Ethics, and Hiſtory ; of all which whoſoever is ignorant, 
does not deſerve the name of Poet. V 
But as the Manners are uſeful in this Art, they may be all compris d under theſe general 
Heads: Firſt, they muſt be apparent, that is in every Character of the Play, ſome inclinati- 
ons of the Perſon muſt appear: and theſe are ſhown in the Actions and Diſcourſe. ' Second- 
ly, the Manners muſt be ſuitable or agreeing to the Perſons ; that is, to the Age, Sex, Digni- 
ry, and the other general Heads of Manners : Thus when a Poet has given the Dignity of 
a King to one of his Perſons, in all his Actions and Speeches, that Perfon muſt diſcover Ma- 
jeſty, Magnanimity, and jealouſy of Power ; becauſe theſe are ſuitable to the general Man- 
ners of a King. The third Property of Manners is Reſemblance; and this is founded upon 
the particular Characters of Men, as we have them deliver'd to us by Relation or Hiltory : 
That is, when a Poet has the known Character of this or that Man before him, he is bound to 
repreſent him ſuch, at leaſt not contrary to that which Fame has reported him to have been: 


Thus it is not a Poets choice to make Ulyſſes choloric, or Achilles patient, becauſe Homer has 
deſcrib'd *em quite otherwiſe, Yet this is a Rock, on which ignorant Writers daily ſplit: 
and the abſurdity is as monſtrous, as if a Painter ſhould draw a Coward running from a 


Battel, and tell us it was the Picture of Alexander the Great. Ed „ 

The laſt Property of Manners is, that they be conſtant, and equal, that is, maintain'd the 
ſame through the whole deſign: Thus when Virgil had once given the name of Pious to #- 
neas, he was bound to ſhow him ſuch, in all his words and actions through the whole Poem. 
All theſe Properties Horace has hinted to a judicious obſerver, 1. Notandi ſunt tibi mores, 2. aut 
famam ſequere, 3. aut ſibi convenientia finge. 4. Serverur ad imum, qualis ab incæpto proceſſerat, & fi- 
bi conſtet. | | | 5 VVV’ e 

rx the Manners, the Characters of Perſons are deriv'd ; for indeed the Characters are 
no other than the Inclinations, as they appear in the ſeveral Perſons of the Poem. A Cha- 
racter being thus defin d, that which diftinguiſhes one Man from another. Not to repeat 
the ſame things over again which have been ſaid of the Manners, I will only add what 


is neceſſary here. A Character, or that which diſtinguiſhes one Man from all ottiers, cannot 
be ſuppos'd to conſiſt of one particular Virtue, or Vice, or Paſſion only; but cis a Compoſi- 


tion of Qualities which are not contrary to one another in the ſame Perſon : Thus the fame 


Man may be liberal and valiant, but not liberal and covetous; ſo in a Comical Character, 


or humour ( which is an inclination to this, or that particular folly ) Falſtaff is a Lyar, and a 


Coward, a Glutton, and a Buffoon, becauſe all thefe Qualities may agree in the fame Man 


yet it is ſtill ro be obſerv'd, that one Virtue, Vice, and Paſſion, ought to be ſhown in every 
Man, as predominant over all the reſt : as Covetouſneſs in Craſlus, love of his Country in 


Brutus; and the ſame in Characters which are feign'd. 


The chief Character or Hero in a Tragedy, as I have already ſhown, ought in prudence to 


| be ſucha Man, who has ſo much more in him of Virtue than of Vice, that he may be left 
| amiable to the Audience, which otherwiſe cannot have any concernment for his ſufferings : 


And tis on this one Character that the pity and terror muſt be principally, if not wholly 


founded. A Rule which is extreamly neceſſary, and which none of the Critics that I know 


have fully enough diſcover'd to us. For Terror and Compaſſion work but weakly, when they 
are divided into many Perſons. If Creon hath been the chief Character in Oedipus, there 
had neither been Terror nor Compaſſion mov'd; but only deteſtation of the Man, and joy 


for his puniſhment; If Adraſtus and Euridice had been made more appearing Characters, then 


the pity had been divided, and leffen'd on the part of Oedipus: bur making Oedipus the beſt 
and braveſt Perſon, and even Focaſta but an underpart to him; his virtues and the puniſh- 
ment of his fatal Crime, drew both the Pity and the Terror to himſellf. 
By what had been ſaid of the Manners, it will be eaſie for a reaſonable Man to judge, 
whether the Characters be truly or falſly drawn in a Tragedy; for if there be no Manners ap- 
pearing in the Characters, no concernment for the Perſons can be rais'd : No pity or horror 
can be mov'd, but by Vice or Virtue, therefore without them, no Perſon can have any 
buſineſs in the Play. If the Inclinations be obſcure, tis a ſign the Poet is in the dark, and 
knows not what manner of Man he preſents to you; and conſequently you can have no 
Idea, or very imperfect, of that Man: nor can judge what Reſolutions he ought to take; 

or what words or actions are proper for him: Moſt Comedies made up of Accidents, or Ad- 

ventures, are liable to fall into this error: And Tragedies with many turns are ſubject to it: 

for the Manners never can be evident where the ſurpriſes of Fortune take up all the buſineſs 

of the Stage; and where the Poet is more in pain, to tell you what hapned to ſuck a Man; 

than what he was. Tis one of the excellencies of Shakeſpear, that the Manners ef his Per- 

lons are generally apparent; and you ſee their bent and inclinations. Fletcher comes far 
ſhort of him in this, as indeed he does almoſt in every thing: There are but glimmerings of 
Manners in moſt of his Comedies, which run upon Adventures: And in his Tragedies, Rollo, 
Otto, the King and no King, Melantius, and many others of his beſt, are but Pictures ſhown 
you in the Twi-light ; you know not whether they reſemble Vice, or Virtue, and they are 
either good, bad, or indifferent, as the preſent Scene requires it. But of all Poets, this com- 
mendation is to be given to Ben. Fobnſon, that the Manners even of the moſt inconſiderable 
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from thoſe of an Incubus and a Sorcereſs, Shakeſpear has produc'd his Monſter. Whether or no 
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Quality, Country, Dignity, &c. of the Character, we may likewiſe judge whether a Poet 
has follow'd Nature. In this kind Sopbocles and Euripides, have more excell'd among the Greek; 
than eA{chylus : And Terence, more than Plautus among the Romans, Thus Sophocles gives to 
Oedipus the true Qualities of a King, in both thoſe Plays which bear his Name. But in the 
latter which is the Oedipus Colonæus, he lets fall on purpoſe his Tragic Stile, his Hero ſpeaks 
not in the Arbitrary tone; but remembers in the ſoftneſs of his complaints, that he is an 
unfortunate blind Old-man, that he is baniſh'd from his Country, and perſecuted by his 
next Relations. The preſent French Poets are generally accus'd that whereſoever they lay 
the Scene, or in whatſoever Age, the manners of their Heroes are wholly French: Racin's 
Bajazet is bred at Conſtantinople; but his Civilities are convey d to him by ſome ſecret paſſage, 


from Verſailles into the Seraglio. But our Shakeſpear, having afcrib'd to Henry the Fourth the 


Character of a King, and of a Father, gives him the perfect manners of each Relation, 
when either he tranſacts with his Son, or with his Subjects. Fletcher, on the other ſide gives 
neither to Arbaces, nor to his King in the Maids Tragedy, the qualities which are ſuitable to 
a Monarch: though he may be excus'd a little in the latter; for the King there is not upper- 


moſt in the Character; tis the Lover of Evade, who is King only, in a ſecond conſideration; 
and though he be unjuſt, and has other faults which ſhall be nameleſs, yet he is not the 


Hero of the Play: Tis true we find him a lawful Prince, (though I never heard of any King 
that was in Rhodes) and therefore Mr. Rymers Criticiſm ſtands good; that he ſhould not be 
ſhown in ſo vicious a Character. Sophocles has been more judicious in his Anti gona, for though 
he repreſent in Creon a bloody Prince, yet he makes him not a lawful King, but an Uſurper, 


and Antigona her ſelf is the Heroine of the NR But when Philaſter wounds Arethuſa and 


the Boy; and Perigot his Miſtreſs, in the faithful Shepherdeſs, both theſe are contrary to the 


character of Manhood: Nor is Valentinian manag'd much better, for though Flercher has ta- 
ken his Picture truly, and ſhown him as he was, an effeminate voluptuous Man, yet he has 


forgotten that he was an Emperor, and has given him none of thoſe Royal Marks, which 
ought to appear in a lawful Succeſſor of the Throne. If it be enquir'd, what Flercher ſhould 


have done on this occaſion ; ought he not to have repreſented Valentinian as he was? Bau 
ſhall anſwer this queſtion for me, by an inſtance of the like nature: Mauritius the Greek Em- 


peror, was a Prince far ſurpaſſing Valentinian, for he was indued with many Kingly Virtues; 


he was Religious, Merciful, and Valiant, but withal he was noted of extream Covetouſnels, | 


a Vice which is contrary to the character of a Hero, or a Prince : Therefore ſays the Cri- 


tic, that Emperor was no fit Perſon to be repreſented in a Tragedy, unleſs his good qualities 


were only to be ſhown, and his covetouſneſs (which ſullyed them all) were flurd over by 


the Artificer of the Poet. To return once more to Shakeſpear ; no Man ever drew ſo many 
Characters, or generally diſtinguiſhed em better from one another, excepting only Jobnſan: 
I will inſtance but in one, to ſhew the copiouſneſs of his Invention, tis that of Cahban, or the 


Monſter in the Tempeſt. He ſeems there to have created a Perſon which was not in Nature, a 
boldneſs which at firſt fight would appear intolerable : For he makes him a Species of him- 


ſelf, begotten by an Incubus on a Witch; but this as I have elſewhere prov'd, is not wholly 
beyond the bounds of credibility, at leaſt the vulgar ſtill believe it. We have the ſeparated 


notions of a Spirit, and of a Witch; (aud Spirits according to Plato, are veſted witha ſub- 
til Body; according to ſome of his followers, have different Sexes ) therefore as from 
the diſtin apprehenſions of a Horſe, and of a Man, Imagination has form'd a Centaur, fo 
his Generation can be defended, I leave to Philoſophy ; but of this I am certain, that the 
Poet has moſt judiciouſly furniſh'd him with a Perſon, a Language and a Character, which 
will ſuit him, both by Fathers and Mothers ſide : He has all the diſcontents, and malice of a 
Witch, and of a Devil; beſides a convenient proportion of the deadly fins ; Gluttony, Sloth, 
and Luſt, are manifeſt ; the dejectedneſs of a Slave is likewiſe given him, and the ignorance 
of one bred up in a Deſart Iſland. His Perſon is Monſtrous, as he is the product of unnatural 


' Luſt; and his Language is as hobgoblin as his Perſon: In all things he is diſtinguiſh'd from 


other Mortals. The Characters of Fletcher are poor and narrow, in compariſon of Shakeſpears; 
I remember not one which is not borrowed from him; unleſs you will except that ſtrange 


mixture of a Man in the King and no Ring: So that in this part Shakeſpear is generally worth 


our Imitation; and to imitate Fletcher is but to copy after him who was a Copyer. whe 

Under this general Head of Manners, the Paſſions are naturally included, as belonging 
to the Characters. I ſpeak not of Pity and of Terror, which are to be mov'd in the 
Audience by the Plot; but of Anger, Hatred, Love, Ambition, Jealouſie, Revenge, Ge. 
as they are ſhown in this or that Perſon of the Play. To. deſcribe theſe naturally, and to 
move them artfully, is one of the greateſt Commendations which can be given to a Poet: 
To write pathetically, ſays Longinzs, cannot proceed but from a lofty Genius. A Poet 
muſt be born with this quality; yet unleſs he help himſelf by an acquir'd knowledge of the 
Paſſions, what they are in their own nature, and by what Springs they are to be mov'd, he 
will be ſubject either to raiſe them where they ought not to be rais'd, or not to raiſe thein by 
the juſt degrees of Nature, or to amplifie them beyond the natural. bounds, or not to ob- 


ſerve the criſis and turns of them, in their cooling and decay All which Errors proceed 


from want of Judgment in the Poet, and from being unskill'd in the Principles of Moral 
Philoſophy. Nothing is more frequent in a Fanciful Writer, than to foil himſelf by not mana- 
ging his ſtrength : therefore, as in a Wreſtler, there is firſt requir'd ſome meaſure of force, 


a well-knit Body, and active Limbs, without which all Inſtiuction would be vain ; yet, 


ttheſe 


By conſidering the Second quality of Manners, which is that they be Tren the A . 
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who cannot temper his Fancy with his Judgment: Nothing is more dangerous to a raw 


Horſeman, than a hot-mouth'd Jade without a Curb. bs 


lsa 1) Vulgique ſecutum ultima murmur erat: e i e 
But the Judges awarded the Prize for which they contended to Ulyſſes: , - | 
Mota manus Procerum eſt, & quid facundia poſſi :e: 0 


t Nam e wo viri arms Diſertus. 


croſſing and juſtling each other out of the way. He who treats. of Joy and i 
acle to 


be remoy'd; which is pointed Wit, and Sentences affected out of Seaſon; theſe are no- 


another Man, at another time: Sed nunc non erat biſce locus: he deſtroy d the Concernment 
which 


— - 
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which the Audience might otherwiſe have had for him; for they could not think the 
danger near, when he had the leiſure to invent a Simile. 18 70 N 
If Sbakeſpear be allow'd, as I think he muſt, to have made his Characters diſtinct, it will 
eaſily be infer d, that he underſtood the nature of the Paſſions: becauſe it has been proy'g 
already, that confus d Paſſions make undiſtinguiſhable Characters: yet I cannot deny that 
he has ſhis Failings: but they are not fo much in the Paſſions themſelves, as in his manner 
of Expreſſion: he often obſcures his meaning by his Words, and ſometimes makes it unin. 
telligible. I will not ſay of ſo great a Poet, that he diſtinguiſh'd not the blown puffy Stile 
from true Sublimity; but I may venture to maintain, that the fury of his Fancy often 
tranſported him beyond the bounds of Judgment, either in coining of new Words and 
Phraſes, or racking Words which were in uſe, into the violence of a Catachreſis : *Tis not 
that I would explode the uſe of Metaphors from Paſſions, for Longinus thinks em nece | 
to raiſe it; but to uſe em at every word, to ſay nothing without a Metaphor, a Simile. 
an Image, or Deſcription, is, I doubt, to ſmell a little too ſtrongly of the Buskin. I muſt be 
| forc'd to give an Example of exprefling Paſſion figuratively ; but that I may do it with re. 
ſpe& to Shakeſpear, it ſhall not be taken from any thing of his: *Tis an Exclamation againſt 
Fortune, quoted in his Hamlet, but written by ſome other Poet. 


Out, out, thou ſtrumpet Fortune; all you Gods. 

In general Synod, take away her Power, 

Break all the Spokes and Fallies from her Wheel, 
And bowl the round Nave down the Hill of Heav'n, 
As low as to the Fiends. 


1 = And immediately after, ſpeaking of Hecuba, when Priam was kill'd | before her Eyes: 


4 The mobbled Queen ran up and down, | 
1 |  Threatning the Flame with Biſſon Rheum : à Clout about that Head, 
1 Where late the Diadem ſtood; and for a Robe | | 
q | About her lank and all O er-teemed Loyns, 
i | | A Blanket in th alarm x ber caught up: | | 
Who this had ſeen, with Tongue in Venom ſteepd, 

"Gainſt Fortune's ſtate would Treaſon have pronounc'd; 

But if the Gods themſelves did ſee her then, 
When ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious ſport + 
In mincing with bis Sword her Husband's Limbs, 

The inſt ant burſt of clamour that ſhe made | 

(Unleſs things mortal meant them not at all) 

Would have made milch the burning eyes of Heav'n, 

And paſſion in the Gods. e 


pb - * — . 
e 2 


What a pudder is here kept in raiſing the expreſſion of trifling Thoughts. Would not: 
Man have thought that the Poet had been bound Prentice to a Wheel- right, for his firſt 
» Rant? and had follow'd a Rag- man, for the Clout and Blanket, in the ſecond ? Fortune 
is painted on a Wheel; and therefore the Writer in a rage, will have Poetical Juſtice done 
upon every Member of that Engin: After this execution, he bowls the Nave down Hill, 
from Heaven, to the Fiends: (an unreaſonable long Mark a Man would think ) "ris well 
there are no ſolid Orbs to ſtop it in the way, or no Element of fire to conſume it: but 
when it came to the Earth, it muſt be monſtrous heavy to break Ground as low as to the 
Center. His making milch the burning Eyes of Heaven, was a pretty tolerable flight too ; 
and I think no Man ever drew Milk out of Eyes before him: yet, to make the Wonder 
greater, theſe Eyes were burning. Such a ſight indeed were enough to have raiſed Paſſion 
in the Gods, but to excuſe the effects of it, he tells you perhaps they did not ſee it. Wiſe 
Men would be glad to find a lictle ſenſe couch'd under all thoſe pompous words; for Bom- 
| baſt is commonly the delight of that Audience, which loves Poetry, but underſtands it not: 
And as commonly has been the practice of thoſe Writers, who not being able to infuſe a 
natural Paſſion into the Mind, have made it their buſineſs to ply the Ears, and to; ſtun 
their Judges by the Noiſe. But Shakeſpear does not often thus ; = the Paſſions in his Scene 
between Brutus and Caſſius are extreamly natural, the Thoughts are ſuch: as ariſe from the 
Matter, and the expreſſion of em nor viciouſly Figurative. I cannot leave this Subject be- . 
fore I do juſtice to that Divine Poet, by giving you one of his Paſſionate Deſcriptions: 3 
"Tis of Richard the Second when he was depos d, and led in Triumph through the Streets of 
London, by Henry of Bullinbrock + the painting of it is ſo. lively, and the words ſo moving, 
that T have ſcarce read any thing comparable to it, in any other Language. Suppoſe you 
have ſeen already the Fortunate Uſurper, paſſing through the Crowd, and follow d by the 
Shouts and Acclamations of the People; and now behold King Richard entring upon ghe 
Scene: conſider the wretchedneſs of his Condition, and his Carriage in it; and refrain 
from pity if you can. | TERS on aber? chr nd al 
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As in a Theatre, the Eyes of Men 
After a well-grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idely bent on him that enters next, | TENN 
Thinking bis prattle to be tedious : 5 
Even ſo, or with much more contempt, Mens Eye: | 
Did fcowl on Richard: No Man cry d God ſave him: 
No joyful Tongue gave him. his welcom home, 
But Duſt was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook off, 
Hu face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles 
( The badges of bis Grief and Patience ) 
That had not God (for ſome ſtrong purpoſe) ſteel d 
The hearts of Men, they mut perforce bade melted, 
And Barbariſm it ſelf have pitiy d him. 


To ſpeak juſtly of this whole matter; *tis neither height of thought that is diſcommended, 
nor pathetic vehemence, nor any nobleneſs of expreſſion in its proper place; but tis a falſe 
meaſure of all theſe, ſomthing which is like em, and is not them: Tis the Brifo/-fone, which 
appears like a Diamond; tis an extravagant thought, inſtead of a ſublime one; tis roaring 


- madneſs inſtead of vehemence; and a ſound of Words, inſtead of Senſe. If Shakeſpear were 
ſtript of all the Bombaſt in his paſſions, and drefs'd in the moſt vulgar words, we ſhould find 


the beauties of his thoughts remaining; if his Embroideries were burnt down, there would 


Mill be Silver at the bottom of the Melting- pot: But I fear (at leaſt, let me fear it for my 


ſelf) that we who Ape his ſounding Words, have nothing of his Thoughts, but are all out- ſide; 
there is not ſo much as a Dwarf within our Giants Cloaths. Therefore, let not Shakeſpear 


ſuffer for our fakes; tis our fault, who ſucceed him in an Age which is more retin'd, if we 


imitate him ſo ill, that we copy his failings only, and make a virtue of that in our Writings, 


which in his was an Imperfection. 


For what remains, the excellency of that Poet was, as I have ſaid, in the more manly 
paſſions ; Fletcher's in the ſofter: Shakeſpear writ better betwixt Man and Man; Fletcher, be- 
ewixt Man and Woman: Conſequently, the one deſcrib'd Friendſhip better; the other 
Love: Yet Shakeſpear taught Fletcher to write Love; and Juliet, and Deſdemona, are Origi- 
nals. Tis true, the Scholar had the ſofter Soul; but the Maſter had the kinder. Friend- 
ſhip is both a Virtue, and a Paſſion eſſentially; Love is a Paſſion only in its Nature, and 
is not a Virtue but by Accident: Good Nature makes Friendſhip, but Effeminacy Love. 
Shakeſpear had an Univerſal Mind, which comprehended all Characters and Paſſions ; Hletch- 
er a more confin'd, and limited: For though he treated Love in Perfection, yet Honor, 


Ambition, Revenge, and generally all the ſtronger Paſſions, he either touch'd not, or not 


Maſterly. To conclude all; he was a Limb of Shakeſpear. 


I had intended to have proceeded to the laſt property of Manners, which is, that they 
muſt be conſtant ; and the Characters maintain d the ſame from the beginning to the end; 


and from thence to have proceeded to the Thoughts and Expreſſions ſuicable to a Tragedy: 
But J will firſt ſee how this will reliſh with the Age. Tis I confeſs but curſorily written; 
yet the Judgment which is given Here, is generally founded upon Experience: But becauſe 


many Men are ſhock'd at the name of Rules, as if they were a kind of Magiſterial Pre- 
{cription upon Poets, I will conclude with the Words of Rapin, in his Reflections on Ari- 
ftctles work of Poetry: If the Rules be well confider'd, we ſhall find them to be made on- 
ly to reduce Nature into Method, to trace her ſtep by ſtep, and not to ſuffer the leaſt mark 
of her to eſcape us: tis only by theſe, that probability in Fiction is maintain'd, which is 
the Soul of Poetry: they are founded upon good Senſe, and ſound Reaſon, rather than on 
Authority; for though Ariſtotle and Horace are produc'd, yet no Man muſt argue, that 
what they write is true, becauſe they writ it; but tis evident, by the ridiculous Miſtakes | 
and groſs Abſurdities, which have been made by thoſe Poets who have taken their Fancy 

only for their Guide, that if this Fancy be not regulated, 'tis a meer Caprice, and utterly 


_ incapable to produce a reaſonable and judicious Poem. 
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Spoken by Mr. Betterton, Repreſenting 


Dntaught, unpractis d in a barbarous Age, 


And, if I drain'd no Greek or Latin ſtore, 


SFcarce living to be Chriſten'd on the Stage ! 
For Humour, Farce; for Love, they Rhyme diſpence. 


Sit filent then, that my pleas'd Soul may ſee 


How Trojan Valour did the Greek excell ; 
Dur great Forefathers ſhall their Fame regain, 
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Troilus and Creſſida: or, 


Lact — ns 


PROLOGUE. 


the Ghoſt of Shakeſpear. 


GEE my lov'd Britons, ſee your Shakeſpear viſe, 
An awful Ghoſt confeſs'd to human Eyes ! ; 
Unman d, methinks, diſtinguiſh'd I had been, 
From other Shades, by this eternal Green, 

About whoſe Wreaths the vulgar Poets ſtrive, 

And with a touch their wither'd Bays revive. 


J found not but created firſt the Stage. 


"Twas, that my own abundance gave me more. 
On Foreign Trade TI needed not rely, | 
Like fruitful Britan, rich without ſupply. 
In this my rough-drawn Play, you ſhall behold 
Some Maſter=ſtrokes, ſo manly and ſo bold, | 
That he, who meant to alter, found em ſuch, 
He ſhook ; and thought it Sacrilege to touch. 
Now, where are the Succeſſors to my Name ? 
What bring they, to fill out a Poet's Fame? 
Weak, ſhort-livd Iſſues of a feeble Age; 


That tolls the Knell for their departed ſenſe. 
Dulneſs might thrive in any Trade but thy : | 
"Twou'd recommend to ſome fat Benefice. 
Dulneſs, that in a Play-houſe meets diſgrace 
Might meet with Reverence in its proper place. 
The fulſome clench that nauſeates the Town 


Wou'd from a Fudge or Alderman go down | $ 
| 


Such virtue is there in a Robe and Gown ! 


Might ſomewhere elſe be call'd a grave debate: 
Dulneſs is decent in the Church and State. 

But I forget that ſtill tis underſtood, _ 

Bad Plays are beſt decry d by ſhowing good: 


A judging Audience once, and worthy me © 
My faithful Scene from true Records ſhall tell 


And that inſipid ſtuff which here you hate, * 


T 


And Homer's angry Gho#t repine in vain, 


EPILOGUE. 
4 Spoken by Therfites. 


Heſe cruel Critiques put me into Paſſion ; 
For in their lowring looks I read damnation : 

Ie expect a Satyr, and I ſeldom fail, 

Mhen I'm firſt beaten, tis my part to rail. 

You Britiſh Fools of the old Trojan Stock, 

That ſtand ſo thick one cannot miſs the flock, 

Poets have cauſe to dread a keeping Pit, 

When Womens Cullies come to judge of Wit, 

As we ſtrow Rats-bane when we Vermine fear, 

Twere worth our coſt to ſcatter Fool-bane here. 

And after all our judging Fops were ſerv d, 

Dull Poets too ſhou'd have a Doſe reſeruv'd, 

Such Reprobates as paſt all ſence of ſhaming 

Write on, and ne er are ſatisfy d with damning, 

Next, thoſe, to whom the Stag 

Such whoſe Vocation only is to Song; 


e does not belong, 


At moſt to Prologue, when for want of time, 

Poets take in for Fourny-work in Rhime. 
But I want Curſes for thoſe mighty ſholes, 

Of ſeribling Chloriſſes, and Phillis Fools, 


' Thoſe Oaphs ſhou'd be reſtrain d, during their lives, 


From Pen and Ink, as Madmen are from knives : 
I cou'd rail on, but twere a task as vain 
As Preaching truth at Rome, or wit in Spain, 
Tet to buff out our Play was worth my trying, 
John Lilburn *ſcap'd his Fudpes by defying : 


F guilty, yet I'm ſure ot Churches bleſſing, 


By ſuffering for the Plot without confeſſing. 
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Hector. 
Troilus. 
Priam. 
 Aneas. 
Pandarus. 
Calchas. 


By 


Agamemnon. 
Ulyſles. 
Achilles. 
Ajax. 
Neſtor. 
Diomedes. 
Patroclus. 
Menelaus. 


Therſites. 


Creſſida. 
Andromache, 


2 * 


Perſons Repreſented. 


Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Betterton. 
Mr. Percivall. 


Mr. Leigh. 
Mr. Percival. 


Mr. Gillo. 


Mr. Harris. 
Ar. David Williams. 


Mr. Bright. 
Mr. Norris. 
Mr. Crosby. 
Mr. Bowman. 
Mr, Richards. 
Mr. Underhill. 


Mrs. Mary Lee. 
Mrs, Betterton. 


Mr. Joſeph Williams. 
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ACTI S E NEIL A Can, 


1 t a ME £55 
Enter 8 Mendlays Ulyſſes; Diomedes, Neſtor. 
Agam. Rinces, it ſeems not ſtrange tous nor new, e. 
That after Nine Vears Siege Tro makes defence, 
| ſince every Action of Recendedfinne tn ll 
Has with long difficulties been r d, 11-21 
Not anſwering that Idea of the thought N eh 
VVhich gave it Birth, why ehen you Greciun Chis, R f. 
VVith ſickly Eyes do you beheld o — enn 
And think em our diſhonour, which indeed ' 11, : eh 
HM Are the protractive Tryals of the Godg: [0 gi ff Ni no 
Io prove Heroic Conſtancy in Men? | Ci AF 105 
= Neſtor. With due obſervance of thy Ss Seat 
Great Agamemuon, Neſtor ſhall apply, 
n Thy well-weigh'd words: In ſtrugling with Mixforrunes, 
A Lyes the true proof of Virtue: on ſmooth Seas, DU e it! 
= How many bawble Boats dare ſet their Sails. 
And make an equal way with firmer r C ik Dat 
But let the Tempeſt'6nce image that Ses. 
And then behold the ſtrong rib'd: Age, 
Bounding between the Ocean arid the Air 
BM Like Perſeus mounted on his Pagaſa © 
BY Then where are thoſe weak Rivals of the Maine? ? 
Dr to avoid the Tempeſt fled to Port, 
H Or made a Prey to Neptune: even thus 
Do empty ſhow, and true-priz d worth divide 
In ſtorms of Fortune, 
Ulyſſes. Mighty Agameninon | 
Heart of our Body, Soul of our Deſig ns, 
In whom the tempers, and the Win of all 
Shou'd be inclos'd : hear what Ulyſes ſpeaks. 
Agam. —You have free =_ 
Ulyſſes. Troy had been down ere this, and Hedtors Sword 
Wanted a Maſter, but for our Diſorders : - 
The obſervance due to rule has been neglected ; | 
Obſerve how many Grecians Tents ſtand void 
Upon this Plain; ſo many hollow Factions: 
For when the General is not like the Hive 
To whom the Foragers ſhould all repair, 
What Hony can our empty Combs expect ? 
O when Supremacy'ot Kings is ſhaken, 
What can ſucceed 2 How cou d Communities 
Or peaceful Traffick from divided ſhores, 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawials' 
But by degree ſtand on their ſolid baſe > 
Then every thing reſolves to brutal force- _ y 5 
And headlong Force is led by hoodwink'd Will, EW ? 
For wild Ambition, like a ravenous Woof, = 
Spurd on by Mi and ſeconded by Power, | ; 
Muſt make an univerſal prey of all, | OE 
And dog devour it felf; 8 5 ö 
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Net Mot prudently Ulyſſes has diſcover'd 
The malady whereof our ſtate is ſick. _ 
Diom. Tis truth he ſpeaks, the General's diſdain d 


* 


By him one ſtep beneath, he by the next: 


That next by him below: So each degree 
Spurns upward at Superiour eminence : 
Thus our Diſtempers are their ſole Support ; 
Troy in our weakneſs lives, not in her ſirength. 
Aam. The nature of this ſickneſs found, nem us, 
From whence it draws its Birth? 
Ulyſes. The great Achilles whom opinion crowns 


The chief of all our Hoſt 


Having his ears buzz d with his noiſy Fame, 
Diſdains thy Sovereign charge, and in his Tent 
Lyes mocking our deſigns, with him Patroclus 
Upon a lazy Bed, breaks ſcurril Jeſts ; 
And with ridiculous and awkard action, 

Which, ſlanderer, he imitation calls 


 Mimicks the Grecian chiefs. 


Aam. As how Ulyſſes 2 
Ulyſſes. Ev'n ther the King of Men he do's not ſpare 
(The monkey Author) but thy greatneſs pageants 
And makes of it Rehearſals: Like a Player 
Bellowing his Paſſion, till he break the ſpring 
And his rack'd Voice jar to his Audience; 
So repreſents he Thee, though more unlike 
Than Vulcan is to Venus. 
And at this fulſom ſtuff, this wit of Apes, 


"The large Achilles on his preſt Bed lolling, 


From his deep Cheſt roars out a loud Applauſe, 
Tickling his ſpleen, and laughing till he wheeze, 
Neftor. Nor are you ſpar d Ulyſſes, but as you ſpeak in Council 


He hems ere he begins, then ſtrokes his Beard, 


Caſts down his looks, and winks with half an Eye; 18 
Has every Action, Cadence, Motion, Tone, 5 
All of you but the Senſe. 

Agam. Fortune was merry. 

When he was born, and plaid a trick on Nature 


To makea mimick Prince: He ne're acts ill 


But when he would ſeem Wiſe: 
For all he ſays or do's from ſerious Thought, 


Appears fo wretched, that he mocks his Title, . 
And is his own Buffoon. | 


Ulyſſes. In imitation of this ſcurril fool, FD 
Ajax is grown ſelt-will'd as broad Achilles, 2 772 
He keeps a Table too, makes Factious Feaſts. 

Rails on our State of VVar, and ſets Therſites, 
(A ſlanderous Slave of an O' re- flowing Gall 1 
To level us with low Compariſons: 
They tax our Policy with Cowardiſe, 
Count Wiſdom of no moment in the VVar, 
In brief, eſteem no Act, but that of Hand; 
The till and thoughtful parts which move thoſe Hands, 
VVith them are but the tasks cut out by Fear, 2 
To be perform'd by Valour. 
Agam. Let this be granted, and Achilles Horſe. 


ls more of uſe than he: But you grave pair, = 
Like Time and Wiſdom marching Hand in Hand, | I 


Muſt put a {top to theſe incroaching Ills : 
To you we leave the Care. 
You who cou'd ſhow whence the N ſprings, 


Muſt vindicate the t of Kings. Exeunt. 


"Trad fondo late. „ 


SCENE It Th 


Enter Pandarus, ard Troilus. Ms af 


7 oil. Why ſhould I fight without the Trojan Walls, 

| Who, without fighting, am ore'thrown within : 
The Trojan who is Maſter of a Soul, 
Loet him to Battle, Troilus has none. | 

Pand. Will this never be at an end with you? 

Troil. The Greeks are ſtrong, and skilful to their Strength, 
Fierce to their Skill, and to their fierceneſs wary; 

But I am weaker than a Womans Tears, 
Tamer than Sleep, Fonder than [gnorance ; ;. 
And Artleſs as unpractic d Infancy: ' 

Pand. VVell, I have told you enough of this; for my part 1 le not mneddle nor 
make any further in your Love: He that wn cat of the r re muſt ſtay for 
the kindling of the Fire. ws 
Troil. Have I not ſtay'd ? 

Pand. I, the kindling ; but you muſt ſlay the ſinting of tlie Meat. 

Troil. Have I not ſtay' d: 

Pand. I, the ſpitting; but there s two words to a bargain, you muſt ſtay the 
_ roaſting too. 

Troil. Still have I ſtay d, and ul che farther off 0 

Pand. That's but the Roaſting, but there's more in this word Stay! ; there's the 
taking off the Spit, the making of the Sawce, the Diſhing, the ſetting on the Ta- 
ble, and the ſaying Grace; nay, you qt ſtay the cooling too, or you * ; 
" chance to burn your Chaps. | 

Troil. At Priams Table penſive do I „ 

And when fair Creſida comes into my Thoughts, 

(Can ſhe be ſaid to come, who ne'r was abſent?) 

© Pand. Well, ſhes a moſt Raviſhing Creature; and ſhe look d Yeſterday molt 
killingly, ſhe had ſuch a ſtroke with her Eyes, the cut to the "TS with every 
glance of em. 

*  Troil, I was about to tell then wh my Heart 

VVas ready with a Sigh to cleave in two, 

Leſt Hedor, or my Father ſhould perceive me, 

[ have with mighty anguiſh of my Soul 

Juſt at the Birth, ſtifled this ſtill-born-ſigh, 

And forc'd my Face into a painful Smile. 

Pard, I meaſur d her with my Girdle Yeſterday, ſhe's not t half 4 yard wol the 
VVaſt, bur ſo taper a Shape did I never ſee, but when I had her in my Arms, 
Lord thought l, and by my Troth, I could not forbear Sighing, if Prince Troilus 
had her at this Advanta e, and I were holding of the Door. And ſhe were a 
thought Taller, but as theis, ſhe wants not an Inch of Hellen neither; but there's 
no more Compariſon between the VVomen—there was V Vit, there was a ſweet 
Tongue: How her words melted in her Mouth]! Mercury wou d have been glad to 
have had ſuch a Tongue in his Mouth I warrant him. 

I woud ſome Body had heard her talk yeſterday, as I did. 

Troil. Oh Pandarus, when I tell thee I am Mad 
in Creſfida's Love, thou anſwer ſt ſhe is Fair; 
Praiſeſt her Eyes, her Stature and her VVit; 3 
But praiſing thus, inſtead of Oyl and Balm, 

Thou lay ſt in every Wound her Love has given me, 

The Sword that made it. 

Pand. I give her but her due. L102 Bo 

Troil. Thou give'ſt her not ſo much. | OI 3; 

Pand. Faith Ile {ſpeak no more of her, let her be as ſhe f is: x þ. 
If ſhebe a Beauty tis the better for her, and ſhe be noe.” 

She has the mends in her own hands for Pandarus. 

Troil. In ſpight of me thou wilt miſtake my meaning. 

Pand. | have had but my Labour for my Pains, . Os 
Ill thought on of her, and ill thought on of you : 4 EB W nt 
Gone between and between, and am ground in the Millftones © © © 
For my Labour. | rt uh x 
Vol. II. | | | Trot). 
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Troil, What art thou angry Pandarus with thy Friend? 


Pand. Becauſe ſhe's my Niece, therefore ſhe's not fo fair as Hellen, and ſhe were 
not my Niece, ſhew me ſuch another piece of VVomans Fleſh ; take her Limb 
by Limb, 1 ſay no more, but if Paris had ſeen her firſt, Menelaus had been no 
Cuckold : but what care 1 if ſhe were a tt what am 1 [Xe Sper] ber 
her Face. N. 

Troil. Said I ſhe was not Beautiful! ? 


Pand, 1 care not if you did, ſhe's a fool to ſtay behind her Father Calcha, let 


her go to the Greets; and fo ie 10 her: for BY pam I am n reſolute, Lte meddl 
no more in your Affairs. 9614.87 | 


Troll. But hear me! 


Pand. Not J. 2 dy vale 
Troil. Dear Pandarus—— 1 


Pand. Pray ſpeak no more ont, 1 ler not 48 my fingers in ther body: 8 uf. 
neſs, Tle leave it as I found it, and there's an end. | ay! 0 0 . 
Troll. O Gods, how do you torture me?: 7 Fi 


I cannot come to Crefid but by him, 


And he's as peeviſh to be woo ke to wooe, 
As ſhe is to be won. My 


"Row 1 5; 

Areas. How now, Prince Troilus, why not in the Battcl 2 2 

Troil. Becauſe not there, this Womans anſwer ſuits me; 
For Womannitſh it is to be from thence: 
VVhat news Axeas from the Field: to day ? ? 

Zn, Paris is hurt. 

Troil. By whom? 

Au. By Menelaus. Hark what good Sport 


Is out of Town to day, when I hear ſuch Mock: 
I cannot hold from Dancing. 


Troil, Ple make one, 
And try to loſe an anxious Thought or two 
In heat of Action. 
[ Ade] Thus Coward-like from Love to War I run, T7 
Seek the leſs Dangers, and the greater ſhun. Ft I Exit. Troil 
Enter Creſſida. PE. 


Crefid. My Lord Æneas; who were thoſe went by? I mean n the Ladies! 1 
An. Queen Hecuba, and Hellen. 


Creſſi. and whither go they ? 

Eu. Up the Weſtern Tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject, all the Valey; 
To ſee the Battle, Hector whoſe patience 
Is fix d like that of Heaven, to day was mov'd: 
He chid Audromache, and ſtroke his Armourer, 
And as there were good Husbandry in War, 
Before the Sun was up he went to Field; 
Your Pardon Lady that's my Buſineſs too. 
| Creſi. Hectors a gallant Wariour. 

Euter Pu Abe. 
Pand. VVhat' s that, what's that? 
Creſſi. Good morrow Uncle Pandarus. 


Pand. Good morrow Couſin Creſſ da: when y were you at POTN 
Creſſi. This morning Uncle! 


Pand. What were you a talking when 1 came 2 was Hadi, amd, and gone ere 

ye came? Hector was ſtirring early. 1 - 
Creſi. That I was talking of; and of his Anger! 1 
Pand. Was he angry fay ) you? true, he was fo, and I know the Cauſe : He was g 

ſtruck down yeſterday in the Battel, but he'll lay about him; he Il ery quitrance 


with em to day, Ile anſwer for him: and there's Troilus will not come 6 far behind 
him; let em take heed of Troilus, I can tell em chat too. 


Creſ, What was he ſtruck down too 2 N wil 
Pand. Who, Troilus ?, Troilus | is the better Man of. the two. TN 
Creſſi. Oh Jup iter! There's no Compariſon, Troilus the better! Man! t 
Pand. What, no Compariſon between Hettor and Treilus? do you know Ma 
if you ſee him: N c ye! 
Cell. 


Alarum within. 


_ 


him. 


Fellen loves him better than Parts : 


* 
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Creſſ, No, for he may look like a Man, 855 not be one. 
Pand, Well, I fay Troilus is Troilus. 

Creſſi. That's what I ſay, for I am ſure he is not Hefor. 
Pand. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, make your beſt of that Neece! "a1 
Creſſi. Tis true, for each of em is himſelf. 


pand. Himſelf | alas poor Troilus ! I wou'd he were himſelf, well the Gods are 
all ſufficient, and time muſt mend or end: I wou'd he were himſelf, and wou'd I 


were a Lady for his ſake. I would not anſwer. for my Maidenhead, NG, 


Hellor is not a better Man than N roilus. 
Cre. Excuſe me. 


Pand. Pardon me: Troilus is in the bud; tis early day with him, you mall tell 
me another Tale when Troilus is come to bearing: and yet he'll not bear neither 


in ſome ſence. No, Hector ſhall never have his Virtues. 


Creſſi. No matter. 
Pand. Nor his Beauty, nor his Faſhion, nor his Wit, he hall have nothing of 


Creſſi. They would not obs him, his « own are better. 


Pand. How, his own better! you have no Judgment, Neece, Hellen her ſelf 
{ſwore t'other Day, that 7roilus for a manly brown Complexion ; (for 0 it is, * 


muſt confeſs; ) not brown neither. 


Creſſi. No, but very brown. 
Pand. Faith, to ſay truth, brown and not brown come, 1 Gotar to you, [think 


Nay, I'm ſure the does, ſhe comes me'to him 


rother day, into the bow Window, and you know Troilus has not . three or 
four Hairs on his Chin. 


Creſſi. That's but a bare Commendation. 


Pand. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, {he comes, and puts me her 
white Hand to his cloven Chin! | 


Creſi. Has he been fighting then? how came it cloven ? 
Pand. Why, you know it is dimpled. I cannot chooſe but laugh to think how 


ſhe tickled his cloven Chin : She has a marvellous white Hand, 1 mult needs con- 


feſs. 
But let that nals, for [ know 11 hag 2 whiter : 


Well, Couſin, 1 told you a thing Yeſterday, TH ont, think on t. 
Creſl. So I do Uncle. 


Pand. Ill be {worn | tis true; he wall weep ye; and 'twere a Man born in April. 
4 Retreat ſounded. 


Hark, they are returning I? the Field ; ſhall we ſtay and ſee em as | they come 


by, ſweet Necce do, ſweet Neece Creſſi da. 3 
Creſi, For once you ſhall command me. 


Pand. Here, here, here's an excellent place; we may ſee em here moſt bravely, 


and YI! tell you all their Names as they paſs by; but mark 7 roilus above the relt, 


mark Troilus, he's worth your marking. 


Fneas paſſes over the Stage. 
Creſi. Speak not ſo loud then. N 
Pand. Thar s ZEneas, Is't not a brave Min that; 2 he's a Swinger, many a Gre- 
cian he has laid with his Face upward ;- but mark Troilus, Jou ſhall lee anon. 
Enter Anthenor, paſſing. | 
That's Anthenor, he has a notable Head-piece, can tell you, and he's the ableſt 
Man for Judgment in all Troy ; you may turn him looſe i'faith, and by my troth 


a proper Perſon: When comes Troilus 2 FI ſhow you Troilus anon, If he {ce me, 
700 ſhall fee him nod ar me. -. 
Hector paſſes: over, 


That s Hedlor, that, that, look you that, there's a Fellow, go 175 way Hedtor 
there's a brave Man Neece * O brave Heclor, "ook how he looks! there” 8 4 Coun- 
renance ! Is't not a brave Man Neece? © * 


Creſſi. I always told you ſo. 


Pand. Is a not? it does a Man's Heart good to \ look: on | him, look you, look you 
there, what hacks are on his Helmet! this was no Boys play i faith, he laid it on 


with a Vengeance, take it off who's will, as Key lay, there arc hacks Neece! 
Creſſi. Were thoſe with Swords? 


Pand. Swords, or Bucklers, Faulchions, Darts, and Launces! any thing he cares 
not! and the Devil come tis all one to him, by Japiter he looks fo * that 
| am half afraid to praiſe him. ” ae | 
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Prieſt I warrant him. 
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Enter Paris. 51 2 
vonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris, look ye yonder Neece; is t not a brave 
young Prince too? He draws the beſt Bow in all 7roy, he hits you to a ſpan twelve 
{core level; who ſaid he ca me home hurt to Day? why this will do Hellen's Heart 
good now! Ha! that I cou'd ſee 7roilus now ? 
1 —_ Euter Helenus. 
Creſſi. Who's that black Man Uncle | 
Pand. That's Helenus, I marvel where Troilus is all this while ? that's Zeleny, 
I think Zroilus went not forth to day; that's Helenus. 
Creſſi. Can Helenus fight Uncle: 1 Ks 
Pand. Helenus ! No, yes he'll fight indifferently well, I marvel in my Heart 
what's become of Troilus? Hark! do you not hear the People cry Troilus? He. 
lenus is a Prieſt, and keeps a Whore ; he'll fight for's Whore, or he's no true 
Eͤ᷑ͤlxter Troilus paſſing over, 
Creſſi. What ſneaking Fellow comes yonder 2 33 
Pand. Where, yonder ! that's Deiphobus : No, I lye, Ilye, that's Troilus, there; 
2 Man Neece! hem! O brave Troilus! the Prince of Chivalry, and flower of 
Fidelity ! . N 1 
Cel. Peace, for ſhame peace. VVV 
| Pand. Nay, but mark him then! O brave Troilus ! there's a Man of Men Neece 
look you how his Sword is bloody, and his Helmet more hack'd then Hedors, 
and how he looks, and how he goes! O admirable Youth ! he ne'er ſaw two and 
twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go thy way! had I a Siſter were a Grace, and a 
Daughter a Goddeſs, he ſhou'd take his choice of em, O admirable Man! Paris 


Paris is dirt to him, and I warrant Hellen to change, wou'd give all the Shooes 


in her Shop to boot. a. . 
„ Enter Common Soldiers paſſing over. 
Creſi. Here come more. 5 . 5 
Pand. Aſſes, Fools, Dolts, Dirt and Dung, Stuff and Lumber : Porridge after 

Meat? but I cou'd live and dye with Troilus. Ne'er look Neece, ne er look, the 

Lyons are gone ; Apes and Monkeys, the fag end of the Creation. I had rather 


be ſuch a Man as Troilus, than Agamemnon and all Greece, 


Creſſi. There's Achilles among the Greeks, he's a brave Man! 
Pand, Achilles! a Carman, a Beaſt of Burthen; a very Camel, have you any 
Eyes Neece, do you know a Man? is he to be compar'd with 7rozlus ? 

EE Eiter Page. 5 

Page. Sir, my Lord Troilus wou'd inſtantly ſpeak with you. 

Pand. Where Boy, where ? | Mm” 
Page. At his own Houſe, if you think convenient. EN 
Pand. Good Boy tell him I come inſtantly, I doubt he's wounded, farewel good 


Neece: But I'll be with you by and by. © © 10 


Creſſi. To bring me Uncle 
Pand. I, a Token from Prince Troilus. „ 
Creſſi. By the ſame token you are a Procurer Uncle. [Exit Pandarus. 
. . Crreſſida alone. | x 
A ſtrange diſſembling Sex we Women are, 
VVell may we Men, when we our ſelves deceive. 
Long has my ſecret Soul lov'd Troilus. 
I drunk his Praiſes from my Uncle's Mouth, 
As if my Ears cou'd ne er be ſatisfi d; 0 
Why then, why faid I not, I love this Prince? 
How cou'd my Tongue conſpire againſt my Heart, | - 
To ſay I lovd him not, O childiſh love! 
'Tis like an Infant froward in his play, 9 5 
And what he moſt deſires, he throws away. | Exit Creſſida. 


1 


———_—— 


A r i S 
priam, Hector, Troilus, Æneas. | 


Priam. N Fter th expence of ſo much Time and Blood, 
Thus once again the Grecians ſend to Troy. 
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Deliver Hellen, and all other loa in, fo 200) : 51 eh 1 f nf tn e 
Shall be forgotten Hellor, what lay 7 tot? An 11/0191 to e b ei 

Het. Though no Man leſs can fear the Greeks than I, N ii 1 4 
Yet there's no Virgin of more tender Heart. Shot 04 11555 
More ready to cry out, who knows the conſequence ya ebilice 7] 


Than Heclor is; for modeſt doubt is mixd 107 2489 00 
With manly Courage beſt, let Hellen go 
If we have loſt ſo many Lives of ours, Doe yer. : 


a ſhing not ours; not worth to us 
115 2, of Man, what reaſon, is there & ny) 55 Lytton no fm, 
Still to retain the cauſe of ſo much ill?) v Se oral nant: oil. 
Troil. Fy, fy, my noble Brother "Bf $15, 
Weigh you the worth and honpur of a King. No 


So great as Aſia's Monarch, in a Scale 


Of common Ounces thus? ob Hier 
Are Fears and Reaſons fit to be conſider d, VV 
When a King's Fame is queſtion d * . e ©: 
Hef. Brother, ſhe's not worth 10/137 23803: onitl29 7c ove; 
What her defence has coſt „ waned tio l 100% 
Troil. What's ought but as tis mh} ES, Sahel rnb of oe) 


Het. But value dwells not in Opinion only T: M needs reels DONS 
It holds the dignity and eſtimation,;'; nn vi 21 mode 


1 | 4 2 1 We. 
As well, wherein tis precious of it Calf. | ennol off + nA mit og blu 
As 1 in the Prizer, tis Idolatry ; 7 #44 TS 1 1 Au # 3 SD (+ Y ric 141 "IC? 
To make the Service greater than the Gods. on 9183 bogs Ho in Hob TH 


Troil. We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant jt | 
When we have worn em: the remaining Fo 5 211 3101 4% 


Throw not away becauſe we now are full. Tg W. 10 b. ov 
If you confeſs twas wiſdom P arts. Wengo mud 07 137 3611 0b 


As you mult needs; for you all cry'd, go,ngeyon'ert it biqnoh d adn 1580 
If you'll confeſs he brought home noble Prize, L i beg oc: 
As you muſt needs, for you all clapt your _— 91-0. cet 36717: Horn; 


And cry'd ineſtimable: why do you aof . = wo ot LID £3 rao 
So under-rate the value of your Purchaſe ? Ih Wnt of ett 2) 

For let me tell you, tis unmanly Theft N n ne 15 
VVhen we have taken what we fear to kee! 


Ene. There's not the meaneſt Spirit ii our Patty 
VVithout a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 
VVhen Hellen is defended: none ſo noble 
VVhoſe Life were ill beſtowed, or Death e 'd, 
VVhen Hellen is the Subject. 
Priam. So ſays Pari, nit 07-299! 
Like one beſotted ori effeminate Joys, ET 
He has the Honey ſtill, but theſe the Galvin 110 
Ene. He not propoſes meerly to himſelf 1 
The Pleaſures ſuch a Beauty brings with it: 1507 010 9.375, 
But he would have the ſtain of Heller's — et toy HOLD 
VVip'd oft in honourable keeping gͥe r. 
 Heft, Troilus and Æueas you have faid : 
If faying ſuperficial things be reaſon. 
But if this Hellen be anothers V Vife, | | 
The Moral Laws of Nature and of Nations 
Speak loud ſhe be reſtor'd : thus to perſiſt * elk 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 9 55 r err N-. 
But makes it much more ſo: Hectors Opinion | 7901 


Is this, in way of Truth: yet ne'rtheleſs ' '- | : 150 bath To; 5 
My ſprightly Brother I encline to you 19013 502 Cabo he 
In reſolution: to defend her ſtill: erer 


— 


For tis a cauſe on which our Troj au Hohe % ik 200 ene 

And common Reputation will e 1601 oof 059% QT 063 201 
Troil. VVhy there you touch'd the life of our Geerd = * S010 REEL . 
VVere it not glory that we covet more . e e 


Than VVar an N _ (Beaſts and Vomens ps) we 6 gent ht 
I wou'd not wiſh a op of Trojan Blood a | s 
Vol. I ' OE Spent 


Trolas n Creda: "or, 


Spent more in her defence : But oh my OP 
She is a ſubje& of renown and honour,  _ 
And | preſume brave Hector wou'd: not loſe 
The rich advantage of his future fame 
For the wide Worlds Revenue: ———1 have buſineſs; ; 
But glad I am to leave you thus reſolv 0. 
When ſuch Arms ſtrike, neer doubt of the Succeſs 
ne, May we not gueſs ? | 
Troil. You may, and be deceiv © 
Hell. A Woman on my Lite: ev'n lo it happetn, 
Religion, State Affairs, whate'r's the Theme 
It ends in Women ſtill, 


Euter Andromactis. | 
Priam. See, here's your Wite 


To make that maxim good. 
Hect. Welcome Andromache : your looks art chene; 
Lou bring ſome pleaſing News. 
Andro. Nothing that's ſerious. 
' Your little Son Aſtyanax has employ dr me 
As his Ambaſladreſs. 

Hef, Upon what Errand? _+ 

And. No leſs than that his Coat this bee 
Would make him Knight : he longs to kill a brerias : 
For ſhou'd he ſtay to be a Man, he thinks 
You'll kill em al; and leave no work tor him, 

Priam. Your own Blood, Hef#for, © {5 
Audio. And therefore he deſigns to ſend a Challenge 
To Agamemnon, Ajax, or Achilles, 1 ow 
To prove they do not well to burn our Fields ; 

And keep us coopd, like Pris' ners in 2 Town: | 1 
To lead this lazy life. — eee 31 2 

Hef. What ſparks of honour . 
Fly from this Child! the Gods (| peak i in him =Y * 

4—-It ſhall be ſo— Pl do't. 

Priam. What means my Son? 

Het, To ſend a Challenge to the boldeſt Greek; - 5 
Is not that Country ours: thoſe fruitful Fields 
Waſh'd by yon Silver Flood, are they not ours? 

Thoſe teeming Vines that tempt our longing' Eyes 
Shall we behold em? ſhall we call em ours N 
And dare not make em fo 2 by Heavens Ill know r 
Which of theſe haughty Grecians dares to think 

He can keep Hefor Pris ner here in Tro). 

Priam, If Hector only were a private Man, 
This wou d be Courage, but in him tis e 5 
The general ſafety on your Life depends; 
And ſhou'd you periſh in this raſh attempt, 
Troy with a groan, would feel her Soul go out: 
And breath her laſt in you. | 

Ene. The task you undertake is En 
Suppoſe you win, what wou'd the profit be: 2 
If Ajax or Achilles fell beneath 
Your thundring Arm, wou'd all the reſt dep 
Wou'd Agamemnon, or his injur d Brother 1391 
Set ſail for this? then it were worth your danger: 
But, as it is, we throw our utmoſt Stake 
Againſt whole heaps of theirs. 

Priam, He tells you true. 

Ene. Suppole one, Ajax or Achilles loſt, 1% Sore 00 $88 
They can repair with more that ſingle los: S0 Hs e eee . 
Troy has but one, one Hecfor. £19! LY : 

Hecl. No, ned. 


What then art thou; and what is 2 5 
VVhat will 4/tyanax be 
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Trab found 100 ) late, 


7 An Hector one tay. 
But you muſt let him live to be a Hello 
And who ſhall make him ſuch when you are gone? 
VVho ſhall inſtruct his tenderneſs in Arms, 


Or give his Childhood leſſons of the VVar ? 


Who ſhall defend the promiſe of his Youth, | 
And make it bear in Manhood? the young Sappling 
Is ſhrowded long beneath the Mother Tree 
Before it be tranſplanted from its Earth, 
And truſt it ſelf for growth. 

Hef. Alas, my Father ! 


You have not drawn one reaſon from your ſelf, 


But publick Safety, and my Sons green Mears: 
In this neglecting that main Argument, 


Truſt me, you chide my filial Piety: 


As if I cou d be won from my Reſolves 
By Troy, or by my Son, or any Name 
More dear to me than yours. 
Priam. I did not name my ſelf; becauſe Ik no W ] ] 
When thou art gone, I need no Grecian Sword, 


To help me die, but only Hector's lots. 


Daughter, why ſpeak not you? why ſtand you Glent: A 


| Have you no right in Hettor as a Wife? 


Andro. I would be worthy to be Heitor's Wife: 
And had I been a Man, as my Soul's one, 
I had aſpir'd a nobler Name, his Friend. 
How I love Hector, (need | fay I love him ?) 
I am not but in him: 


But when I ſee him arming for his Honour, 


His Country and his Gods, that martial fire 


That mounts his Courage, kindles ev'n to me: 
And when the Trojan Matrons wait him out 


With Pray'rs, and meet with Bleſſings his return; 


The pride of Virtue beats within my Breaſt, 
To wipe away the ſweat and duſt of War: 
And dreſs my Hero glorious in his wounds. 

Het, Come to my Arms, thou manlier Virtue come; 
Thou better Name than VVife! wou'd'{t thou not bluſh 
Io hug a Coward thus? 

Priam. Yet ſtill J fear! | 

| Andro, There ſpoke a VVoman. pardon Royal Sir; 
Has he not met a thouſand lifted Swords, 

Of thick rank'd Grecians, and ſhall one affright him: 
There's not a Day but he encounters Armies ; 


And yet as ſafe, as if the broad brim'd Shield 


That Pallas wears, were held 'twixt him and death. 


Hel. Thou know'ſt me well; and thou ſhalt praiſe n me more, 


Gods make me worthy of thee! 

Andro. You ſhall be 
My Knight this Day, you ſhall not wear a Cauſe 
So black as Hellen s Rape upon your Breaſt, 
Let Paris fight for Hellen, guilt for guilt; 
But when you fight for Honour and for me, 
Then let our equal Gods behold an Act, 
They may not bluſh to crown. 

Hef. Eneas go, | . 
And bear my Challenge to the Smells n Camp, 
If there be one amongſt rhe belt of Greece, ' 
VVho holds his Honour higher than his 22 
VVho knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear ; 
VVho loves his Miſtreſs more than in conſeſſion: 5 
And dares avow her Beauty and her worth, e 
In other Arms than hers; to him this Challenge. ; 
| have a Lady of r more Truth and Beauty, | 


5 | BE 


229 


{ Embrace, 


Than 


220 | Troilus and Creſſida: or, 


Than ever Greek did compaſs in his Arms: 
And will to Morrow, with the Trumpets call, 
Mid-way, between their Tents and theſe our VValls, 
Maintain what | have ſaid, if any come 
My Sword ſhall honour him, if none ſhall dare, 
Then ſhall I fay at my return to Troy), 
The Grecian Dames are Sun-burnt, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a Lance. 
Aneas. It {hall be told em, 
As boldly as you gave it. | | 
Priam. Heav'n protect thee. [Exeunt Omnes. 


SCENE U. 


Pandarus, Creſſida. 
Pand. N / Onder he ſtands poor wretch ! there ſtands he, with ſuch a Look, and 
ſuch a Face, and ſuch begging Eyes ; there he ſtands poor Priſoner. 
Creſi. VVhat a deluge of words do you pour out, Uncle, to fay juſt nothing: 
Pand. Nothing do you call it, is that nothing, do you call it nothing? why he 
looks for all the VVorld, like one of your raſcally Malefactors, juſt thrown off 
the Gibbet, with his Cap down, his Arms ty'd down, his Feet ſprunting, his Body 
ſwinging, nothing do you call it? this is nothing with a Vengeance. 0 
5 rel. Or, what think you of a hurt Bird, that flutters about with a broken 
wing? . 3 
Pand VVhy go to then, he cannot fly away then, then, that's certain, that's 
undoubted: there he lies to be taken up: but if you had ſeen him, when I faid to 
him, take a good heart Man, and follow me : and fear no Colours, and ſpeak 
your mind Man: ſhe can never ſtand you: ſhe will fall, and 'twere a Leaf in 
Autumn. - | | 
Creſ. Did you tell him all this without my conſent 2 5 
Pand. VVhy you did conſent, your Eyes conſented ; they blabb'd, they leer d, 
their very corners blabb d. But you'Il ſay your Tongue ſaid nothing. No I war- 
rant it: your Tongue was wiſer; your Tongue was better bred : your Tongue 
kept its own Countel : Nay, I'll fay that for you, your Tongue ſaid nothing. Well, 
ſuch a ſhametac'd couple did I never ſee days o'my Life: ſo fraid of one another; 
ſuch ado to bring you to the buſineſs : well if this job were well over, if ever I 
loſe my pains again with an awkard couple, let me be painted in the Sign-poſt for the 
Labour in vain : fie upont, fie upon't ; there's no conſcience int: all honeſt People 
will cry ſhame ont. hs 5 5 
Creſſ. VVhere is this Monſter to be ſhown:? whats to be given for a ſight of 


kim? . N 

Hand. VVhy, ready Money, ready Money; you carry it about you: give and 
take is ſquare- dealing; for in my Conſcience he's as errant a Maid as you are: I 
was fain to uſe violence to him, to pull him hither : and he pull'd : and J pulld: 
for you mult know he's abſolutely the ſtrongeſt Youth in Troy: tother day he took 
Hellen in one hand, and Paris in t'other, and danc'd em at one another at Arms 


end, and 'twere two Moppets: there was a Back, there were Bone and Sinews: 
there was a back for you. 0 e 


Creſſ. For theſe good procuring Offices you'll be damn'd one day Uncle. 
Pand. VVho ] damn'd? faith 1 doubt I ſhall: by my troth I think I ſhall, nay 
if a Man be damn d for doing good, as thou ſay ſt, it may go hard with me. 
Crelſ. Then I'll not ſee Prince Troilus, Til not be acceſſary to your damna- 
tion. | 7 oa 
Pand. How, not ſee Prince Troilus > why J have engag d, I have promis d, | 
have paſt my word, I care not for damning, let me alone for damning ; I value 
not damning in compariſon with my word. If I am damn'd it ſhall be a good 
damning to thee Girl, thou ſhalt be my Heir, come, 'tis a virtuous Girl, thou 
ſhalt help me to keep my word, thou ſhalt ſee Prince Trozlas s 
Crefſ. The venture's great. | 0 een e 
Pand. No venture in the World, thy Mother ventur'd it for thee, and thou ſhalt 
venture it for my little Couſin that muſt be. e eee 
Crell. Weigh but my Fears, Prince Troilus is young.—— 
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+ Pand. Marry is he, there's no fear in that I hope, the fear were, if he were old 


Cref. 


and feeble. 
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ther, put 'em together. 15 1 


I found 1 100 TY : 7 221 


Ce And'T 1a woa * vy x 
Pand. No fear yet, thou art a Woman, and he $a i Man, put them two 


Cel. And if I ſhou'd be frail. 
Puand. There s all my fear that thou art not frail: thou ſhou 'd'ſt be frail all dect 


is frail. 


Creſſ. Are TW my Uncle, and can give this Counſel to your own Brother's 
Daughter. 
Pand. If thou wert my on Daughter 2 tliouſand times over, I cou'd do no 
better for thee, what wou'd'ſt thou have Girl, he's a Prince, and a young Prince, 
and a loving young Prince : | an Uncle doſt thou call me, by Cupid I am a Father 
to thee ; get thee in, get thee in Girl, I hear him coming. And do you hear 
Niece | 1 give you leave [ Exit Creſlida. 
to deny a little, twill be decent: but take heed of obſtinacy, that's a Vice ; no 


obſtinacy my dear Niece. 


Enter Troilus. 
T7 roll. Now Pandarus. | | 
Pand. Now, my ſweet Prince ! have you ſeen wy Niece? | no [ know you have 
not. 7 
Troil. No Firn I alk about your Doors 
Like a ſtrange Soul upon the S gen Banks 


Staying for waſtage : O be thou my Charon, * | 
And give me a ſwift tranſportance to Ebvjium, 
| And fly with me to Creſſida. 


Fand. Walk here a moment more ü bring her Aruighk. 

Foil. ] fear ſhe will not come: moſt ſure the will not. 

Pand. How, not come, and I her Uncle ! why I tell you Prince, he twitters at 
you. Ah poor ſweet Rogue, ah little Rogue, now does ſhe think, and think, 
and think again of what muſt be betwixt you two. Oh 1 ect, — oh ſweet 
O what not come, and I her Uncle? 

Zroil. Still thou flatter ſt me; but riches flatter ill; for 1 wou'd 8 "Mt 


. 


vou d not wake out of my pleaſing Dream : oh hope how ſweet thou art! but 


to hope always, and have no effect of what we hope! 
Pand. Oh faint heart, faint heart! well there's much good matter in theſe old 


Proverbs | No, ſhe'll not come I warrant her; the has no Blood of mine in her, 
not ſo much as will fill a Flea : bur if ſhe does not come, and come, and come 


and there's an end. 


with a ſwing into your Arms, 2 CH but ſhe has renounc'd all Grace, 


Troil. J will believe thee: go then, but be ſure. 
Pand. No, you wou'd not have me go; you are indifferent : ſhall if g0 ay you : 


ſpeak the word then: yet I care not: you may ſtand in your own iht; and 
loſe a ſweet young Lady s Heart: well, hall not 0 chen! 


Troil. Fly, fly, thou tortur'ſt me. 

Pand. Do I fo, do I fo! do I torture you indeed ! well 1 vill go. 

Troil. But yet thou doſt not go. | 

Pand. I go immediately, directly, in 4 ewinkling, with a thought; yet you 
think a Man never does enough for you: I have been labouring in your buſi- 


neſs like any Moyle. I was with Prince Pars this Morning, to make your excuſe 


at Night for not ſupping at Court: and I found him, faith how do you think [ 
found him ; it does my Heart good to think how found > _ you think 2 


Man never does enough for you. 


Troil. Will you go then, what's this to Cell n 21. 
Pand. Why, you will not hear a Man; what's this to Creſſ Fay ; 5 wand 


him a-Bed, a-Bed with Hellena by my troth : tis a ſweet Queen, a ſweet Queen 


a very ſweet Queen; but ſhe's nothing to my Couſin Creſſida ; ſhe's a Bl-wie, 
a Gypſie, a Tawny-moor to my Couſin Creſfſida : And ſhe lay ich one white Arm 
underneath the Whoreſon' sNeck: oh ſuch a white, lilly white; ro plump Arm it 
Was and you mult know it was ſtript up to thꝰ Elbows : and ihe 1 ſo kiſs 
him, and fo huggle him: as who —— Oy 

Troil. But ſtill thou ſtay'ſt: what's this to Crefſida 2 

Pand. Why I made your excuſe to your Brother Paris' ; that 1thinkstoCreſkde; 
but ſuch an Arm, ſuch a Hand, ſuch taper Fingers, vother an was une the 


Bed-cloaths, that I ſaw not, I confeſs, that Hand | faw not. 


Trail. Again, thou cortureſt me. ££292 13 [724 BONN. 240 Dot 


11 


. 


» ths tt * * 


222 Troilus and Creda: or, 


Pand. Nay I was tortur d too; old as lam, I was tortur dt too: ha for ll that, 
cou d make a ſhift to make him, to make your excuſe, to make your Father, 
by Jove when I think of that hand, am ſo raviſh'd, that I know not what Lay. 2 
I was tortur'd too. [ Troilus turns away di ene 
Well, 1 go, I go; I fetch her, I bring herd! conduct her: not come quoth a, and 
1 her Uncle! 2 e 

Troil. m giddy; : expectation whirls me round : | 
The imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, i 
That it enchants my ſenſe : what will it be 
When I ſhall taſte that Nectar? 

It muſt be either Death, or Joy too fine 
For the capacity of human Powers. 
I fear it much: and I do fear beſide, 
That 1 ſhall loſe diſtinction in my joys : 
As does a Battel, when they charge on heaps 
A flying Enemy. 
Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pand. She's making her ready: ſhe'll come ſtreight, you muſt be witty now; 
ſhe does ſo bluſh, and fetches her Breath fo ſhort, as if ſhe were frighted with a 
_ Spright : tis the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her Breath ſo ſhort, as twere a new 
| ta ne Sparrow. | 

| Troil. Juſt ſuch a Paſſion, does heave up my Breaſt ! [ 

My Heart beats thicker than a feveriſh Pulſe: D 
I know not where I am, nor what I do: 

Juſt like a Slave, at unawares encountring . "oy YH 
The eye of Majeſty : Lead on, III follow. 5 LExeunt together, A 


SCENE Il. The Guy, 
Naeſtor, Ulyſſes. 

Ulyſ. 1 have conceiv'd an Embryo in my Brain : 
Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 

| Neſt. What is't, Ulyſſes 2? 

CM. The ſeeded pride, 

5 That has to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 
Or ſhedding, breed a nurſery of like ill, 
To overtop us all. 

Neſt. That's my Opinion. 

. This Challenge which Æneas brings from halle, 
However it be ſpread in general terms, 
Kelates in purpoſe only to Achilles. | 
And will it wake him to the anſwer think you ? 

Nejt. It ought to do: whom can we elſe oppoſe ? 
Who cou'd from Hector bring his Honour off. 
If not Achilles? the Succeſs of this 
Although particular, will give an Omen 
Of good or bad, ev'n to the general cauſe. 

Ulyſ. Pardon me Neſtor if 1 contradict you, 
Therefore tis fit Achilles meet not Heclor. 

Let us, like Merchants, ſnow our courſeſt Wares, 
And think perchance they'll ſell : but if they do not, 
The luſtre of our better, yet unſhhown 

HY! ſhow the better ; let us not conſent 

Our greateſt Warriour ſhou' d be match'd with Hedor. 
Fur hoth our Honour and our Shame in this, 

Shall be ended with ſtrange Followers. 

Neſt. I ſee cin not with my old Eyes; what are they ? 
hl. What glory ver Achilles gains from Hector, 
Mere he not proud we all thueld thare with him: 
But he already is too inſolent: 

And we had better parch in Africk Sun 
Than in his Pride, ſhou'd he ſcape Hector fair. 
But grant he ſhou'd be foil N 


Why then our common Reputation ſuſers, 
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in + he of our beſt Man: : N08. Mites" a doe M's 


—— — 


And by device let blockiſh A dra W-. 0h 
The chance to fight with Heftor : among our ſelves. FER 261 
Give him allowance as the braver Man ; 


For that will phyſick the great My rmidon, 0 17 nl e 


who ſwells with loud applauſe; a make bim fall 
His Creſt, if brainleſs ax come ſafe off. 
If not, we yet preſerve a fair Opinion, 
That we have better Men. 

Neſt. Now l begin to reliſh thy Advice: 
Come, let us go to Agamemnon ſtraight, 


Tinform him of our project. 


DH. Tis not ripe. e e 00 


The Seikel Surgeon will not lance a Sore 


Till Nature has digeſted and prepat᷑ d 
The growing Humours to mg heallog Purpoſe: 5 


Elſe muſt he often grieve the Patient's Senſe; 


When one Inciſion once well-tim'd wou'd ſerve : 
Are not Achilles and dull Ajax Friends? 
Neſt. As uch as Fools can be. 
Ulyſ. That knot of Friendſhip fir 


f muſt be unty'd ! 

Ere we can reach our ends; for while they love each other, 
Both hating us, will draw too ſtrong a Blaſs, 

And all the Camp will lean that way they draw : 


For brutal Courage is the Soldiers Idol: 
So, if one prove contemptuous, back d by tother, 


Twill give the Law to cool and ſober ſenſe, 


And place the power of War in Mad- men's hands. 


Neſt. Now I conceive you; were they once divided, 
And one of them made ours, chat one would check 


The others tow'ring growth: and keep both low, . 


As Inſtruments, and not as Lords of War: 
And this muſt be by ſecret coals of Envy, 
Blown in their Breaſt : compariſons of worth ; 


Great Actions weighd of each: and each the beſt, 


As we ſhall give him Voice. 
DL. Here comes Therfites 


Enter Therſites. 
Who feeds on Sas yet loves him not, 8255 he cannot t love. 


But as a Species, differing from Mankind, 


Hates all he ſees, and rails at all he on 
But hates them moſt, from whom he moſt receives, 
Diſdaining that his Lot ſhou'd be ſo low, 
That he fhou d want the kindneſs which he takes. 
Neſt. There's none ſo fit an Enginè: Save ye Ther. bes. 
H. Hail noble Grecian, thou relief of Tolls, | 
Soul of our Mirth, and joy of ſullen War; 
In whoſe converſe our Winter-nights are thort, 
And Summer-days not tedious. 
Therſ. Hang you both. | 
Neſt. How ! hang us both E ae f 
Therſ. But hang thee firſt, thou very ebene Fool! 
Thou ſapleſs Oak, that liv it by wanting thought, 
And now in thy three hundredth Year repin'tt 
Thou ſhould'ſt be fell'd: hanging a civit Death, 
The death of Men: thou can't not hang; thy yo 
Is only fit for Gallows to hang others. 1. 
Neſt. A fine greeting. n 
Therſ. A fine old Dotard, to replhe at hanging: 
At ſuch an Age! what law the Gods in thee 2 
That a Cock- Sparrow ſhou'd but live —— Years, 
And thou ſhow'd'ſt laſt three Ages: s thy better: at cs 
He uſes Life; he treads himſelf to death. As DI ee 


Thou haſt forgot thy uſe forme hundred Years, - \ m 


l 
Thou 


224 Troilus and | Creſſida: or, 
Thou frump of Man, thou worm opt Broam, thou Lumber, FER 
Neft. Til hear no more of him, is Poyſon works ; olf 351 5 
What, curſe me for my Age! 1e 
Ds. Hold, you miſtake him Neſtor, tis his caſtor; 5 
What Malice is there in a mirthful Scene 2. Eon ods e 
'Tis but a keen-edg'd Sword, ſpread o er with eie Ae 
Io heal the wound it makes. Ti N Rigi 1: 
Ther. Thou beg'ſt a Curſe ! | 
May'ſt thou quit {cores then, and be hang'd on Nell, 
Who hangs on thee ; thou lead'ſt him by the Noſe, 3 
Thou play'ſt him like a Puppet, ſpeak'ſt within kim; NO ee 
And when thou haſt contriv'd ſome dark deſign ——_....., ,.... 
To looſe a thouſand Greeks, make Dogs-meat of us, „ 
Thou lay'ſt thy Cuckow's Egg within his Neſt, ee, 
And mak'ſt him hatch it; teacheſt his remembrance . Hawh £7 
To lye; and fay, the like of it was practis d „ 
Two hundred Vears ago; thou bring ſt the drein, . 
And he brings only Beard to vouch thy Plots. 
Neſt. I'm no Man's Fool. 
Therſ. Then be thy own, that's wore 
* N Hell rail all dey. -:.-: 
 Ulyſſ. Then we ſhall learn all gy 
Who torms the Body to a graceful SOFT 
Muſt imitate our awkard Motions firſt ; = 
The ſame preſcription does the wile 7, herfit tes 
Apply to mend our Minds. The ſame PM uſes | 
To Ajax, to Achilles, to the reſt; _ 
His Satyrs are the phyſick of the Camp. 
Therſ. Wou'd they were poyſon tot, Rats- bane and Hemlock, 
Nothing elle can mend you; and thoſe two brawny Fools. 
D. He hits em right: 
Are they not ſuch my Neſtor ? 
 Therſ. Dolt-heads, Aſſes, 
And Beaſts of burthen ; Ajax and Achilles 
The Pillars! no, the Porters of the War. 
Hard-headed Rogues! Engines, meer wooden Engines, 
Puſh'd on to do your work. 
Neſt. They are indeed. Fr 
Therſ. But what a Rogue art thou = | 
To ſay they are indeed: Heav'n made em 1 8 
And thou put'ſt on their Harneſs, rid'ſt and ſpur ſt em; 
Uſurp'ſt upon Heav'ns Fools, and mak ſt em * 
Neſt. No; they are headſtrong Fools, to be corrected 
By none but by Therfites : thou alone | 
Canſt tame, and train em to their proper, uſe; 
And doing this may ſt claim a juſt Reward 
From Greece, and Royal Agamemnor's hands. 
Ten. Ay, when you need a Man, you talk of giving; ; 
For Wit's a dear Commodity among you | 
But when you do not want him, then ſtale Porridge 
A ſlarvd Dog wou'd not lap; and furrow Water 
Is all the Wine we taſte, give Drabs and Pimps : 
' I'll have no Gifts with Hooks at end of em. 
Un. Is this a Man, O Neftor, to be bought? 
: Afta's not price enough ! bid the World for him. 
And {hall this Man, this Hermes, this Apolloosöo. 
Sit lagg of 4jax Table ? almoſt Minſtrel, — - LL WP 
And with his Preſence grace a brainleſs Feaſt 2 55 
Why they con ſenſe from him, grow Wits by dae, 5 
And yet, by ill repeating, libell him ; 1 arg 
Making his Wit their Nonſenſe : nay, they ſcorn him; e ee bY 
Call him bought Railer, mercenary Tongue! E a 1121 b uot words bat 
Play him for ſport at Meals, and kick him off. . F 
1 2255 Ves, they can kick; my Buttocks feel ee cans. A 
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A Chip in Porridge. 


Ajax. Thou Slave. 
fake. | 


Achil. Peace Fool. g 


- 


4 — a. 
. thn, 
E 5 * „ : . - 
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- © * 20 


— — 


"hey have their Aſſes Tricks: but IIl eat Pebbles, 
Here; 'tis brave to ſtarve, tis like a Soldier; 
Before I'll feed thoſe wit- ſtarv d Rogues with fence, 
They ſhall eat dry, and choak for want of wit, 
E're they be moiſten'd with 'one drop of mine. e 


Ajax and Achilles, two mud-walls of Fool, 


That only differ in degrees of thickneſs. 3 
Ulyſ. T4 be reveng'd of both, when Wine fumes high, 


Set em to prate, to boaſt their brutal ſtrength, 


To vie their ſtupid Courage, till they quarrel, 
And play at hard-head with their empty Skuls. 5 
| Therſ. Yes; they ſhall butt and kick; and all the while 


Ful think they kick for me: they ſhall fell Timber 
On both ſides; and then Log-wood will be cheap. 


Neſt. And Agamemnon 
Therſ. Pox of Agamemnon; 


Cannot I do a miſchief for my ſelf 
But he muſt thank me for't > / 


Ulyſſ to Neſt.] Away; our work is done, [ Exeunt Ulyſles, Neſtor. 
_ Therſ. This Agamemnon is a King of Clouts : | Os, 

| es Enter Ajax. 
— — ——_——c ET. 

Iherſ. Set up to frighten Daws from Cherry: trees. 
Ajax. Dogg! EP | 

Therſ. A Standard to march under ! = 
Ajax. Thou Bitch-wolf! canſt thou not hear? feel then. 


[Strikes him. 
Therſ. The Plague bf Greece, and He/er's Pox light on thee, | 


Thou mungril Maſtiff; thou beef-witted Lord. 


Ajax. Speak then, thou mouldy leaven of the Camp. 
Speak, or Ill beat thee into handſomnels. EE 
Therſ. I ſhall fooner rail thee into Wit: thou can'ſt kick, can'ſt thou? 
A red Murrain on thy Jades tricks ! 
Ajax. Tell me the Proclamation. 
Therſ. Thou art proclaim'd a Fool I think. 
ax. You whorſon Curr take that. 


[Strikes him. 
Therſ. Thou ſcurvy valiant Ass. ww 


Therſ. Thou Lord! ——-1, do, do——wou'd my Butrocks were Iron for thy 
| Enter Achilles, Patroclus. 
Achil. Why how now Ajax wherefore do you this? | 
How now Therfites, what's the matter Man! 3 
Therſ. Iſay this Ajax wears his Wit in's Belly, and his Guts ins Brains. 
Therſ. 1 would have peace; but the Fool will not. 
Patro. But what's the Quarrel 2 


Ajax. I bad him tell me the Proclamation, and he rails upon me. 
Therſ. I ſerve thee not. 1 
Ajax. 1 ſhall cut out your Tongue ? | | 3 
Therſ. Tis no matter; I ſhall ſpeak as much ſence as thou afterwards : I'll ſee 
you hang d ere I come any more to your Tent : Tl! keep where there's Wit ſtirring, 
and leave the faction of Fools —<—  _ _ | Going, 
Achil. Nay, thou ſhalt not go Therfites, till we have ſquees d the Venom out of 
thee : prithee inform us of this Proclamation. MN 1 
Therſ. Why you empty fuz- balls, your Heads are full of nothing elſe but Pro- 


clamations. 


Ajax. Tell us the News, I ſay. or Dr, Am 97a 

Therſ. You ſay! why you never faid any thing in all your Life! ; 
But ſince you will know, 'tis proclaim'd through the Army, that Hector is to 
cudgel you to Morrow. HIER a 95 

Achil. How cudgel him, Therfites ! eee e 

mer}. Nay, you may take a Childs part ont, if you have ſo much Courage, for 
Hector has challeng'd the tougheſt of the Greeks : and tis in diſpute which of your 
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two Heads is the ſoundeſt Timber. 


thy will. 


Helles had been here! then it had come to ſomething. 


And the vel Man, is valiant for his Whore. . 1 n ner 


Hcavens bleſs thee from a Tutor; and diſcipline come not near thee. 


226 n Trois and Crelda: or, 


A knotty piece of work he'll have betwixt your Noddles. BE) eee, 
Achil. If Hector be to fight with any Greet, el 5092 i 
He knows his Man. FH 375 2-88 Y 
Ajax. Yes; he may know his Man, without Art Ma gick. 137 * 
Therſ. So he had need: for to my certain knowledg: nelther of you, two arc 
Conjurers to inform him. 
Achil. to Ajax.) You do not mean your ſelf, ſure. 
Ajax, 1 mean nothing. | 
_ Therſ. Thou mean ſt ſo always, 74 | | 
Achil. Umh ! mean nothing | 
Ther, ide. Jove if it be thy Will, let thek too Fools quarrel about nothing: 
tis a cauſe that's worthy of em. 
Ajax, You ſaid he knew his Man: 1s there but one? 
One Man amongſt the Greets“ 
Achil. Since you will have it, 
But one to fight with Hector. 
Ajax. Then I am he. 
Achil, Weak Ajax. 
Ajax. Weak Achilles. 
Therſ. Weak indeed : God help you | both ! 
Patroc. Come, this muſt be no quarrel. 
ITherſ. There's no caule fort. 
Patroc. He tells you true; you are both equal. 
 Therſ. Fools. 
Achil. I can brook no Compariſons. 
Ajax. Nor I. WE. 
Achil, Well Ajax. 
Ajax. Well Achilles. 


I herſ. So now they quarrel in 1 Monoſyllables + A word and a blow, and t be 


Achil. You 72 hear more. 
Ajax. I woud. 
Achil, Expect. 


Ajax, Farewel.  [Exeunt ſeveraly. 
Therſ. Curſe on them, they want Wine: your true Fool will never fight with- 


out it. Or a Drab; 4 Drab.: Oh for a commodious Drab betwixt 'em! woud 


Dogs, Lions, Bulls, for Females tear and gore: 


— 


AC 1 Il. SCENE . 


Enter Therſites. 
7, bel 0 Hall the Idiot Ajax uſe me thus! he beats me, and 18 at him: O wor- 
thy ſatisfaction! wou'd I cou'd beat him and he rail'd at me! "Then 
3 Achilles, a rare Engineer: if Troy be not taken till theſe two undermine it, 
the Walls will and till they fall of themſelves : Now the Plague on the whole 
Camp, or rather the Pox : for that's a curſe dependant on thoſe that fight as we 
do for a Cuckold's Queen, --— What ho, my Lord Achilles. 
Enter Patroclus. 

ate. Who's there, Therfites > Good Therfites come in and rail. 

Therſ. aſide ] If 1 cou'd have remembred an Aſs with gilt Trappings, To hadſt 
not ſlipt out of my Contemplation. But tis no matter; thy ſelf upon thy ſelf, the 
common Curſe of Mankind, Folly and Ignorance be thine in great abundance: 


I have faid my Prayers ; and the Devil Envy ſay Amen. 
Where's Achilles 
Enter Achilles. 


Who's there, 7; herfites > why my Digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerv d thy ſelf to my 
Table, ſo many Meals? come begin, what's Agamemnon d 


7; herſ, Thy Commander, Achilles: then tell me Patroclus, what's Achilles ? 
Patro. Thy Benefactor J. her. tes; then tell me prithee what's thy (elf > 
Ther. 
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= berſ, Thy knower, Patroclus ; ; then tell me, Patroclus, what art « thou 5 

Patro. Thou may ft tell that know ſt. _ 

Achil. O tell, tell. This muſt be very fooliſh : and 1 dye to have my ſpleen 

le 

| . I'll decline the whole Queſtion. Agamemnon commands Achilles, Achilles 
is my Benefactor, I am Patreclus knower ; and Patroclus is a Fool. 

pPauatroc. You Ralcal. e 
Achil. He's a priviledg d Man, proceed Ther/t tes, Ha! ha! ha! prithee pro- 

ceed while I am in the Vein of laughing. 

Therſ., And all theſe foreſaid Men are Fools: Aamemnon s a Fool to offer to 


command Achilles: Achilles is a Fool to be commanded by him, Lam a F ool to 
ſerve ſuch a Fool, and Patroclus is a Fool poſitive. 


Patro. Why am Ia Fool? 

Iherſ. Make that demand to Heaven, it ſuffices me thou art one. 

Achil. Ha, ha, ha! O give me Ribs of Steel, or I ſhall ſplit with pleaſure : 

Now play me Neſtor at a Night alarm: Mimick him rarely, make him Cough | 
and Spit, and fumble with his Gorget, and ſhake the Rivet with his Py Hand; 

in and out, in and out, gad that's exceeding fooliſn. 


Patro. Neſtor ſhall not ſcape ſo, he has told us what we are; come, what's 
Netter 2 ; 
Therſ. Why, he's an old wooden Top, ſet up by Father Time three 10 
Fon ago, that hums to Agamemnon and U. Yes, and are to all the World be- 
ides 
Achil. So let him ſleep, for Fil no more of him : O my Parrichus, 1 but force 
a Smile, Ajax has drawn the Lot, and all the praiſe of Hector mult be his. 
Ther, hope to ſee his Praiſe upon his Shoulders, in Blows and Bruiſes, his Arms, 
Thighs, and Body all full of Fame ; ſuch Fame as he gave me, and a wide hole 
at laſt full in his Boſom, to let in Day upon him, and diſcover the inſide of a 
Fool. = 
; Patroc. How he ſtruts in expedation of Honour ! he knows 1 not r what he 
_ 
Therſ. Nay that's no wonder, for he never did. 
Achil. Prithee ſay how he behaves himſelf : 
Therſ. O you would be learning to practiſe Ps fach e time. 
Z Why he toſſes up his Head as he had built Caſtles i th Air; and he treads _ 
to em, ſtalks into th' Element, he ſurveys: himſelf, as twere to look tor Ajax: 
he would be cry'd, for he has loſt himſelf, nay, he knows no — 75 * good 
Morrow Ajax, and he replied, thanks Azamemnon. NE 
Achil. Thou ſhalt be my Ambaſſador to him Therſites. 
I berſ. No, Til put on his Perſon, let Patroclus make his demands: to me, and 
ſhall ſee the pageant of Ajax. 
Achil. To him eee tell him I humbly deſire the valiant Ajax to invite 


the Noble Hector to my Tent; and to procure ſafe conduct for him from our 
Captain General Agamemnon. 


Patroc. Jove bleſs the mighty Ajax! F-: 
Jen. Hum! 

Patroc. I come from the great Acbilles. 

T7. her. Ha |! 1 


Patroc. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Heltor to his Tent. | 
Therſ. Humb ! | 


Patroc. And to procure him ſafe conduct from Agamenmon, | 
 Therſ. Agamemnon ? 
Patroc. l, my Lord. 
Ther. Ha! 
Patroc. What ſay you tot? 
Therſ. Farewel with all my Heart. 
Patroc. Your anſwer Si! 


Therſ. If to Morrow be a fair Day, by 8 a Clock it will go one way or 
rother, however he ſhall buy me dearly, fare you well with all my Heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune is he? N 

Therſ. No, but he's thus out of tune, what Muſick will be in him when Hector 


has knocked out his Brains I know not, nor I care not, but if emptineſs makes 
noiſe, his Head will make Melody. ae ee DEF 


Achil. My Mind is troubled like a Fountain ſtir ; | 
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And I my ſelf ſee not the bottonh on't. 


Therſ. Wou'd the Fountain of his Mind were clear; that he might” fs 6 an Aſs 
int. [f4/ide.] I had rather be a tick in a Sheep „chan ſuch a valiant Eaomder 
| Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Piomedes, Menelaus. 
Patroc. Look, who comes here. 
Achil. Patroclus, F1I ſpeak with no body, come in after me 7 berfites. 


Azam. Where's Achilles + © [Exeunt Achull. Therſites 
Patro, Within, but ill diſpos d, my Lord. 


Menel, We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent. 
Agam. Let it be known to him that we are here. 
Patroc. I ſhall ſay ſo to him. [Exit Patroclus. 
Diom. I know he is not ſick. , 
Ajax. Yes, Lyon fick, ſick of a proud Heart, you may call it Melancholy, if 
youll humour him: but on my honour 'tis no more than Pride : and way wong 


he be proud? 


Menel. Here comes P atroclus ; but no Achilles with him. 
Enter Patroclus. 
"Patra Achilles bids me tell you he is ſorry 
If any thing more than your Sport and Pleaſure 
Did move you to this Viſit : he's not well, 
And begs you wou'd excuſe him as unfit 
For preſent buſineſs. 
Agam. How! how's this Patroclus 2 8 
We are too well acquainted with theſe Anſwers 
Though he has much Deſert, yet all his Vertues 
Do in our Eyes begin to loſe their gloſs. _ 
We came to ſpeak with him; you ſhall not err 
If you return we think him over proud 
And under-honeſt. Tell him this ; and add, 
That if he over-hold his Price ſo much, 
We'll none of him: but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lie lagg of all the Camp. 
A ſtirring Dwarf is of more ule to us, 
Than is a ſleeping Gyant : tell him ſo. 
Patroc. ] ſhall, and bring his Anſwer preſently. 
Agam. Ill not be ſatisfi d but by himſelf. 5 
So tell him, Meuelaus. [ Exeunt Meuelaus, Tatraelus 
Ajax. What's he more than another: 8 
Agam. No more than what he thinks himſelf. 


Ajax. Is he ſo much! do you not think he thinks himſelf a better Man than 


me: 
Diom. No doubt he does. 
Ajax. Do you think fo? 


Agam. No, noble Hjax ; you are as firong, as valiant ; ; but much more cour- 
teous. 


Ajax. Why ſhou'd a Man be proud? I know not what Pride is: Thate a proud 
Man, as I hate the ingendring of Toads. 
Diom. La 'Tis ſtrange he ſhould; and love himſelf ſo well. 
Re-enter Menel. 
Men. Achilles will not to the Field to Morrow 
Agam. What's his excuſe 2 
Men. Why he relies on none 
But his own Will; poſſeſt he is with Vanity: 
VVhat ſhou'd 1 he is ſo plaguy proud, 
That the death tokens of it are upon him; 
And bode there's no recovery. 


1 


Enter Ulyſſes, N lar. * 
Aam. Let Ajax go to him. 

N.. O Agamemnon, let it not be ſo. 

VVe'll conſecrate the ſteps that Ajax makes 


V Vhen they go from Achilles: ſhall that proud Man 


Be worlhip'd by a greater than himſelf, 


One whom we hold our Idol: 
Shall 4jax go to him? No, ove forbid, 


And 


* x: = 
= 
_ 


Neſtor ſhall dot; 


1 am not like Achilles, 


Freli. Wich d my Lord! the Gods grant! O my. 115 


Are inconſiſtent things. 18 e 
Fand. VVhat bluthing Rill, ave you not. done ih 1 


% % 
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And 6 ſay in . 90 to 1 Achilles, 4 1 
Neſt. Tra de.] O this is well; he rubs him where it ne 
Ajax. If I go to him with my Gauntlet clenchd, 

Il daſh him Oer the Face. 5 N 
Asam. O no, you ſhall not go. . 


Ajax, And he be proud with me Tl cure his a; : 4 ray infolen Fel- 
low ! 


Neſt. How he deſcribes himſelf 2 


TDi. [4fide.] The Crow chides blackneſs ——here i is a Man, but 't tis before his 
Face, and therefore I am ſilent. 


Neſt. VVherefore are you? He is not envious as Achilles is. 
. Know all the V Vorld he is as Valiant, 


Aiax. A whorſon Dog that ſhall palter thus with us ! wou 'd a were a Tre: 


an. 
CY Ul 72 Thank Heav'n, my Lord, you're of a gentle Nature, 
Praiſe him that got you, her that brought you forth; 


But he that taught you firſt the uſe of Arms, 


Let Mars divine Eternity in two, 


And give him half. I will not praiſe your wiſdom, 


but pardon Father Neſtor, 
VVere you as green as Ajax, and. your Brain 


Temper'd like his, you never ſhou'd excel him; . 


But be as Ajax is. 


Ajax. Shall I call you Father? 

C. 1, my good Son. 

| Diom. Be rul'd by him Lord 4jax. 

Ulyſ. There is no ſtaying here; the Hart Achilles 
Keeps Thicket, pleaſe it our great General, 
[ ſhall impart a Counſel, which obſervd 


May cure this Madman's pride. 


Agam. In my own Tent our talk will be more private. 
2 But nothing without 4jax : 


He is the foul and ſubſtance of my Counſel, 


And I am but his Shadow. 
Ajax. You ſhall ſee 


# „ N 


Let us confer; and ll give Counſel too, | 
SCE N E II. 


Pandarus, Tri, Creſſida. 
Pand, Come, come, what need you bluſh > ſhame's a Baby; ſwear the Oaths 
now to her, that you {wore to me: what are you. gone again? you mult be watch'd 


LExeunt Omnes, 


e Ere you are made tame, muſt you? why don't you ſpeak to her firſt! Come 


draw this Curtain, and let's ſee your Picture: alas a day, how loath you are to 


oftend day-light |!—(they kiſs) that's Well, that's well, By: you ſhall fight your 
Hearts out ere I part you. ſo ſo ——o ſo 


Troil. You have bereft me of all words, fair Creſſi da. 3 
Pand. VVords, pay no Debts; give her Deeds; — what 


e again! * 8 
in witneſs whereof the Parties interchangeably —— come in, come in, you loſe 
time both. 


Troil. O 0 Creff da, how often have 1 with'd- me Res” 


ro V Vhat ſhou d they -grant >| what makes this Ney interruption in my 
words ? x 


Crefſi. I ſpeak 1 know not what! 1 385i; 
Tro:l. Speak ever ſo; and if I anſwer you 


l know not what, it ſhews, the more of love. 


Love is a Child that talks in broken Langurge, 
Yet then he ſpeaks moſt plain. 


Cre ſſi. T'find, ir true, that to be viſe and love. 


T7 1% 


Creli. VVell Uncle, That Folly I commit, ! dedicate to You. 


239 " Troilus ; and Crdſda: 


3 N you 2 that: if my Lord get a Bo ot you, you 1 We him 
Be true to my Lord, if he flinch I'll be hang d for him ( Now am! 
i "Ip Kingdom! 5 | 0 Afi de, 
Troil. You know your Pledges now, you ur Uncle's word, and my firm faith, 
Pand, Nay, I'll give my word for her too: our Kindred are conſtant : they are 
burrs J can aſſure you, they'll ſtick where they are thrown. 

Creſſi. Boldneſs comes to me now, and I can {peak : 

Prince Troilus, J have lov'd you long. 

Troil. Why was my Creſida then fo hard to win? 

Creſſ. Hard to ſeem won; but I was won my Lord. 

What have I blabb'd, who will be true to us, 

When we are ſo unfaithful to our ſelves! 

O bid me hold my Tongue; for in this rapture 

Sure I ſhall ſpeak what I ou d ſoon repent. 

But ſtop my Mouth. 5 . 

Troil, A ſweet command; and willingly obey d. [ Kiſſes. 

Pand. Pretty, Ifaith ! x | | . 

Creſi. My Lord, I do beſeech you pardon me, 

"Twas not my purpoſe thus to beg a Kiſs. 

1 am aſham'd: O Heavens what have I done? 

For this time let me take my leave, my Lord. | 1 
Fand. Leave! and you take leave till to Morrow Morning, call me Cut, : 
Creſſi. Pray let me go. 

Troil. Why what offends you Madam? 

Creſi, My own Company. | 

Troil. You cannot ſhun your ſelf. 

Cre. Let me go and try: | 

I have a kind of ſelf — x i in you. 

Troil. Oh that I thought truth cou'd be i in a Woman! 

(As if it can, I will preſume in you) 

That my Integrity and Faith might meet 

Ihe ſame return from her who has my Heart. 

How ſhou'd I be exalted ! but alas 

| am more plain than dull ſimplicity ! 

And artleſs as the infancy of truth. 

Creſſi. In that I muſt not yield to you my Lord. 

Zroil. All conſtant Lovers ſhall, in future Ages, 

Approve their truth by Troilus: when their Verſe 

Wants Smiles, as Turtles to their Mates: 

Or true as flowing Tides are to the Moon; 

Earth to the Center: Iron to Adament: 

At laſt when Truth is tir d with repetition ; 

As true as Troilus ſhall crown up the Verſe, 

And ſanctifie the Numbers. 

Crelſi. Prophet may you be! 

"f | am falſe, or ſwerve from truth of love, 

When Time is old, and has forgot it ſelt, 

In all things elſe, let it remember me; 

And after all compariſons of Falſnood 

To ſtab the heart of Perjury in Maids ; 

Let it be ſaid as falſe as Creſſida. 

Pand. Go to, little ones; a Bargain made: here I hold your Hand, and herc 
my Couſins: if ever you prove: falſe to one another, after I have taken ſuch pains 
to bring you together: let all pitiful goers between, be call d to the World's end 
after my Name, Pandars. 

Creſſ. And will you promiſe that the holy Prieſt 
Shall make us one Bm 

Pand. Prieſts! marry hang 'em ! they make: you « one; 0 in, go in, and make 
your ſelves one without a Prieſt : I'll have no Prieſts work in my es 

Creſſ. VII not conſent unleſs you ſwear. 


Pand. I, do, do, ſwear; a pretty Woman's worth an Oath at any time. Keep 


or break as time ſhall try ; but 'tis good to ſwear, for the faving of her . 
Hang em ſweet Rogues, they never expect a Man ſhou'd rs + it. Let him bur 


{wear and that's all they care for. 
Yau” 7 2 
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VVith his Face backward : 
VVelcome to Troy: now by Anchiſes Soul, 
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Troil. Heavens a me as I devoutly ſwear, 
Never to be but yours. 
Pand. Whereupon I will lead you into a Chamber : 


* us. ths 


int; as I'fack, I know not: but you'll forgive me, if there be: 
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"a Goes there be 2 Bed 
away, away, 


you naughty Hildings: get you together, get you together. Ah you Wags, do 
you leer indeed at one another do the nyes twinkle at him ? get you together, 


|. Leads them out, 
Euter at one door Æneas with a Boch at anot her Hector, biomede with Torches. 


get you together. 


Hef. So ho! who goes there? AÆneas / 

Ane. Prince Hector! 

Diom. Good morrow, Lord AÆnueas. 

Hed, A valiant Greek, ZEneas ; take his Hand ; 


Witneſs the proceſs of your Speech within ; 


You told how Diomedes, a whole VVeek by Days 
Did haunt you in the Field, 
Ene. Health to you, valiant Sir, 


During all buſineſs of the gentle Truce ; | 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance. 
As Heart can think, or Courage execute. 


Diom. Both one and tother Diomede embraces. 


Our Bloods are now in Calm; and fo long health ; 


But when Contention and occation meets, 


By Jove, I'll play the Hunter for thy Life, 


Ane. And thou ſhalt hunt a Lion that will fly 
welcome Diomede, 


No Man alive can love in ſuch a fort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently, 
Diom. V Ve know each 'othen well. 


Ane. VVe do; and long to know cach other worſe. 
To Hef.) My Lord, the King, has ſent for me in haſte: 


Know you the reaſon 2 
Hef. Yes; his purpoſe meets you. 


It was to bring this Greek to Calchas's Houſe, 


VV here Pandarus his Brother, and his Daughter | 


Fair Creſida reſide: and there to render, 


For our Anthenor, now redeem d from Priſon, - 


The Lady Creſt da. 


Ene. VVhat! Has the King reſoly'd to use 

That Traitor Colchos; who forſook his Country, 

And turn'd to them, by giving up this Pledge: Y 
Hett, The bitter diſpoſition of the time 

Is ſuch, though Colchos as a Fugitive 


| Neferve it not, that we muſt free Ant henor, 


On whoſe wiſe Counſels we can moſt rely. 
And therefore Creſſida muſt be return d. 


Ene. A word my Lord —-(Your pardon Diomede) 
Your Brother Troilus, to my certain knowledge 


Docs lodge this Night i in Pandarus his Houle : 
Het. Go you before: tell him of our approach, 


Which will, I fear, be much 


Unwelcome to him. 

Ene. | aſſure you 
Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Creſſida from Troy, 


Hef. 1 know it well: and how he is _ 


Of haſty Blood. 


Ene. He will not hear me ſpeak : 
But I have noted long betwixt you two | 
A more than Brother's love : an awful 5 
The fiery Youth pays to your elder Vertue. 
Hed. Leave it to me; ['ll manage him alone: 
Attend you, Diomede; - my Lord, good Morrow : 
An urgent buſines rakes me from the pleaſure 


- 


| 76 Diomede. 
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Your Company affords me ; but Aneas 
With joy will undertake to ſerve you here, 
And to ſupply my room. ODER] He : 

| ZEneas to Diomed.] My Lord, I wait you. [ Exeunt ſeveral), 

[ Diomede with Æneas; Hector at another Dggy 

3 Euter Pandarus : a Servant : Muſick. 5 

Pand. Softly, Villain, ſoftly ; I would not for half Troy the Lovers ſhould be 
diſturb'd under my Roof, liſten Rogue, liſten, do they breathe > _ 
Serv. Yes, Sir, I hear by ſome certain Signs, they are both awake. 

Pandi. That's as it ſhould be: that's well aboth ſides : UL Liſtens. 

Yes faith they are both alive: - there was a Creak ! there was a Creak : they 

3 alive, and alive like; there was a Creak: a ha boys! Is the Muſick 

ready? „„ ak op 
Serv. Shall they ſtrike up, Sir? 
Pand. Art thou ſure they do not know the Parties? 
Serv. They play to the Man in the Moon, for ought they know. 
Pand. To the Man in the Moon, ah Rogue! do they ſo? 

Indeed Rogue! I underſtand thee : thou art a wag ; thou art a wag- 

Come towze rowze! in the name of Love, ſtrike up Boys! 


Muſick, and then Song: during which Pandarus liſtens. 


2 SONG. 

2 An Life be a bleſſing, 
Or worth the poſſeſſing, 

Can life be a Bleſſing if love were away * 

Ah no! though our love all Night keep us waking, MH 
And though he torment us with Cares all the Day, BH 
Tet he ſweetens, he ſweetens our pains in the taking, - 
. There's an hour at the laſt, there's an hour to repay. 
LEES 8 


IG - JOIN 


In every poſſeſſing, 

The raviſhing bleſſing, . 
In every poſſeſſing the fruit of our pain, 

Poor Lovers forget long Ages of anguiſh, 
Whate*er they have ſuffer d and done to obtain; 
'Tis a pleaſure, a pleaſure to ſigh and to languiſh, 4 
When we hope, when we hope to be happy again. ' 2 


Pand. Put up, and vaniſh; they are coming out ; what a ferrup, will you play * 
when the Dance is done? I ſay vaniſn. l Exit Mafcl. BY 
Peeping, | Good I faith ; good I faith! what hand in hand: — . 
a fair Quarrel, well ended ! do, do, walk him, walk him; A good Girl, a diſcreet 
Girl: 1 ſee ſhe ll make the moſt of him. : | 

LS. Euter Troilus and Creſſida. 

Zroil. Farewel my Life! leave me, and back to Bed: 

Sleep ſeal thoſe pretty Eyes; | D 
And tie thy Senſes in as foft a band | 
As Infants void of Thought. „ 

Pandar, | ſhewing himſelf.] How now, how now, how go matters? hear you 
Maid, hear you; where's my Coulin Creſſida ? | ; 

Crefſ. Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 

You bring me to do ill, and then you jeer me ! . 

Pand. What ill have I brought you to do? ſay what if you dare now | my Lord, 
have I brought her to do ill? . 

Crell. Come, come, beſhrew your Heart; you'll neither be good your ſelf, nor 
ſuffer others. Es (633 

Fand. Alas poor Wench, alas poor Devil; haſt not ſlept to Night 2 woud anot 
(a naughty Man) let it ſleep one twinkle! Ah bugbear take him! © 

Knock uithin.] Creſſ. Who's that at door? good Uncle go and ſee: My Lord, 
come you again into my Chamber ; mere 
You ſmile and mock as if I meant naughtily. 10 
Troil. Indeed, indeed! 85 8 « 
Creſſ. Come, y' are deceiv'd ; I think of no ſuch thing: 
Knock again.] How earneſtly they knock, pray come in: 


_ 
A 
_—_ 


I wou'd | 


aw 
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I wou'd not for all 7 roy, you were ſeen herc. 
Pand. Who's there: what's the matter: 
Will you beat down the Houſe there: 


Euter Hector. 


Hef. Good morro my Lord Pandarus; good Morrow. 


[ Exeunt Troll Creſſida. 


Pand. Whos there, Prince Hector 2 what news with you ſo early? 


He#. Is not my Brother Troilus here 3 
' Pand, Here! what ſhould he do here? 


Hef, Come, he is here my Lord, do not deny him: 


It does import him much to {peak with me. 


Pand. Is he here ſay you ? tis more than I know, III be t ſworn; 
For my own part I came in late: what ſhou d he do here? 
Hell. Come, come, you do him wrong e're v/are aware; you'll be fo true to 
him, that you'll be falſe to him : you ſhall not know he's here; but yer go fetch 


him hither : —- go. 

Enter Troilus. 
I bring you Brother, moſt unwelcome neus; 
But ſince of force you are to hear it told, 
I thought a Friend and Brother beſt might tell it: 
Therefore, before | ſpeak, arm well your Mind, 
And think yare to be touch'd ev'n to the quick; z 
That ſo, prepar d for ill you may be leſs 
Surpris 'd to hear the worſt. 
Troll. See Hector, what it is to be your Brother, 
l ſtand prepar'd already. 
Fett, Come, you are not, 
I know you, 75 roilus, you are hot and fiery : 
' You kindle at a wrong; and catch it quick 
As Stubble does the Flame. 

Troil. Tis heat of Blood, 

And raſhneſs of my Youth ; I'll mend that Error : 
Begin and try my Temper. 

Heit, Can you think q 
Of that one thing which moſt cou'd urge your Anger, 
Drive you to Madneſs, plunge you in . 
And make you hate even me ? 

Troil, There can be nothing, 
| love you, Brother, with that awſul love 

bear to Heavn, and to ſuperiour Vertue, 
And when I quit this Love, you mult be that 
Which Hector neter can be. 

Fett. Remember well 
What you have ſaid: for when 1 claim your promiſe, 
| ſhall expect Performance. 

roi. | am taught: 

Iwill not rage. 

Fett, Nor grieve beyond a Man. 

Troi. | wo'not be a Woman, 

Hef. Do not, Brother: 

And I will tell my News, in terms ſo mild, 
So tender, and ſo fearful to offend, 
As Mothers uſe to ſooth their froward Babes ; 
Nay, I will ſwear as you have ſworn to me, 
Thar if ſome guilt of Paſſion ſwell your Soul 
To words intemperate, I will bear with — 
Troi. What wou'd this pomp of Preparation mean 
Come you to bring me neus of Priam's death, 
Or Hecuba's ? 
Heck. The Gods forbid I. ſhou'd ; 
But what 1 bring is nearer you, more cloſe, 
An ill more yours. 
Troi. There is but one that can be. 
Hef. Perhaps tis that. 
Troi. Ill not ſuſpect my Fate 
Vol. II. H h 


. Exit Fandarus 


So 
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So far, 1 know I ſtand poſſeſt of that. 

Hett. Tis well; conſider at whoſe Houſe I find you. 

Troil. Ha! . 

Hef. Does it ſtart you? I muſt wake you more: 
Anthenor is exchang d. 8 | 

Troil. For whom ? 

Het, Imagine. ; 

Troil. It comes like Thunder grumbling in a Cloud, 
Before the dreadful break : if here it fall, 
The ſubtile Flame will lick up all my Blood, 

And in a moment turn my Heart to Aſhes. 

Hef. That Creſſida for Anthenor is exchang'd, 

Becauſe I knew 'twas harſh, I wou'd not tell; 
Not all at once; but by degrees and glimpſes 
] let it in, leſt it might ruſh upon you Nog 
And quite o'erpower your Soul: In this I think 
I ſhow'd a Friend: your part muſt follow next: 1 
Which is to curb your Choler, tame your Grief, BJ 
And bear it like a Man. Ei 
:.. Treil; I think 1 do; 

_ Thar I yet hve to hear you; but no more: 

| Hope for no more: for ſhou'd ſome Goddeſs offer 
To give her ſelf and all her Heaven in change, 
I wou'd not part with Crefida : fo return 
This Anſwer as my laſt. 1 75 _ 

Fett. Till not be taken: 1 
Nor will I bear ſuch News. 6 6 

7roil, You bore me worſe. | 5 

Hecl. Worſe for your ſelf; not for the general State, 
And all our common Safety, which depends 
On free'd Authenors Wifdom. . 

Zroil. You wou'd ay, 5 
That I'm the Man mark'd out to be unhappy ; 

And made the publick Sacrifice for Troy. 
Hect. 1 wou'd fay ſo indeed; for can you find 
A Fate more glorious than to be that Victim: 
If parting from a Miſtreſs can procure 
A Nation's Happineſs, ſhow me that Prince, 
Vho dares to truſt his future fame ſo far 
To {land the ſhock of Annals, blotted thus, 
He fold his Country for a Woman's Love? 

Zroil. O ſhe's my Life, my Being, and my Soul! 

_ Hef. Suppoſe ſhe were, which yet I will net grant, 
You ought to give her up. 
© Troil, For whom: 

Hef. The Publick, . „ 

Zroil. And what are they that I ſhou'd give up her 
To make them happy? let me tell you, Brother, 

Ihe Publick is the Lees of vulgar Slaves: 
Slaves with the Minds of Slaves: ſo born, ſo bred ; 
Yet ſuch as theſe united in a Herd, RE 
Are call'd the Publick : Millions of ſuch Cyphers 
Make up the publick Sum: an Eagles Life 
Is worth a world of Crows : are Princes made 
For ſuch as theſe? who, were one Soul extracted 
From all their Beings, cou'd not raiſe a Man. 
_ Zeit. And what are we, but for ſuch Men as theſe : | 
Iis Adoration, ſome ſay, makes a God: 
And who ſhoud pay it? where wou'd be their Altars, 
Were no inferiour Creatures here on Earth? 
Evn thoſe who ſerve, have their Expectances; 
Degrees of Happineſs, which they muſt ſhare, + 
Cr they'll refuſe to ſerve us. 
Troil, Let em have it. 


_ 
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And then I'll anſwer that; be ſure 1 3 ö 
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Let em eat, arink, and ſleep 3 the only uſe TE 2 

They have 'of Life. at: IV by 
Hef. You take all theſe away, 9112 N00 hat) 

Unleſs you give up Creſſida. „ 
Troil. Forbear; 

Let Paris give up Hellen: ſhe's the cauſe, 

And root of all this Miſchief. DEE wen 
HeF. Your o Sage? f 

Condemns you there: you voted for her ſtay, | „ 
Troil, If one mult ſtay, the other ſhe not- 0 | 
Fett. She ſha'not ? 

Troil. Once again, I ſay, ſhe ſhall not. 
Hef. Our Father has decreed j it otherwiſs 8 
Troil. No matter. 8 

Het. How, no matter 7roilus ? 

A King, and Father's Will! 8 1 
7roil, When tis unjuſt. ie l kno „ 
Hect. Come, ſhe ſhall go. 1 
Troil. She ſhall > then I am dar d. n 
Fett. If nothing elſe will do. | " 

Troil, Anſwer me firſt; 


n Ig; > % 6 —* 


Whoſe Hand ſeal'd this exchange? 10 Dum dhe” any 
Heft, My Father's. firſt ; i 
Then all the Council's after. „ er 
Troil. Was yours there? 95 
Hef. Mine was there too. E | 
Troil. Then youre no more my e FT Eng fm t 


And for your ſake, now mark me what I. ay, 05 


She-ſhall not go. 

Hef. Go to, you are a Boy. 

Troil. A Boy I'm glad I am not loch a Man: 
Not ſuch as thou; a Traitor to thy Brother 
Nay more, thy Friend : but Friend's a ſacred. Name, 
Which none but brave and honeſt Men ſhoud wear; 
In thee tis vile; tis proſtitute; tis Air; 

And thus I puff it from me. 

Hell. Well, young Man, 
Since Fm no Friend (and oh that cer. Was 
To one ſo far unworthy ) bring her out, 
Or by our Father's Soul, of which no part 
Did e er deſcend to thee, IIl force her hence. 

Troil. I laugh at thee. 

Hect. Thou dar'ſt not. 

Troil. 1 dare more, 
if urg d beyond my Temper : prove my daring, 
And tee which of us has the larger ſhare 
Of our great Father's Soul. 

Hett., No more, thou know'ſt me, 

Troil. I do; and know my ſelf. 

_ Hef. All this, ye Gods, 


And for the Daughter of' a Fugitive, 


A Traitor to his Country: > 2. 
Troil. Tis too much. 


Hef. By Heaven too little; for I think has common. 
Troil. How, Common! 


Hef. Common as the tainted Shambles, 


Or as the Duſt we tread. 


Troil. By Heaven as chaſte a 28 thy Andromache.. 


A - 


Hector /ays his hand on Troilus bis Arms "and Troilus de the Jane to 1 
Hef. What! nam ſt thou them tas 5 


Troil. No; 1 do not: 1 
For Creſſida 1 is firſt : as chaſte as ſhe, alt 0 
But much more fair. 50 9933 11 
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Het. 0 patience, patience, Heavenrnn =_ 
Thou tempt'ſt me firangely, ſhou'd I kill thee now, 321-4 
1 know not if the Gods can be offended LE. 
Or think I flew a Brother ; but be gone, 

Be gone, or | ſhall ſhake thee into Atomes : 

'thou know'lt 1 can, _ 

Troil. 1 care not if you cou'd. 

Het. (walking off.] I thank ye Gods for calling to my mind. 
My Promiſe, that no words of thine ſhou'd urge me, 
Bey ond the bounds of Reaſon : but-in thee 9 af 

'Twas brutal baſeneſs, ſo forewarn'd to fall | 17 
Beneath the name of Man: to ſpurn my kindneſs; Th 
And when I ofterd thee (thou know'ſt how loth 1 5* 

The wholſome bitter Cup o friendly Counſel e 

To daſh. it in my Face; - farewel, tarewel, 1 

Ungrateful as thou art: hereafter uſe 

The name of Brother; but of Friend no more. | 12 out. 
Troll. Wilt thou not break yet Heart? ſtay, Brother, ſtay ; * 

promis d too, but I have broke my Vo]W . | L- 

And you keep yours too well. 2 8 0 e Ez 
Zett. What would'ſt thou more? | 1 2 | 

Take heed, young Man, how you too far 1 me N 

For Heaven can witneſs, tis with much conſtraint. 

That I preſerve my Faith. 
Troil. Elſe you wou'd kill me; 
Feit. By all the Gods I wou'd. 
7 roil, Pm ſatisfied. 

You have condemn'd me, and III do't my ſelf; 

What's Life to him, who has no uſe of Life: 

A barren purchaſe, held upon hard terms! 

For I have loſt (oh what have I not loſt!) 

The faireſt, deareſt, kindeſt of her Sex, 

And loft her ev'n by him, by him, ve Gods, 

Who only cou'd and only ſhoud protect me; 

And it | had a joy beyond that love, 

A Friend, have loſt him too! 

Flett, Speak that again : 

(kor | cou'd hear it ever) ſaid'ſt thou not 

That if thou had'it a joy beyond that love, 

it was a Friend? O faid it thou not a Friend? 

That doubting if was kind: then thou'rt divided ; 

And 1 have ſtill ſome part. 1 
Troil. If ſtill you have 

You do not care to have it. 

Hell. How, not care! 

7 roil, No, Brother, care not. 

Fett, Am I but thy Brother ? 

7roil, You told me I muſt call you 1 no more. 

Het. How far my words were diſtant from my Heart! 
Know then I told whee fo J lov'd whee moſt. 

Alas! it is the uſe of humane frailty 

Jo fly to worlt extremities with thoſe 

To whom we molt are kind. 

Troil. Ist poſſible: 

Ihen you are ſtill my Friend! 

Fett, Heaven knows I am. 

Troil. And can forgive the Sallies of my Paſſion ; © 
For [ have been too blame: oh much too blame: 

Have ſaid ſuch words, nay done ſuch Actions too, 

(Baſe as I am) that my awd, conſcious Soul Ag 

Sinks in my Breaſt, nor dare I lift an Eye 

On him 1 have offended. 

Fett. Peace be to thee, | 1 85 
And calmneſs ever there. I blame thee not: 
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| caſt the wild diſorderly account 1 
Of all thy VVords and Deeds on that mad Paſſion; 
I pity thee, indeed I pity thee : 


Troil. Do; for I need it: let me lean my Head 
Upon thy Boſom; all my peace dwells there; 


Thou art ſome God, or much much more than Man! 


Hef, Alas! to looſe the joys of all thy Youth, 
One who deſerv'd thy Love OT 
Troil. Did ſhe deſerve? 
Hef. She did. 
Troil. Then ſure ſhe was no common creature. 
Feet. | ſaid it in my Rage, I thought not o. 
Troil, That thought has bleſs'd me! but to loſe this love 


After long pains, and after ſhort poſſeſſion. 


Fed. | feel it for thee: Let me go to Priam, - *© 
Ple break this Treaty off, or let me Fight; 


le be thy Champion; and ſecure bath her, 


And thee, and Troy. 


7roil, It muſt not be my Brother! 
For then your Errour would be more than mine : 
Fle bring her forth, and you ſhall bear her hence; 
That you have pitied me is my reward. „ 
Flect. Go then; and the good Gods reſtore her to thee, 
And with her all the quiet of thy Mind; | 


The Trwmph of this kindneſs be thy own; 


And Heaven and Earth this Teſtimony yield, 1 
That Friendſhip never gain'd a nobler Field. Exeunt ſewerally, 


A T IV. SUN 


Enter Pandarus, Creſſida meeting. 

Pand. JS't poſſible ! no ſooner got but loſt? 5 

I The Devil take Autenor: the young Prince will go mad: 
A plague upon Anthenor! would they had broke's Neck. 

Creſt. How now! what's the matter! who was here: 

Pand. Oh, oh! 5 „ 

Creſi. Why ſigh you ſo? O where's my Troilus? tell me ſweet 
Uncle what's the matter? Ty 

Paad. VVoud I were as deep under the Earth, as I am above it. 

Creſſt. Oh the Gods, what's the matter? | 


Pand. Prithee get thee in, woud thou hadſt never been born! 
I knew thou would'ſt be his Death; oh poor Gentleman 


A plague upon Avntenvr ? 


5 


Creſſi. Good Uncle, I beſeech you on my Knees, tell me what's the matter > 
Pand. Thou muſt be gone Girl; thou muſt be gone, to the fugitive Rogue 
Prieſt thy Father, (and he's my Brother too, but that's all one at this time: ) a 
Pox upon Antenor. 5 
Creſfſi, O ye Immortal Gods, I will not go. 
Pand. Thou muſt, thou muſt. 
Creſt. I will not: I have quite forgot my Father; 
I have no touch of Birth; no ſpark of Nature: 
No Kin, no Blood, no Life; nothing ſo near me 
As my dear Troilus ? 3B 
| SS: Enter Troilus. | 
Pand. Here, here, here, he comes ſweet Duck! Fs 
Crefi, O Troilus, Troilus ! _ [ They both weep over each other, ſhe running 
| !:! I, , © ns | pu 
Pard. VVhat a pair of Spectacles is here! Let me embrace too: Oh Heart, 
lings (as the faying is) O Heart, heavy Heart, why ſighſt thou without break- 
ing (where he anſwers again) becauſe thou canſt not eaſe thy ſmart, by Friend- 
hip nor by Speaking, there was never a truer Rhime ; let us caſt away nothing; 
ior * may live to have need of ſuch a Verſe: We ſee it, we ſee it, how now 
ambs ? 1 | wm das 
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Will take thee from my ſight ? 


Makes me afraid, how far you may be tempted. 


Troil. Creſida, Hove thee with ſo ſtrange a Purity, 
That the bleſt Gods, angry with my Devotions, 
More bright in Zeal, than that I pay their Aar, 


Creſſi. Have the Gods Envy s 

Pand. I, 1, I, tis too plain a caſe ! 

Creſs. And it is true that I muſt go from Troy: 

Troil. A hateful Truth. 

Creſs. What, and from Troilus too? 

Troil, From Troy and 7roilus: and ſuddenly, 
So ſuddenly tis counted but by Minutes. 

Creſs. V Vhat not an hour allow for taking Leave ? 

Troil. Ev'n that's bereft us too: our envious fates 
Juſtle betwixt, and part the dear adieu's | 
Of meeting Lips, claſp'd Hands, and lock'd Embraces. 

Eneas within. 

My Lord, is the Lady ready yet ? 

Troil. Hark, you arecall'd : ſome ſay the Genius ſo 
Cries come, to him who inſtantly muſt die. 

Pand. Where are my Tears? ſome Rain to lay this Wing 75 
Or my Heart will be blown up by tl” Roots. | 

Troll. Hear me, my Love; be thou but true like me. 

Creſſi. 1 true ! how now, what wicked thought is this 

Troil. Nay, we mult uſe expoſtulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us: 


I ſpoke not, be thou true, as fearing thee; 


But be thou true, I ſaid to introduce 
My following Proteſtation: be thou true, 
And I will ſee thee. 
Crefi. You'll be expos'd to dangers, 
Troil, ] care not: but be true. 
Creſſi. Be true again? 
Zroil. Hear why I ſpeak it, Lane: 
The Grecian Youths are full of Grecian Arts: 
Alas, a kind of holy Jealouſie, 
W hich I beſcech you, call a vertuous Sin, 


Creſt. O Heavens! you love me not. 

Troil, Die J a Villain then. 

In this I do not call your Faith in queſtion, 
But my own Merit. 

Creſſi. Fear not, Ill be true. 

Zroil. Then Fate, thy worlt; for Iwill ſee thee, Love, 
Not all the Grecian Hoſt ſhall keep me out, 

Nor Troy, though wall'd with Fire, ſhou'd hold me in. 
Aneas within. 
My Lord, My Lord Zroilus: I muſt call you. 

Pand. A miſchief call him: nothing but Schreech-Owls ? do, io, call again; you 
had beſt part em now in the ſweetneſs of their Love: Il be hang'd if this Ane- 
as be the Son of Venus, for all his bragging. Honeſt Venus was a Punk: wou'd 
ſhe have parted Lovers: no, he has not a drop of Venus blood in him: honeſt 
Venus was a Punk. 

Troil. To Pand. Prithee go out, and gain one Minute more. 

Paud. Marry and] will: follow you your buſineſs; loſe no time, Tis very preci- 
ous; go, Bill again: Il tell the Rogue his own I warrant him. Li. Pandarus. 

Cell. What, have we gain d by this one Minute rgore ? 

Troil, Only to wiſh another, and another, 

A longer {ſtruggling with the pangs of Death. 
Creſſi. O thoſe who go not know what parting is, 
Can never learn to die! 

Troil. When I but think this ſight may be our laſt, 
If Jove cou'd ſet me in the place of Atlas, | 
And Jay the weight of Heav'n and God's upon me, 
He cou'dnot preſs me more, 
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Creſi. Oh let me go that 1 may know my Grief ; 
Grief | is but gueſs'd, while thou art ſtanding by: 
But I too ſoon ſhall know what Abſence is. 
Troil. Why tis to be no more: another name for Death. 
*Tis the Sun parting from the frozen North; 
And I, methinks, ſtand on ſome Icy Cliff, 
To watch the laſt low Circles that he makes ; . 
Till he ſink down from Heaven! O only Creſſida, 
If thou depart from me, I cannot live : 
have not Soul enough to laſt for grief; 
But thou ſhalt hear what grief has done with me. 
Creß. If I could live to hear it, I were falſe, 
But as a careful Traveller, who fearing | 
Aſſaults of Cobbers, leaves his Wealth behind, 
truſt my Heart With thee; and to the Greets 
Bear but an empty Casket. 
Troil. Then, I will live; that I may keep that Treaſure: 
And arm'd with this aſſurance, let thee go 
Looſe, yet ſecure as is the gentle Hawk, 
When whiſtled off ſhe mounts into the VVind : 
Our Love's, like Mountains high above the Clouds, 
Though Winds and Tempeſts beat their aged Feet, 
Their peaceful Heads nor ſtorm nor thunder know, ; | 
But ſcorn the threatning rack that rowls below, Exeunt Amboa. 


SCENE Il. 
Achilles and patroclus, Standing in their Tent. 


Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Neſtor, Ajax, paſſ Ing over the Stage. 
UN. Chiles in th'entrance of his Tent : 


Pleaſe it our General to pals ſtrangely by him, a 
As if he were forgot, and Princes all | 


Look on him with Neglectful Eyes and Scorn : 

Pride muſt be cur'd by Pride. 

Agam. Well execute your purpoſe, and put on 

A form of ſtrangeneſs as we paſs along; 

So do each Prince, either ſalute him not, 

Or elle diſdainfully, which will ſhake him more, 

Than if not look d on: Iwill lead the way. 
Achill. What, comes the General to ſpeak with me 2 
You know my Mind; III fight no more with Troy. 
Agam. What ſays Achilles, wou'd he ought with us? 


Neſt. Wou'd you, my Lord, N with the General? ? 
Achil. No. 


Neſt. Nothing my Lord. 
Agam. The better. 
Menel. How do you? how do you? 
Achill. What does the Cuckold ſcorn me? 
Ajax. How now Patroclus? | 

Achill. Good morrow Ajax. 


Ajax. Ha! e Og 
bill Good morrow. 5 2 
Ajax. I, and good next day too. ns all but Achilles and Patroclus 


Achill. What mean theſe Fellows, know they not Achilles > 2 


Patroc. They paſs by ſtrangely ; they were us d to bow; 
And ſend their Smiles before em to Achilles, 


To come as humbly as they us'd to creep to holy Altars. 
Achill. Am I poor of late? 


'Tis certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out wah Fortune, 1 
Muſt fall out with Men too: What the declindi is, LR 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in his own Fall: For Men like Butter-flies, 

Show not their mealy Wings but to the Summer. 


Q 


Patroc. 


— — — 


A Woman impudent and manniſh grown, 


r 
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Patroc. Tis known you are in love with Hector Siſter, 
And therefore will not fight : and your not fighting, 
Draws on you this Contempt; I oft have told you, 


Is not more loath'd than an effeminate Man 
In time of Action: Pm condemn for this: 
They think my little Appetite to V Var, 
Deads all the fire in you: But rowſe your ſelf, 


And Love ſhall from your neck unlooſe his Folds; 5 


Or like a Dew drop from a Lions Mane, 
Be ſhaken into Air. 


Achill. Shall Ajax fight with Hector: 


Patroc. Yes, and perhaps ſhall gain much honour by him. 
Achill. I fee my Reputation is at ſtake. 


Patroc. O then beware, thoſe wounds heal ill that Men have givn themſelves 


becauſe they give em deepeſt. 


Achill. Pll do ſomething : _ 
But what I know not yet, No more our Champion. 


Re-enter Ajax, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyſſes, Neſtor » Diomede, Trumpet 
Agam. Here art thou daring Combatant, valiant Ajax. 


Give with thy Trumpet, a loud note to 7 roy, 


Thou Noble Champion, that the ſounding Air, 


May pierce the Ears of the great Challenger, 
And call him hither. 


Ajax, Trumpet, take that Purſe : 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit the ſounding Braſs : 


Thou blow it for Heclor. [ Trumpet ſounds, and is anſwer 2 from within, 
Enter Hector, Æneas, and other Trojans 
Asam. Vonder comes tlie Troop. 
Eneas, coming to the Greeks. 

Health to the 88 Lords; what ſhall be done 
To him that ſhall be vanquiſh d? or do you purpoſe, 
A Victor ſhould be known? will you the Knights, 
Shall to the edge of all extremity, 
Purſuc each other, or ſhall be divided 


By any Voice, or Order of the Field; 


Hector bad ask. 


Agam. Which way wou'd Heclor have it? 
Ane. He cares not, hell obey Conditions. 
Achill. *Tis done like Hector, but ſecurely done; 
A little proudly, and too much defpiſing 
The Knight opposd, he might have found his match. 
Ane. If not Achilles, Sir, what is your name 8 
Achill. If not Achilles, nothing. 5 
Ane. Theretore Achilles, but Who ere hs this: . | 
Great Hector knows no Pride, but weigh him well. 
And that which looks like Pride is Courteſie. 
This Ajax is half made of Hectors blood, 
In love whereof half Zefor Nays at home ; ; 
Achill. A\ Maiden Battel ! I perceive you then. 
Agam. 0 Diomede, and ſtand by valiam Ajax: 
As you and Lord ZEneas ſhall conſent, 
So let the Fight proceed or terminate. 


I. The Trumpet founds on both fides, while Aineas and R take 1 7 

as Judges of the Field : The Trojans and Grecians rant themſelves on either fide. 
. They are oppos'd already. _ 

[ Fight equal at firſt : then Ajax has Hector at diſadvantage : at laſt Hector cloſes, 

Ajax falls on one knee, Hector ſtands over him, but ſtrikes not, and Ajax riſes. 


neas throwing his Gauntlet betwixt them, 
Princes enough, you both have ſhown much Valour. 


Diomede. And we as Judges of the Field declare; 
The Combat here ſhall ceaſe. 


Ajax, I am not warm yet, let us fight again, "a. 
Ane. Then let it be as Hector ſhall determine. 


Fs 
I 
3 


Truth found too late. „ 
Hef, If it be left to me, I will no more. 
Ajax, thou art my Aunt Heſion s Son; 
The obligation of our Blood forbids us. 
But were thy mixture Greet and Trojan ſo, 
That thou coud'ſt ſay, this part is Greczan all, 
And this is Trojan, hence thou ſhou'd'ſt not bear 
One Grecian Limb, wherein my pointed Sword 
Had not impreſſion made, but Heav'n forbid, - 
That any drop thou borrow'ſt from my Mother, 
Shou'd &er be drain'd by me, let me embrace thee, Couſin : 
By him who Thunders, thou haſt ſinewy Arms, 
efor wou'd have em fall upon him thus: 
Thine be the honour, 7 6 
Ajax. I thank thee Hector, 
Thou art too gentle, and to free a Man: 
came to kill thee, Couſin, and to gain 
A great addition from that glorious Act: 
But thou haſt quite diſarm'd me. 
Hee. Tam glad: : 
For tis the only way I cou'd difarm thee. 
Ajax, If I might in intreaty find ſucceſs, 
I wou'd defire to ſee thee at my Tent, 
Diom. Tis Agamemnon s wiſh, and great Achilles; 
Both long to fee the valiant Hector there: 
Hiecl. Encas, call my Brother Troilus to me; | 
And you two ſign this friendly interview | Agam. and the chief of both ſides approach. 
Agam. | to Hect.] Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to one 9 5 os 
Who wou'd be rid of ſuch an Enemy. _ . 
To Troil.] My well fam d Lord of Troy, no leſs to you. 
Neft. IJ have, thou gallant Trojan ſeen thee often 
Labouring for Deſtiny, make cruel way, 8 
Through ranks of Grecian Youth, and I have ſeen thee 
As ſwift as lightning Spur thy Phrygian Steed, 
And ſeen thee ſcorning many forfeit Lives, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanc'd Sword ith Air, 
Not letting it decline on proſtrate Foes ; 
That I have faid to all the ſtanders by, 
Lo Jove is yonder diſtributing Life. | 
Hie. Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
Who haſt fo long walkd hand in hand with Time: 
Moſt Reverend Neſtor, I am glad to claſp thee. 
TCM. 1 wonder now, how yonder City ſtands, 
When we have here, her Baſe and Pillar by us. 
Hett, I know your Count'nance, Lord Ulyſſes, well; 
Ah Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, | 
Since firſt I ſaw your felf and Diomede, 
In Jlion, on your Greekiſh Embaily. 
Achil. Now Hedor 1 have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
have with exact view perus'd thee Hedlor, 
And quoted Joint by Joint. 
Fect. Is this Achilles? 
Achil. Tam Achilles. | | 
Hett. Stand fair, I prithee let me look on thee. 
Achil. Behold thy fill = " 
Hett, Nay, I have done already. 
Achil. Thou art too brief, I will the ſecond time, 
As 1 woud buy thee, view thee Limb by Limb. 
ett, O, like a Book of Sport thou read'it me oer: 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand'ſt. 
Achil, Tell me, ye Heav'ns, in which part of his Body 
Shall I deſtroy him? there, or there, or there? 
That I may give the imagin'd Wound a name, 
And make diſtinct the very Breach, where-out 


Hettor's great Spirit flew ! anſwer me Heavens! 
R i 


Embrace. 


Heck, 
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Hect. Wert than an Oracle to tell me this, 

I'd not believe thee : henceforth guard thee well, 
Fil kill thee every where. 
Ve Noble Greczans pardon me this boaſt, 
His Inſolence draws Folly from my Lips, 
But Ill endeavour Deeds to match theſe Words; 
Elſe may I never 
Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Couſin. 
And you, Achilles, let theſe Threats alone : 
You may have every Day enough of Hector, 
If you have Stomach, the General State 1 fear 
Can ſcarce intreat you to perform your boaſt. 

Hef. I pray you, let us ſee you in the Field; 
We have had paltry Wars ſince you refus d 
The Grecian Cauſe, 

Achil. Doſt thou entreat me Hellor 
To Morrow will J meet thee, fierce as Death : 

To Night all Peace. 
Fett, Thy Hand upon that Match. 
Agam. Firſt all you Grecian Princes go with me, 
And entertain great Hector; afterwards, 
As his own leiſure ſhall concur with yours, 
You may invite him to your ſeveral Tents. - 
Exeunt Agam. Hect. Menel. Neſtor, Diomede, together. 
"Troil My Lord Ulyſſes 
Tell me, I beſeech you, 
In what part of the Field does Calchas lodge ? 
. At Menelaus Tent ; 
There Piomede does Feaſt with him to Night: 
Who neither looks on Heaven or on Earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view, 
On Creſſida alone. 
Troil. Shall J, brave Lord, be bound to you 0 much, 
After we part from Agamemnon s Tent, 
Jo bring me thither. 
CM. I ſhall wait on you. 
As freely tell me of what Honour was 
This Creſſida in Troy 2 had ſhe no Lovers there 
Who mourn her Abfence 2 

Troil. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhow their Scars, 
Reproof is due, ſhe lov'd and was belov'd : 
Thats all I muſt impart, Lead on my Lord. [Exeunt Ulyſles, Troilus. 

Achil. [to Patro.] Il heat his Blood with Greekith Wine to Night, 
Which with my Sword I mean to cool to Morrow. 
Tabel let us Feaſt him to the height. 

Enter Therſites. 

Pat. Here comes Therſites. 

Achil. How now thou Core of Envy, 

Thai cruſty batch of Nature, what's the News? 

Therſ. VVhy thou Picture of what thou ſeem ſt, thou Idol of 
Iceot V Vorthippers, there's a Letter for thee. 

Achil, From whence, Fragment ? 

'\ Therſ. VVhy thou full dith of Fool, from Troy. 

Pat, VVell ſaid Advertity, what makes thee ſo keen to Day ? 

Therſ. Becauſe a Fools my Whetſtone. 

Fat, Meaning me ? 

Jherſ. Yes, meaning thy no meaning; prithee be ſilent, Boy, I profit not by 
thy Talk : Now the rotten Diſeaſes of the South, Gut- gripings, Ruptures, Ca- 
tarrlis; loads of Gravel in the Back, Lethargies, cold Palſies, and the like, take 
thee, and take thee again ; thou green Sarcenet flap for a ſore Eye, thou Taſſel 
of a Prodigal's Purſe, thou: Ah how the poor V Vorld is Peſter d with ſuch 
VVater-flies: ſuch diminutives of Nature. 

Achi. My dear Patroclus, I am quite prevented 
From my great purpoſe bent on Hectors Life: 


Here 


— 
— 
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Here is a Letter from my Love Polixent, Fs 
Both taxing and ingaging me to keep | vt Jon ee 1 1 
An Oath that I have worn: and will not enn 18538 5 rg 
To fave all Greece : let Honour go or ſtay, 
There 5s more Religion in my Love than Fame. 9 Achilles, 3 
'Terſ, With too much Blood, and too little Brain, theſe two are running mad 
| before the Dog: days. There's Apamenmon. too, an honeſt Fellow enough, and loves 
a Brimmer heartily ; but he has not fo much Brains as an old Gander. But his 
Brother Menelaus, there's a Fellow ; the goodly transformation of Jupiter when he 
lov'd Europa: the primitive Cuckold, a vile Monkey ty d eternally to his Bro- 
ther's Table, to be a Dog, a Mule, a Cat, 2 Toad, an Owl; a Lizzard, a Herring 
without a Roe, I wou'd not care ; but to be Menelaus 1 wou'd conſpire againtt 
Deſtiny —— Hey day! Will with a Wiſp and Jack a Lanthorn ! 
Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Diomede, Ulyſſes, Troilus, going with 
Torches over the Stage. | 
Azam. We go wrong, we go wrong. _ 
Ajax, No, yonder 'tis, there where we ſee the Light. . 
Hed. 1 trouble you. 
Ajax. Not ar all Couſin ; here comes Achifes himſelf to o guide us. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all. 
Aam. So now, brave Prince of 7 roy, I take my leave; 
Ajax commands the Guard to wait on you. 
Men. Good Night, my Lord. | 
Hed. Good Night ſweet Lord Mendlaus. 
Therſ. Laſide.] Sweet quoth a! ſweet Sink, ſweet TY ſucet Jakes! 
Achil. Neſtor will ſtay ; and you Lord Diomede 2 <p 
. Keep Hector company an Hour or two. . 
Dicm. ] cannot Sir, I have important baſineks 
Achil. Enter my Lords. 5 
Ulyſ. 1 Troil.] Follow his Torch: he goes to Calchat's Tent. t 
[ Exeunt Achill. Hector, Ajax ar one way, Diomede another, 
and after him Ulytles, Troilus. 
2 This a $ a moſt falſe-hearted Rogue, 
An unjuſt Knave : I will no more truſt him when he winks 1 one Bye, then I 
will a Serpent when he hiſſes: he will ſpend his Mouth and Promiſe, like Brab- 
bler the Hound: But when he performs, Aſtronomers ſer it down for a Prodigy; 
though [| long to ſee Heftor, I cannot forbear dogging him : they ſay he keeps a 
_ Trojan Drab, and uſes Calchas Tent, that Fugitive Prieſt of Troy, that Canonical 
Rogue of our fide. III after him, nothing but Whoring in this Age; all incons 
tinent Raſcals. ' - by [Exit Therlites, 
Euter Calchas, Creſſ da. - 
Caleb. O, what a bleſſing is a vertuous Child! 
Thou haſt reclaim d my Mind, and calm'd my nn 
Of Anger and Revenge : : my love to Troy 
Revives within me, and my loft . = + I Ns 
No more diſturbs my Mind. | . . 
Creſſ. A vertuous Con . 
Calch, J have a Wai longing to return, 
But yet which way, without your Aid I know not. 
Creſſ. Time muſt inſtruct us how. _ 
Calch. You muſt diſſemble love to Diomede {ll 
Falſe Diomede bred in Ulyſſes School, 
Can never be deceiv'd 
But by ſtrong Arts and blandiſhments of Love, 
Put em in pradtice all, ſeem loſt and won, 
And draw him on, and give him Line again; 
This Argus then may cloſe his hundred Eyes, 
And leave our flight more eaſiG 
Creff. How can anſwer this to Love and T oaks 5 
Calch, Why, tis for him you do it, promiſe largely; 
That Ring he ſaw you wear, he much ſuſpects 
Was given you by a Lover; let him have it. 


0. om. Iwithin.] Hoa, Calc has, Calchas ! a Kits . 
ol. II. Ii 2 Calth. 


* 
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Calch. Hark! TIER his Voice. 
Purſue your Project, doubt not the Succeſs. 
Creß. Heaven knows againſt my will; and yet my hopes 
This Night to meet my Troilus, while tis Truce 
Afford my mind ſome eaſe. 7 
Calch. No more, Retire. $90 L Exit Creſlida, 
Enter Diomede ; Troilus and Ulyſſes . 4 Liang at one Door , and Therſitez 
watching at another. 
Diom. I came to ſee your Daughter, worthy Calchas, 
Calch. My Lord Ill call her to you. Exit Calchaz 
Ulyſſes to 7 oil. Nene where the Torch may not diſcover us. 
Enter Creſſida. 
Troil. Creſſ ts comes forth to him! 
Diom. How now my charge? 
Creſſ. Now my ſweet Guardian, hark a word with you. Whiſper, 
Troil. I, fo familiar! 
Diom. Will you remember 2 
Creſſ. Remember, yes. 
Troil. Heav'ns! What ſhou d ſhe remember: plague and madneßt! 
Ulyſes. Prince, you are mov'd ; let us depart in time, 
Leſt your Diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge i it ſelf 
To wrathful Terms; this place is dangerous, 
The time unfit, 'beſeech you let us go. 
Troil. 1 pray you ſtay ; by Hell, and by Hell Torments, 
I will not ſpeak a word. 
Diom. III hear no more; good Night. 
Creſſ. Nay, but you part U ht 
Troil. Does that grieve thee? O 111 d truth! | 3 nng 
Diom. Farewel Couſener. 
Creſſ. Indeed I am not: pray come back again. 
Hl. You ſhake my Lord at . will you 800 
You wil break out. 
Troil. By all the Gods J will not. 5 
There is between my Will and all my Actions, 
A guard of patience; ſtay a little while. 


Therſ. aſide. How the Devil Luxury, with his fat Rump, it potato Fingers, 


tickles theſe together! put him a a little, you fooliſh Harlot, "twill ſharpen 
him the more. T7 


Diom. But will you then? 

Cre. ] will as ſoon as & er the War's W 

Diom. Give me ſome token for the Wy of it, 
The Ring I ſaw you wear. 

Creſſ. Giving it. If you muſt have it. 


Troil. The Ring! nay then tis plain, O beauty where 8 thy Faith ? 
C. You have ſworn patience. | 


Ther, That's well, that's well, the pledge i 18 given, hold her to lor bh gool 
Devil, and her Souls thine I warrant thee. | 
Diom. Whoſe was't? 
Creſſ. By all Diana's waiting train of Stars, 
And by her elf, [ will not tell you whoſe. 
Diom. Why then thou lov'ſt him ſtill, farewell for ever; . 
Thou never ſhalt mock Diomede again. 
Creſſ. You ſhall not go, one cannot t ſpeak a word, 
But ſtrait it ſtarts you. 
Diom. ] do not like this fooling. 
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Sl. All's done my Lord. 
roil. Is it? 


Therſ. Nor I by Pluto: but that which likes not me, pleaſes me e beſt 3 
Diom. ] ſhall expect your prom. 3 
Creſſ. III perform it, = J 
Not a word more; good Night 1 hone for ever: 12 ab 2 IJ 
Thus to deceive deceivers is no 5 8 5 LE ae Crellda þJeveraly I 


S. Pray let us go. 3 B 
Tre 1. Was Creſiida here: on . ee Tak 


c 


Truth found 1 foo late. Cs 


hi, 1 cannot en Trojan. 
Troil. She was not ſure | ſhe was not. 
Let it not be believ'd for wornanhood : 
Think we had Mothers, do not give advantage 
To biting Satyr, apt: without a Theme, | 
famation, to ſquare all the Sex , 
By Creſſids Rule, rather think this not Creſſ 7 
Therſ. Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own eyes? 
 _ .. Troil, This ſhe! no, this was Diomedes Graſp da. 
If beauty have a Soul, this is not ſhe : 
I cannot ſpeak for Rage, that Ring was mine, 
By Heaven I gave it in that N of time, 
When both our joys were fulleſt ! if he keeps it, 
Let Dogs eat 7roilus. 
Therſ. He'll tickle it for his Concupy : this will be ſport to ſee 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of this Whore; a Parrot 
will not do more for an Almond, than he will for a commodious Drab: I wou'd 
I cou'd meet with this Rogue Diomede too; I would croke like a Raven to him; 
I woud bode: it ſhall go hard but I'll find him one, .- Exit Therſites 
r 
An. 1 have been ſeeking you this hour, my Lord : 
Hector by this is arming him in Troy. 
TD,. Commend me gallant Troilus to your Brother: f 
Tell Ten I hope he ſhall not need to Arm: 
The fair Polixena has by a Letter 
Difarm'd our great Achilles of his Rage. 
Troil. This I ſhall ſay to Hector. 
Dh. So I hope; _ 
Pray Heaven Therſites have inform: d me true, We  [afide. 
Troil. Good Night, my Lord; accept diſtracted — ˙ Hit W 
Enter Pandarus. 
| Pand, Hear ye, my Lord, hear ye; I have been een yon poor Girl, 
There have been old doings there i'faith. 
Troil. afide. Hold yet, my Spirits; let him pour it in, 
The Poyton's kind, the more I drink of it, 
"The ſooner twill diſpatch mes: 1: 1 
Ane. to Pand. Peace you ba bler LS 
Pand. She has been mightily made on by the Greeks She takes moſt wonder- 
fully among em: Achilles kiſs d her, and Patroclus kiis d her: Nay, and old Neſtor 
put aſide his gray Beard and bruſh d her with his Whiskers. Then comes me Aga- 
memnon with his Generals Staff, diving with a low bow ev'n to the Ground, and 
. riſing again, juſt at her Lips: And after him came Ulyſſes, and Ajax, and Me- 
nelaus: and they ſo pelted her i faith: pitter. patter, pitter patter, as thick as 
Hail-ſtones. And after that a what rout of en e was Woman in 29 
gia better kiſs C6. 3 
roil. aſide. Heftor ſaid true: I find, 1 find ; it now! 3 
Pand. And laſt of all comes me: Diomede ſo demurely: that's a 188 ſly Rogue 
I warrant him! mercy upon us, how he laid her on upon the Lips 700 4 as I told 
you, ſhe's moſt mightily made on among the Greets: VVhat, cheer up I ſay 


Man! ſhe has every ones good word, I think in my Conſcience, 45 W born 
with a Call upon her Head. | I 


Trail. afide. Hell, Death, Confalica, how he tortures . 45 x 
Pand. And that Rogue. Prieſt my Brother, is ſo courted and treated 3 ber bike 


the young Sparks do ſo pull him about, and haul him by the Caſſock: Nothing 
but lnvitations to his Tent, and his Tent, and his Tent. Nay, and one of em 


was ſo bold, as to ask him if ſhe were a Virgin, and with that the Rogue my 
Brother, take me up a little God in his hand, and kiſſes it; and Baia, evoutly 
that ſhe then was I ready to burſt my fides with a e to think er 2 5 


4 * 


paſs d betwixt you two. 55 

Troil. O] can bear no more, ſbe⸗ 5 1 all; 
Falſe by both kinds, for with her Mothers Mill, 
She ſuck d th infuſion of her Fathers Wl: - 
She only wants an opportunity, Mem 03-5117 nod: 
Her Soul's a Whore already. ar 
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Pand, VVhat would you make a Monopoly of a Womans bag 3 4 little conſe. 

lation or ſo, might be allow d one woud-think, in a Lovers abſence! 
Troil. Hence from my ſight, let Ignominy brand ny 3 name: 

Let Modeſt Matrons at thy mention ſtart; N 

And bluſhing Virgins, when they read our Annals, 

Skip o'r the guilty page that holds thy Legend, 

And blots the Noble work. 

Pand. O World, World; thou art an ungrateful patch of Curt NN 
Thus the poor Agent is deſpis d, he labours painfully in his Calling, and cruger be. 
tween Parties: but when their turns are ſerv d, come out's too good for him. 1 
am mighty melancholy : I'll en go home, and ſhut up my Doors; and dyeoth 
ſullens like an old Bird in a Cage. kt Exit Pandarus, 

Enter Diomede and Therſites. 

Therſ. aſide. There, there he is; now let it work: Now * thy part jea- 
louſy, and twinge em; put em between thy gn, and grad the Rogues 
together. 

1 My Lord I am by Ajax ſent to inform you; 

This hour muſt end the Truce. 

ZEneas to Troil. Contain your ſelf; 
Think where we are. ; 

Diom. Your ſtay will be unſafe. 112 

Troil. It may for thoſe I hate. OY 

Therſ. aſide. Well ſaid Trojan: there's the firſt hit. < 

Diom. Beſeech you Sir make haſt, my own Affairs 
Call me another way. 

Therſ. afide. What Affairs! what Affairs: nend that Dolthead: the Rogue 
will loſe a quarrel for want of wit to ask that queſtion. _ 

Troil. May J enquire where your Affairs conduct you? 

Therſ. aſide. Well faid again, TOY thy e | 

Diom. Oh, it concerns you not. 

Troil. Perhaps it does. 

Diom. You are too inquiſitive; nor am 1 bound 
To fatisfie an Enemies Requeſt. | 

Troil. You have a Ring upon your finger Diowegde, 

And given you by a Lady. 

Diom. If it were; twas given to one who can defend her Gift. nn 

Ther. aſide. So, lo, the Boars begin to gruntle at one another: : ſet up your Bri- 
les now a both ſides: whet and foam Rogues. an 

Troil. You mult reſtore it Greek, by Heaven you muſt: 
No ſpoil of mine ſhall grace a Traitors hand. 

And with it, give me back the broken Vows 
_ Of my falſe 12 which, perjur d as ſhe i bs 
I never will reſign, bur with my Soul. 

Diom. Then thou it ſeems art that forſaken fool, 

Who wanting Merit to preſerve her Heart, 
Repines in vain to ſee it better plac'd ; 

But know, (for now I take a pride to grieve thee) 
Thou art fo loſt a thing in her Eſteem, 

I never heard thee nam'd, but ſome ſcorn follow d: 
Thou wert our table-talk for laughing Meals: 

Thy name our ſportful theme for Evening walks: 'Y 
And intermiſſive hours of cooler Love: 

When hand in hand we went. L Troil.] Hell and F. uries! ;! 

Therfi. Afide. O well ſtung Scorpion! 

Now Menelaus his Greek horns are out of doors, there' a new 'Cuckold fart op 
on the Trojan ſide. 

Troil, Vet this was ſhe, ye Gods that very ſhe, 

VVho in my arms lay melting all the Night; 
VVbo kiſs d and ſigh'd, and ſigh d, and kiſs d "gan, 
As if her Soul flew upward to her Lips, | 
Jo meet mine there, and panted at the paſſage. i 
VVho loth to find the breaking day, look d out, 
And ſhrunk into my boſom, there to make 
A little longer darkneſs. 
Diom. Plagues and Tortures ! 


—ͤ— 


eee, 
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3 Therfi. Good, good, by Pluto! their fool's mad to loſe his Harlot : and our 

W fool's mad, that t other fool had her firſt: if I ſought peace now, I could tell em 

there's punk enough to ſatisfie em both: whore ſufficient! but let em worry one 

another, the fooliſh Currs ; they think they can never have enough of Carrion. 
Tuned. My Lords, this fury is not proper here, 

In time of Truce ; if either ſide be injur'd | 

To morrow's Sun will riſe apace and then— © 

FTroil. And then! but why ſhould I defer till then? 

My blood calls now, there is no Truce for Traytors. 

My Vengeance rowls within my Breaſt, it muſt, 

It will have vent. | 
Diom. Hinder us not Aneas, 
My blood rides high as his, I truſt thy honour ; . 
And know thou art too brave a foe to break it. I Draws: 
Thberſi. Now Moon! now ſhine {weet Moon ! let em have juſt light enough to 

make their paſſes : and not light enough to ward em. 
Ene. Drawing too. by Heaven he comes on this who ſtrikes the firſt, 
You both are mad, is this like gallant Men, n, 
To fight at Midnight ; at the Murderers hour? 
When only guilt and rapin draws a Sword? 
Let Night enjoy her dues of ſoft Repoſe; _ 
But let the Sun behold the brave Mans Courage. 
And this I dare engage for Diomede, 
Foe though I am, he ſhall not hide his Head, 
But meet you 1n the very face of Danger. Ts 
Diom. putting up. Bet ſo: and were it on ſome precipice 
High as Olympus, and a Sea beneath, _ 
Call when thou dar'ſt, juſt on the ſharpeſt point 
l'le meet, and tumble with thee to Deſtruction. 
Troil. A gnawing Conſcience haunts not guilty Men 
As Ile haunt thee, to ſummon thee to this, © 
Nay, ſhould'ſt thou take the Srygz/an Lake for Reſuge, 
Ile plunge in after, through the boiling Flames, 
To puſh thee hiſſing down the vaſt Abyſle. 
Diom. Where {hall we meet? „„ 
Troil. Before the Tent of Calchas : 
Thither, through all your Troops, Ill fight my way; 
And in the ſight of perjur'd Creſſida, : 
Give death to her through thee. 
Diom. Tis largely promis'd. 
But I diſdain to anſwer with a boaſt ; 
Be ſure thou ſhalt be met. 


Troil. And thou be found. [| Exeunt Troilus, Aneas one way: Diomede the other, 

Therſ. Now the furies take eas, for letting em ſleep upon their quarrel : 
who knows but Reſt may cool their Brains, and make em riſe maukiſh to miſ- 
chief upon conſideration 2 May each of 'em dream he ſees his Cockatrice in 
rothers Arms, and be ſtabbing one another in their Sleep, to remember em 
ol their buſineſs when they wake: Let 'em be punctual to the point of Ho- 
nour; and if it were poſſible let both be firſt at the place of Execution. Let 
neither of 'em have cogitation enough, to conſider *tis a Whore they fight for : 
And let em value their Lives at as little as they are worth. And laſtly, let no 
ſucceeding Fools take warning by em; but in imitation of them when a Strum- 
pet is in queſtion, . „ 

Let em beneath their Feet all Reaſon trample; 

And think it great to periſh-by Example. 


— ms 


. Draws. 


. 


8 Hector, Trojans, Andromache. 
ei, H E blew Miſts riſe from off the nether Grounds, 
And the Sun mounts apace : to Arms, to Arms: 


am reſolv'd to put to th utmoſt proof, 
The fate of Troy this day. 8 


Andro. 


„ Os nd 
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Andro. [afide.) Oh, wretched Woman, oh! 

- Hef. Methought 1 heard you ſigh, Andramache! 

Andro. Did you my Lord ? 

Hed. Did you my Lord? you anſwer diet, 
Juſt when I ſaid that I wou'd put our Fate 
Upon ti extreameſt proof, you fetchd a Groan; 
And, as you check'd your ſelf, for what you did, 
You ſtifl'd it, and ſtopt. Come, you are fad. 

Andro. The Gods torbid > 

Hedt. What ſhould the Gods forbid ? 


Andro. That I ſhou'd give you cauſe of juſt offence. 

Hef, You ſay well: but you look not chearfully. 
mean this Day to waſte the ſtock of War, 

And lay it prodigally out in Blows : 
Come-gird my Sword, and ſmile upon me, Love; 
Like Victory come flying to my Arms; 

And give me earneſt of deſir d ſucceſfſs. 

Andro. The Gods protect you: and reſtore you to me. 
Hef, What, grown a Coward ? thou wert us d, Andromache, 
To give my Courage, courage: thou would'ſt cry, 

Go Hector; day grows old; and part of Fame 
Is raviſh'd from thee, by thy ſlothful ſtay. 
Andro. Laſide.] What ſhall I do, to ſeem the ſame I was ? 
Come let me gird thy Fortune to thy ſide : 
And Conquelt fit as cloſe, and ſure as this. 


[She goes to gird bis Sword, and it falls. 


Now Mercy, Heaven ! the Gods avert this Omen! 
Hed. A fooliſn Omen! take it up again; 
And mend thy Error. 
Andro. ] cannot: for my Hand obeys me not. 
But as in ſlumbers, when we fain wou'd run 
From our imagin 4 Fears, Our idle Feet 
Grow to the Ground, our {truggling Voice dies inward 
So now, when I wou'd force my ſelf to chear you, 
My faltripg Tongue can give no glad Preſage; 
Alas, I am no more Andromache. 
Hett. Why then thy former Soul is flown to me : 
For i, methinks, am lifted into Air: 
As it my Mind, maſtring my mortal part 
Wou'd bear my exalted Body to the Gods. 
Laſt Night 1 dreamt Jove fate on Idas top 
And beckning with his hand divine from far, 
He pointed to a Quire of Demi-Gods, 
| Bacchus, and Hercules, and all the reſt 
Who, free from humane Toils, had gain'd the pitch 
Of bleſt Eternity : lo there he ſaid; 
Lo there's a place for Hettor. 


Andro. Be to thy Enemies this boding Dream. 8 
Hect. VVhy it portends me Honour and Renown. 

Andro. Such Honour as the Brave gain after Death. 

For I have dreamt all Night of horrid Slaughters, 

Of trampling Horſes, and of Chariot V Vheels 

VVading in Blood up to their Axel-Trees. 

Of fiery Demons gliding down the Skies, 

And Ilium brighten d with a Midnight blaze; 

O therefore, it thou lov'ſt me, go not forth. 


Hef. Go to thy Bed again; and there dream better. 
Ho, bid my Trumpet Sound. 


Andro. No Notes of Sally for the Heaven's ſweet ſake. 
'Tis not for nothing when my Spirits droop: 
This is a Day when thy ill Stars are ſtrong, 
V Vhen they have drivn thy helpleſs Genius down 
The ſteep of Heaven to ſome obſcure retreat. 1 
Hect. No more; ev'n as thou lov'it my F ame, no more: 
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v Honour ſtands ingag d to meet Achille: 
Ser" 11 or what will he, | 
Or what will Trey, or what wilt thou thy ſelf, 

When once this Ague-fit of Fear is oer; 
If I ſhould loſe my Honour for a Dream: | 

Andro. Your Enemies too well your Courage know, 
And Heaven abhors the forfeit of raſh Vows, 

Like ſpotted Livers in a Sacrifice. 0 

I cannot ; O 1 dare not let you go .) 

For when you leave me, my preſaging Mind 

Says, I ſhall never, never ſee you more. 3 

Feft. Thou excellently good, but oh too ſoft, 95 prone ny 
Let me not 'ſcape the danger of this Day, | 
But I have ſtrugling in my manly Soul, 

To ſee thoſe modeſt Tears, aſham d to fall, 
And witneſs any part of Woman in thee! 
And now [ fear, leſt thou ſhould'ſt think it fear, 
If thus diſſwaded I refuſe to fight, Tar 
And ſlay inglorious in thy Arms at home. 
Andro. Oh! cou'd I have that thought, I ſhou'd not love thee ; 
Thy Soul is proof to all things but to kindneſs. 
And therefore twas that I forbore to tell thee 
How mad Caſſandra, full of Prophecy 
Ran round the Streets, and like a Bachanal, 
Cry'd, hold him Priam, tis an ominous Day, 
Let him not go; for /Zedtor is no more. * 
Hef. Our Life is ſhort, but to extend that ſpan 


To vaſt Eternity is Virtue's work. « 
Therefore to thee, and not to fear of Fate 
Which once muſt come to all, give I this Day ; 

But ſee thou move no more the like Requeſt: 

For reſt aſſur d, that to regain this Hour, 
To Morrow will I tempt a doubte danger : 
| Mean time, let Deſtiny attend thy leiſure. 
I reckon this one Day a blank of Life. 
re on carer Trains. 1 
Troil. Where are you, Brother 2 now in Honour's Name, 
What do you mean to be thus long unarm'd 2 | 
Th' imbattel'd Soldiers throng about the Gates: 
The Matrons to the Turrets tops aſcend I 
Holding their helpleſs Children in their Arms, 
To make you early known to their young Eyes, 
And Hector is the univerſal ſhout. © _ 
Hef. Bid all unarm, I will not fight to Day. 
Troil. Employ ſome Coward to bear back this news, 
And let the Children hoot him for his pains ; | 
By all the Gods, and by my juſt Revenge, 1 
This Sun ſhall ſhine the laſt for them or us: 
Theſe noiſy Streets, or yonder ecchoing Plains, 
Shall be to Morrow ſilent as the Grave. 
Audro. O Brother, do not urge a Brother's Fate, 
But let this rack of Heav'n and Earth rowl o'er, 
And when the Storm is paſt, put out to Sea. pb! 
Troil. Oh now I know from whence his Change proceeds, 

Some frantick Augur has obſery'd-the Skies; Wee 

Some Victim wants a Heart, or Crow flies wrong; 
By Heav'n twas never well, ſince ſawcy Prieſts 
Grew to be Maſters of the liſt ning Herd : 

And into Miters cleft the Regal Crown. 
Then as the Earth were ſcanty for their pow'r, _ 
They drew the Pomp of Heav'n to wait on them ; 
Shall I go publiſh Hector dares not fight, | 
Becauſe a Mad-man dreamt he talk d with Jove ? 
What cou d the God ſee in a brain-ſick Prieſt, 
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That he ſhou d ſooner talk to him than me 
Hef. You know my Name's not liable to fear. Wn 

Troi. Yes, to the worſt of fear, to ſuperſtition. 

But whether that or fondneſs of a Wife, 

(The more unpardonable ill ) has ſeiz d you, 

Know this, the Grecians think you fear Achilles, 

And that Polixena has beg'd your Life. 
Het. How! that my Life is bog d, and by my Siſter? 
Troil. Ulyſſes ſo inform'd me at our parting, 

With a malicious and diſdainful Smile: 

'Tis true, he ſaid not in broad words you feard, 

But in well-manner'd terms 'twas ſo agreed, 

Achilles ſhou'd avoid to meet with Hefor. —_ 
Hef. He thinks my Siſter's Treaſon, my Petition, 

That largely vaunting in my heat of Blood 

More than I cou'd, it ſeems, or durſt perform, 

I ſought evaſion. 5 0 

Troil. And in private pray d. 

Hef. O yes, Polixena, to beg my Life. 

Andro. He cannot think ſo, do not urge him thus. | 

Hect. Not urge me! then thou think'ſt I need his urging. 

By all the Gods, ſhou'd Jove himſelf deſcend, 

And tell me, Hector thou deſerv'ſt not Life, 

But take it as a Boon; I wou'd not live. 

But that a mortal Man, and he of all Men 

Shou'd think my Life were in his pow'r to give, 

I will not reſt till proſtrate on the Ground, 

I make Him, Atheiſt-like, implore his Breath 

Of me, and not of Heaven. 5 
Troil. Then you'll refuſe no more to fight. 

Hel. Refuſe! Pl not be hinder'd, Brother. 

ll through and through em, ev'n their hindmoſt Ranks, 

Till J have found that large ſiz d boaſting Fool, 5 

Who dare preſume my Life is in his Gift. 

Andro. Farewel, farewel: tis vain to ſtrive with Fate. 
Caſſandra's raging God inſpires my Breaſt, Ts 
With truths that muſt be told and not believ'd. 

Look how he dies! look how his Eyes turn pale! 

Look how his Blood burſts out at many vents ! 

Hark how Troy roars, how Hecuba cries out, 

And widow I fill all the Streets with Screams! 

Behold diſtraction, frenzy, and amazement, 

Like Antiques meet, and tumble upon heaps! 9 05 

And all cry Hector; Heftor's dead! Oh Heftor! Exit Andromache. 

_ Hed, What ſport will be when we return at Evening, 

To laugh her out of count'nance for her Dreams! 

Troil. J have not quench'd my Eyes with dewy ſleep this Night; 
But fiery fumes mount upward to my Brains ; 
And when I breathe, methinks my Noſtrils hiſs! 
I ſhall turn Baſilisk ! and with my fight 
Do my Hands work, on Diomede this Day. 

Heel. To Arms, to Arms, the Vanguards are ingag'd: 
Ler us not leave one Man to guard the Walls, 
Both Old and Young, the Coward and the Brave, 
Be ſummon d all, our utmoſt Fate to try; 

And as one Body move, whoſe Soul am I. 
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| Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. The Camp. 
Alarm within, Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſles, Menelaus, Soldiers. 


Agam. Hus far the promiſe of the Day is fair: 
I <#neas rather loſes Ground than gains, 
I ſaw him over- labour d, taking Breath; 


And 
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And leaning on his Spear, behold our Trenches, 

Like a fierce Lyon looking up to Toils, 5 

Which yet he durſt not leap. 2 Shaft 
Ulyſ. And therefore diſtant Death does all the work : 

The flights of whiſtling Darts make brown the Sky, 

Whoſe claſhing points ſtrike fire, and gild the Dusk: 

Thoſe that reach home, from neither Hoſt are vain, 

So thick the preaſe ; ſo luſty are their Arms, 

That Death ſeem'd never ſent with better will, 

Nor was with leſs concernment entertain d. 

| Enter Neſtor. 

Asam. Now, Neſtor, what's the news ? 
Neſtor, J have deſcrib'd, og RR: 

A cloud of Duſt that mounts in Pillars upwards ; 

Expanding as it travels to our Camp, 

And from the midſt I heard a burſting ſhout, _ 

That rent the Heavens, as if all Troy were ſwarm'd, 

And om the wing this way. „ 

Menel. Let em come, let em come. 

Agam. VVhere's great Achilles? 

Ulyſ. Think not on Achilles: „„ 
Till Hector drag him from his Tent to fight, ' 
(VVhich ſure he will, for I have laid the Train.) 

Neſt. But young Patroclus leads his Myrmidons ; 

And in their Front, ev'n in the face of Hector, 

Reſolves to dare the Troj aus. %% vec 24 
Agam, Haſte Ulyſſes, bid Ajax iſſue forth and ſecond him. 
C. Oh Noble General, let it not be ſo. 58 

Oppoſe not Rage, while Rage is in its force; 

But give it way a while ; and let it waſte: 

The riſing deluge is not ſtopt with dame  _ 

Thoſe it oerbears, and drowns the hopes of Harveſt: 

But wiſely manag' d its divided ſtrength 

Is ſlucd in Channels, and ſecurely drain'd : 

Firſt, let ſmall Parties dally with their Fury. 

But when their force is ſpent and unſupply'd, 

The reſidue with Mounds may be reſtrain'd, 

And dry-ſhod we may paſs the naked Ford. 


1 Enter Therſites. | 
JJ. EE Tae 7300S. 
Menel. VVhy doſt thou laugh, unſeaſonable Fool > 1 
Therſ. VVhy thou Fool in ſeaſon, cannot a Man laugh, but thou think'ſt lie 
makes Horns at thee > Thou Prince of the Herd, what haſt thou to do with laugh- 
ing? Tis the Prerogative of Man to laugh ! Thou Riſibility witliout Reaſon : 
thou ſubject of laughter ; thou n . roo een 
Ulyſ. But tell us the occaſion of thy Mirtli? 


| 5 « 
Therſ. Now a Man asks me, I care not if T anſwer to my own kind: why 
the Enemies are broken into our Trenches : Fools like Menelaus fall by thouſands : 
yet not a humane Soul departs on either ſide. Troilus and Ajax have almoſt beaten 
one anothers Heads off; but are both Immortal for want of Brains. Patroclus has 
kill'd Sarpedon ; and Hector, Patroclus ; So there's a towardly ſpringing Fop gone 


of: He might have made a Prince one Day: but now he's nipt in the very bud 


and promiſe of a moſt prodigious Coxcomb. -- 
Agam, Bear oft Patroclus Body to Achilles © r 
Revenge will arm him now, and bring us aid. 
Th' Alarm ſounds near; and ſhouts are driv'n upon us, 
As of a Crowd confus'd_ in their retreat. ' 
DC. Open your Ranks, and make theſe Madinen way: 
3 cloſe agaun, bo rg upon their backs; VVV 
And quite conſume the Reliques of the VVar. Exeunt a but Therſites: 
" Therſ.. Var ſhoals of Fools be Bart geg Soo. TR 
How it purges Families of younger Brothers! Highways of Robbers, and Cities of 
Cuckold-makers! there's nothing like a puch d Battel, for theſe brisk Addle- 
heags Your Phyſician is a pretty Fellow; but his Fees make him tedious ; 
Vol. II. 0 K k 2 Mi 
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1 Troilus and Creſſida: or, 


_ 
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he rids not faſt enough; the Fools grow upon him, and their Horſe Bodies are 

poyſon proof. Your Peſtilence is a quicker Remedy; but it has not the grace to 

make Diſtinction; it huddles up honeſt Men and Rogues together. But your Bat. 
tel has Diſcretion; it picks out all the ſorward Fools. And ſouſes em together in- 
to Immortality. | | Shouts and Alarm wit hin. 

Plague upon theſe Drums and Trumpets! theſe ſharp Sawces of the War, to get 

Fools an Appetite to Fighting; what do] among em? I ſhall be miſtaken for ſome 

Valiant Aſs, and dye a Martyr in a wrong Religion. 3 

Here Grecians fly over the Stage, purſued by Trojans : One Trojan turns back 
upon Therſites, who is flying to. | 

Trojan. Turn Slave and fight. 

| Therſ. turning. What art thou? 
Troj. A Baſtard Son of Priam's. | 5 
Therſ. I am a Baſtard too: 1 love Baſtards: I am Baſtard in Body, Baſtard in 

Mind, Baſtard in Valour ; in every thing Illegitimate. A Bear will not faſten 

upon a Bear; why ſhould one Baſtard oftend another? let us part fair, like true 

Sons of Whores; and have the fear of our Mothers before our Eyes. et 
Troj. The Devil Take thee Coward. „% te Exit Trojan, 
Therſ. Now wou'd I were either Inviſible, or Invulnerable ; theſe God's have 1 

fine time ont; they can ſee and make Miſchief, and never feel it 

I Clattering of Swords at bath Doors; he runs each way, and meets the Noiſe. 

A pox clatter you; Iam compaſs'd in: Now wou'd I were that Blockhead 4jax 

for a Minute: Some ſturdy Trojan will poach me up with a long pole, and then 

the Rogues may kill one another upon free coſt, and have no body left to laugh 

at em: | . 

Now Deſtruction! now Deſtruction. 5 

85 Enter Hector and Troilus driving in the Greeks. 
Hell. to Ther. Speak what part thou fighteſt on? 
7 herſ. 1 fight not at all: I am for neither ſide. 

Hell. Thou art a Greek ; Art thou a match for Hector? 

Art thou of Blood and Honour? * 
Therſ. No, I am a Raſcal : a Scurvy railing Knave ; a very filthy Rogue. 
Hed. ] do believe thee; live. JJ! rod onus 
Therſ. God a mercy, that thou wilt believe me: but the Devil break thy Neck 

PE EG a Ce n 

Troilus returning. What Priſoner have you there ? 
Fett. A gleaning of the War: a Rogue he ſays. ws . 
Troil. Diſpatch him and away. [ going to kill hin. 
Therſ. Hold, hold: what ist no more but diſpatch a Man and away? I am in 

no ſuch haſt: I will not dye for Greece; I hate Greece, and by my good Will 

wou'd nere have been born there ; I was miſtaken into that Country, and betray d 

by my Parents to be born there. And beſides I havea mortal Enemy amongſt the 

Grecians, one Diomede a damned Villain, and cannot dye with a ſafe Conſcience 

till J have firſt Murther'd him. 1 J 

FTroil. Shew me that Diomede, and thou ſhalt live. ded OR 

Therſ. Come along with me and He conduct thee to Calchas his Tent, where I 
believe he's ndw making War with the Prieſts Daughter. Oo On 
Hef. Here we muſt part, our Deſtinies divide us; 
Brother and Friend, farewell. | 
Troil. When ſhall we meet? | 
_ Hef. When the Gods pleaſe: if not, we once mult part. 

Look; on yon Hill their ſquander'd Troops unite. 

Troll. If 1 miſtake not, tis their laſt Reſerve: 

The Storm's blown o'er ; and thoſe but after drops. 

Hef. I wiſh our Men be not too far ingag d: 

For few we are and ſpent ; as having born 

The burthen of the Day: but hap what can, 

They ſhall be charg'd : Achilles mult be there; 

And him I ſeek, or Death. 

Divide our Troops and take the freſher half. 

Troil, O Brother, 5 Ts 5 

Hett. No diſpute of Ceremony, _ FS | 1 
Theſe are enow for me; in faith enow : 3 
Their Bodies ſhall not flag while I can Lead, 1 


x8 


Nor Wend Limbs confeſs Mortality, 


r „ 


ö 5 Truth Jound too Tate. 


Before thoſe Ants that blacken all yon Hill, 


Are crept into the Earth: Farewell. | . [ Exit Hetlor, 


Troil. Farewell; come Greek. 
Therſ. Now theſe Rival-Rogues will cies one POS and I ſhall have 
the ſport on t. Exit Troll. with * 
. Enter Achilles and Myrmidons. 
Achill. Which way went Hedtor ? 
Myrmid. Up yon ſandy Hill: 
You may diſcern 'em by their ſmoaking track; 
A wavering Body working with bent Hams 
Againſt the riſing, ſpent with painful March, 
And by looſe-footing caſt on heaps together. 
Achill. O thou art gone! thou ſweeteſt, beſt of Friends ; ; 


Why did J let thee tempt the ſhock of War 


E're yet the tender Nerves had ſtrung thy Limbs, 
And knotted into Strength. Yet, though too late, 


11 will, I will revenge thee, my Patroclas 
B Nor ſhall thy Ghoſt thy Murtherers long attend, 
But thou ſhalt hear him calling Charon back, 


E re thou art wafted to the farther ſhore. 
Make haſt, my Soldiers: give me this days pains, 


For my dead Friend ſtrike every hand with mine, 


Till Hector breathleſs, on the ground we lay; 


Revenge is Honour, the ſecureſt way. wei wit My1 rmidons. 


Enter Therſites, T roilus, Trojans. | 
7. hey That's Calchass Tent. 
Troil. Then that one ſpot of Earth contains more falſhood, 


Than all the Sun ſees in his Race beſide. 


That I ſhou'd truſt the Daughter of a Prieſt! 
Prieſthood, that makes a Merchandiſe of Heaven; 
Prieſthood, that ſells ev'n to their Pray'rs and Bleſſings, 


And forces us to pay for our own couſenage. 


Therſ. Nay cheats Heav'n too with entrails and with offals; 
Gives it the Garbage of a Sacrifice, 


= And keeps the beſt tor priva ate Luxury. 


Troil. Thou haſt delerv'd thy Life 2 2 curling prieſts: 
Let me Embrace thee; thou art Beautiful: 


That Back, that Noſe; thoſe Eyes are Beautiful: 


Live, thou art honeſt; for thou hat ſt a Prieſt. | 
Therſ. aſide. Farewell 7 rojan; if I ſcape with Life, as I hope; and thou art 
knock'd oth Head, as I hope too; I ſhall be the firſt that ever cap d the Revenge 
of a Prieſt, after curling him; and thou wilt not be the laſt, I prophecy, that a 
Prieſt will bring to Ruin. [ Exi it. Ther. 
Troil. Methinks my Soul is rowe'd to her laſt Work: oy 
Has much to do, and little time to ſpare. 
She ſtarts within me, like a Traveller, 
VVho ſluggiſhly out-ſlept his Morning hour, 
And mends in his pace, to reach his Inn betims. 
Noiſe within, follow, follow. 
A Noiſe of Arms! the Traitor may be there: 
Or elſe, perhaps, that conſcious Scene of Love, 
The Tent may hold him, yet I dare not ſearch, . TE : 
For oh, 1 fear to find him in that place. T Exit Troilus. 
Enter Calchas, Creſſida. 
Creß. Where is he? T'le be juſtify'd or dye. 
Calch, So quickly vaniſh'd ! he was hog but now : 
He muſt be gone to ſearch for Diomede, 


For Diomede told me, here they were to Fight. 


Creß. Alas! (Calch, ) you muſt prevent, and not complain. 
Creſs. If Troilus dye, I have no ſhare in Life. 
Calch. If Diomede ſink beneath the Sword of Troilus, 


Weloſe not only a Protector here, 


But are debarr'd all future means of Flight, | IRA] „„ 
Creſt What then remains: p Calch, 


"Tio e Tr 1 or, 


. To 00 beiicies 


Betwixt their Swords; or if that cannot be, 1 
To intercede for him, Who ſhall be vanquiſh'd, 57 | TL 


Fate feaves no middle courſe. bu _ | Exit, Calchas, 
* laſhing within, . 
Creſſi. Ah me; I hear em; 
And fear *tis paſt prevention. 
Enter Diomede, retiring before Troilus, and falling as he enters, 
Troil. Now beg thy Life, or Dye. 
Diom. No: uſe thy Fortune: 
I loath the Life, which thou canſt give, or take. 
Troil. Scornſt thou my Mercy Villain : take thy wiſh.—- 
Creſſi. Hold, hold your hand my Lord, and hear me ſpeak. 
Troilus turns back : in which time Diomede riſes : en and Greeks enter, 
and rank themſelves on both fides of their Captains. | 


Troil. Did I not hear the Voice of perjur d Creſſida? 


Com'ſt thou to give the laſt ſtab to my Heart: 


As if the proofs of all thy former falſhood, 
Were not enough convincing, com'ſt thou now 
To beg my Rivals Life ? 
Whom, oh, if any ſpark of Truth remain'd, 
Thou could ſt not thus, ev'n to my face prefer ? 
Creſſi. What ſhall ay: that you ſuſpect me falſe 
Has ſtruck me dumb; but let him live my Troilus, 
By all our Loves, by all our paſt Endearments, 
do adjure thee ſpare him. 
Troil. Hell, and Death ! 
Cre, If ever I had power to bend your Mind, 


; Believe me ſtill your Faithful Creſida - 


And though my Innocence appear like Guilt, 
Becauſe 1 make his forfeit Lite my Suit, 
'Tis but for this, that my return to you, 
Wou'd be cut off for ever by his Death. 3 
My Father, treated like a Slave and ſcorn d, 
My ſelf in hated Bonds a Captive held. 
Troil. Cou'd ] believe thee, cou'd I think thee true, 


In Triumph wou'd | bear thee back to Troy, 


Though Greece could rally all her ſhatter'd Troops, 
And ſtand embattel'd to oppoſe my way. 


But, oh, thou Syren, I will ſtop my Ears, 


10 thy enchanting Notes; the winds ſhall bear 

Upon their Wings, thy words more light than they. 
Creſſi. Alas I but diſſembled Love to him; 

If ever he had any proof beyond 


What Modelty might give. 


Diom, No 2 witneſs this ( the Ring yn ) 
There, take her Trojan; thou deſerv'ſt ber beſt, 
You good, ee d, well- believing tools 
Are Treaſures to a Woman. 
] was a jealous, hard vexatious Lover, 
And doubted even this Pledge till full Poſleſ De ER RIEL Tones 
But ſhe was Honourable to her Word ; E rr ow Ef Lys 
And I have no juſt reaſon to Complain. 4. | 
Ceſi. O, unexampled, frontleſs Impudence ! 
Troll. Hell ſhow me ſuch another tortur'd wretch, as Trails, : noaveert 
Diom. Nay, grieve not: Ireſign her freely u: TN, 
I'm fatisfi'd : and dare engage for Creſſida, | 


That if you have a promiſe of her Perſon, N e Yee, aa 
She ſhall be willing to come out of Debt. _ at ae, ART : 
Creſſi. (kneeling, | My only Lord, by all thoſe holy Vous, n 
Which if there be a Pow r above, are e e * ene f 
Or, if there be a Hell below, are fearful, ne 5 . 5 = en 
May every Imprecation, Which your Rage WWW 0 | 

Can wiſh on me, take place, if Iam Falſe, a +3 op attig 


Din. 
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Diom. Nay PE — concern TA be believd, 

Pme ſorry T 2A. preſs d my Charge fo fa; 

Be what you wou d be thought: I can be Gate 3 725 
Troil. Grateful! Oh Torment, now Hells bleweſt Flames” 

Receive her quick; with all her Crimes upoh her. 

Let her fink ſpotted down. Let the dark 82 

Make room; and point, and hiſs her as ſhe 

Let the moſt branded Ghoſts of all her Sex 

Rejoyce, and cry, here comes a blacker Ficnd. 

Let her 
Creſſi. Enoug rh my Lord; you've ud enough: 2 

This Faithleſs, Perjur d. Hated G 1 9” 

Shall be no more, the Subject or your rr; 

Some few hours hence; and Grief had done your Work ; 

But then your Eyes had miſs d the Satisfaction 


Which thus I give you thus [. She Stabs 105 [A th 15 Pals Fo 51 * 
Diom. Help, ſave her, help. ” x 


| Creſſi. Stand off; and touch me not, thou Traitor Diomede 
But you, my only Troilus come near: 
Truſt me the Wound which I have givn this Breaſt 4 
Is far leſs painful, than the Wound you gave E es: 
Oh, can you yet believe, that I am true? 3 
Troil. This were too much, ev'n if thou hadft been falſe rs 
But Oh, thou pureſt, whiteſt Innocence, +: +, + | 
( For ſuch I know thee now) too late! e it. 
May all my Curſes, and ten Thouſandmore 
Heavier than they, fall back upon my Head, 
Pelion and Offa from the Gyants Grave, 
Be torn by ſomeavenging Deity, ' + 
And hurld at me, a bolder wretch than hey. 
Who durſt invade the Skies. 
Creſi. Hear him not Heavens, | 
But hear me bleſs him with my lateſt Breath : 
And ſince. I queſtion not your hard Decree, 
That doom'd my days unfortunate and 24h | 
Addalltohim, you take away from me ; 
And I dye happy that he thinks me 1 [. Dyes. 
Troil. She's gone for ever, and ſhe bleſt me dying: | 
Cou'd ſhe have cursd me worle 2 ſhe dy d tor me ; 
And like a Woman, I lament for her. 
Diſtraction pulls me ſeveral ways at once, 
Here pity calls me to weep out my Eyes; 
Deſpair then turns me back upon my ſelf, ED oh onus 
And bids me ſeek no more, but finiſh DP 3 [Sword to bs Breaſt. 
Ha, ſmil'ſt thou Traitor ? thou inſtruct ſt me beſt, 1 To 
And turn'{t my juſt Revenge to puniſh the. | 
Diom. Thy worſt, for mine has been beforehand 5 . 
1 triumph in "to vain Credulity, 7 
Which levels thy deſpairing State to mine: 
But yet thy folly to believe a fre, 
Makes thine the ſharper, and more ſhameful *Y | 
Troil. By my few Moments of an. Life ; 
did not hope for any future Joy, 
But thou haſt given me pleaſure e re [ dye, . EE 3 
To puniſh ſuch a Villain. ——Fight apart. . [ To bis Soldiers. 
For Heaven and Hell have mark'd him out for me, 


And I ſhou'd grudge ev'n his leaſt drop of Blood, 
To any other hand. 


U Troilus and — febr, = both Parties engage at the ſame t time the 
Trojans make the Greeks retire, and Troilus nates Diomede give ground and 
hurts him, Trumpets ſound ; Achilles enters with his Myrmidons, on the 
batks of the Trojans, who gbr 5 in a Ring encompaſs'd round: Troilus fingling 


Diomede, gets him down and kills him and Achilles kills Troilus b; 
All the Trojans dye fox the . Troilus 44ſt. * 
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| Enter 
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2 Tools and Crelſida: or, 


_— 7 Agamernnon Meda, Uh Neſtor, Ajax, and Attendanes, 


Achill. Our Toils are done, and thoſe aſpiring Walls 
(The work of Gods, and almoſt mateing Heaven,) 
Muſt crumble into Rubbiſh on the Plain. 

Agam. When mighty Hector fell beneath thy Sword, 
Their old Foundations ſhook, their nodding Towers 
Threatned from high, the amaz d Inhabitants: 

And Guardian Gods for fear forſook their Fanes. 

Achill. Patroclus now be quiet: Hector s dead: 

And as a ſecond Off ring to thy Ghoſt, 
Lies Troilus high upon a heap of ſlain: 
And noble Diomede beneath; whoſe Death 
This Hand of mine reveng d. 
Ajax. Reveng d it baſely. 
For Troilus fell by Multitudes oppreſt; 
And ſo fell Hefor, but tis vain to talk. 

CH. Hail Agamemnon ! truly Victor now, 
While ſecret Envy, and while open Pride, 
Among thy factious Nobles diſcord threw ; ; 
While publick Good was urg'd for private Ends, 
And thoſe thought Patriots who diſturb d it moſt; 
Then like the headſtrong Horſes of the Sun, 
That Light which ſhou'd have cheer d the World, confurnd it: . 
Now — Order has reſum'd the: Reins, 
Old Time looks young, and Nature ſeems renew'd : 

Then, ſince from homebred Factions ruine ſprings, 

Let Subjects learn Obedience to their — 
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MY LORD, | 1 5 
| HEN I firſt deſign'd this Play, 1 found, or thought I found ſomewhat 
fo moving in the ſerious part of it, and fo pleafant in the Comick, as 
might deſerve a more than ordinary Care in both: Accordingly I usd 
the beſt of my endeavour, in the management of two Plots; ſo very dif- 
ferent from each other, that it was not perhaps the Talent of every Writer, to have made 
them of a Piece. Neither have I attempted other Plays of the ſame Nature, in my O- 
pinion, -with the ſame Judgment; though with like Succeſs. And though many Poets 
may ſuſpe& themſelves for the fondneſs and partiality of Parents to their youngeſt Chil- 
dren, yet I hope I may ſtand exempted from this Rule, becauſe I know my ſelf too 
well, to be ever fatisied with my own Conceptions, which have ſeldom reach'd to thoſe 
Idea's that J had within me: and conſequently, I preſume I may have liberty to judge 
when 1 write more or leſs pardonably, as an ordinary Markſ-: man may know certainly 
when he ſhoots leſs wide at what he aims. Beſides, the Care and Pains I have beſtowed 
on this beyond my other 'Tragi-Comedies, . may reafonably make the World conclude, 
that either I can do nothing tolerably, or that this Poem is not much amiſs. Few 
Pictures have been finiſh'd at one ſitting 3 neither can a true juſt Play, which is to bear 
the Teſt of Ages, be produc'd at a hear, or by the force of Fancy, without the maturity 
of Judgment. For my own part, I have both fo juſt a diffidence of my ſelf, and ſo great 
a Reverence for my Audience, that I dare venture nothing without a ſttict Examinati- 
on; and am as much aſham'd to put a looſe indigefted Play upon the Publick, as I ſhould 
be to offer Braſs Money in a Payment: For though it ſhou'd be taken, (as it is too often 
on the Stage,) yet it will be found in the ſecond telling: And a judicious Reader will diſ- 
cover in his Cloſet that traſhy ſtuff, whoſe glittering deceiv'd him in the Action. I have 
often heard the Stationer ſighing in his Shop, and wiſhing for thoſe Hands to take off his 
melancholy Bargain which clapp'd its Performance on the Stage. Ina Play. Houſe every 
thing contributes to impoſe upon the Judgment; the Lights; the Scenes, the Habits, and, 
above all, the Grace of Action, which is commonly the beſt where there is 5 moſt need 
of it, ſurprize che Audience, and caſt a Mift upon their Underſtandings; not unlike the 
cunning of a Jugler, who is always ſtaring us in the Face, and overwheltning us with 
Gibberiſh, only that he may gain the opportunity of making the cleaner cotiveyance of his 
Trick. But theſe falſe Beauties of the Stage, are no more laſting than a Raſebow, When 
the Actor ceaſes to ſhine upon them, when he gilds them no longer with his Reflection, 
they vaniſh in a twinkling. I have ſometimes wonder'd, in the reading, what was be- 
come of thoſe glaring Colours which amaz d me in Buſſy Damboys upon the Theatre: 
but when I had taken up what I ſuppos d, a fallen Star, I found I had been cozen'd 
with a Jelly: nothing but a cold dull Mafs, which glitter d no longer than it was 
ſhooting : A dwarfiſh Thought, dreſs up in gigantick Words, repetition in aboundance, 
Vol. IL 0 LI 7 looſeneſs 
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looſeneſs of Expreſſion, and groſs Hyperboles ; the Senſe of one Line expanded 'prodis; 
ouſly into ten: and to ſumm up all, uncorrect Engliſh, and a hideous mingle of 0 
poetry and true Nonſenſe; or, at beſt, a ſcantling of Wit which lay gaſping for C 
and gruining beneath a heap. of Rubbiſh. A famous modern Poet us d to Sacrifice every 
Year a Statius to Virgil's Manes: and I have Indignation _—_ to burn a Day} 
annually to the Memory of Jobnſon. But now, My Lord, I am ſenſible, perhaps too 1 
that I have gone too far: for I remember ſome Verſes of my own, Maximin and Alma. 
zor, Which cry, Vengeance upon me for their 3 and which I wiſh 
{a 


hearn 
in the ſame Fire with Statius and Chapman: All I can ſay for thoſe Paſſages, which an 


T hope, not many, is, that I know they were bad enough to pleaſe, even when 1 writ 


them: But I repent of them amongſt my Sins: and if any of their Fellows intrude 


by chance into my preſent Writings, I draw a ſtroke over all thoſe Dalilabs of the 


Theatre; and am refolv'd J will ſettle my ſelf no Reputation by the Applauſe of Fol 
*Tis not that I am mortified to all Ambition, but I ſcorn as much to take it from half. 
witted Judges, as I ſhou'd to raiſe an Eſtate by cheating of Bubbles. Neither do I gig 
commend the lofty Style in Tragedy, which is naturally pompous and magnificent: but 


nothing is truly ſublime that is not juſt and proper. If the Ancients had judg'd by the 


fame meaſures which a common Reader takes, they had concluded Statius to have written 
higher than Virgil ; for, e 


Que ſuperimpoſito moles geminata Coloſſo. 
carries a more thundring kind of ſoutid than, 
Titre tu patule recubans ſub tegmine fagi : 
Yet Virgil had all the Majeſty of a lawful Prince; and Statius only the bluſtring of 2 


Tyrant. But when Men affect a Vertue which they cannot reach, they fall into a Vice, 
which bears the neareſt reſemblance to it. Thus an injudicious Poet who aims at Lofti- 


neſs runs eaſily into the ſwelling puffie Style, becauſe ir looks like Greatneſs. I remen- 


ber, when I was a Boy, I thought inimitable Spencer a mean Poet in compariſon of H. 
weſter's Dubartas : and was rapt into an ecſtaſie when I read theſe Lines 5 ; 


Nom, when the Winter's keener breath began 
To Chryſtallixe the Baltick Oceanz _ 

To plaze the Lakes, to bridle up the Floods, 
And periwig with Snow the bald. pate Mood:: 


Tam much deceiv'd if this be not abominable Fuſtian, that is, Thoughts and Words il 


ſorted, and without the leaſt relation to each other: yet I dare not anſwer for an Audi- 


ence, that they wou'd not clap it on the Stage: fo little value there is to be given to the 


common Cry, that nothing but Madneſs can pleaſe Mad men, and a Poet muſt be of a 
Piece with the Spectators, to gain a reputation with them. Bur, as in a Room, contrivd 
for State, the height of the Roof ſhou d bear a proportion to the Area; fo, in the Heights 
nings of Poetry, the ſtrength and vehemence of Figures ſhou'd be ſuited to the Occaſion, 
the Subject, and the Perſons. All beyond this is monſtrous ; 'tis out of Nature, tis an 
Excreſcence, and not a living part of Poetry. I had not ſaid thus much, if ſome young 
Gallants, who pretend to Criticiſm, had not told me that this Tragi-Comedy wanted the 
dignity of Style : but as a Man who is charg'd with a Crime of which he thinks himſelf 


innocent, is apt to be too eager in his own defence, ſo perhaps I have vindicated my Play 


with more partiality than I oughc, or than ſuch a Trifle can deſerve. Yet, whatever Beauties 


it may want, tis free at leaſt from the groſneſs of thoſe Faults I mention'd : What Credit it has 


gain'd upon the Stage, I value no farther than in reference to my Profit, and the ſatisfaQion 
I had in ſeeing it repreſented with all the juſtneſs and graceſulneſs of Action. But as ti 
my intereſt to pleaſe my Audience, ſo tis my Ambition to be read; that I am ſure is the 


more laſting and the nobler Deſign : for the propriety of Thoughts and Words, which are 


the hidden beauties of a Play, are but confus'dly judg'd in the vehemence of Action: All 


_ things are there beheld, as in a haſty motion, where the Objects only. glide before the 


Eye and difappear. The moſt diſcerning Critick car judge no more of theſe ſilent 
Graces in the Action, than he who rides Poſt through an unknown Country can diſtin- 
guiſh the ſcituation of Places, and the nature of the Soil. The purity of Phraſe, the 
clearneſs of Conception and Expreſſion, the boldneſs maintain'd to Majeſty, the ſignifi- 


cancy and ſound of Words, not ſtrain d into Bombaſt, but juſtly elevated; in ſhort, 
| thoſe very Words and Thoughts which cannot be chang'd but for the worſe, muſt of 


neceſſity eſcape our tranſient view upon the T heater : and yet without all theſe a Play 
may take. For if either the Story move us, or the Actor help the lameneſs of it with 
his Performance, or now and then a glittering beam of Wit or Paſſion ftrike through 
the obſcurity of the Poem, any of thele are ſufficient to effect a preſent liking, but not 
to fix a laſting admiration ; for nothing but Truth can long continue; and Time is the 
ſureſt Judge of Truth. I am not vain enough to think I have left no Faults in this, 


which 
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which that Touchſtone will not diſcover; neither indeed is it poſſible to avoid them in a 
Play of this nature. There are evidently two Actions in it: But it will be clear to any ju- 
dicious Man, that with half the pains, I could have rais d a Play from either of them: 
For this time 1 ſatisfied my own humour, which was to tack two Plays together; and to 
break a Rule for the pleaſure of Variety. The truth is, the Audience are grown weary of 
continu'd Melancholy Scenes: And I dare venture to Propheſie, that few Tragedies, ex- 
cept thoſe in Verſe ſhall ſucceed in this Age, if they are not lighten d with a courſe of 
Mirth. For the Feaſt is too dull and folemn without the Fiddles. But how difficult a 
Task this is, will ſoon be try'd: For a ſeveral Genius is requir'd to either ways and with- 
out both of em, a Man, in my Opinion, is but half a Poet for the Stage. Neither is it 
fo trivial an Undertaking, to make a Tragedy end happily ; for 'tis more difficult to ſave 
than tis to kill. The Dagger and the Cup of Poiſon are always in a readineſs ; but to 
bring the Action to the laſt Extremity, and then by probable means to recover all, will 
require the Art and Judgment of a Writer; and coſt him many a pang in the performance. 
And now, My Lord, I muſt confeſs that what I have written, looks more like a Pre- 
face than a Dedication ; and truly it was thus far my Deſign, that I might entertain you 
with ſomewhat in my own Art, which might be more worthy ot a noble Mind, than the 
ſtale exploded Trick of fulſom Panegyricks. Tis difficult to write juſtly on any thing, 
but almoſt impoſſible in Praiſe. I ſhall therefore wave ſo nice a Subject ; and only tell 
you, that in recommending a Proteſtant Play to a Proteſtant Patron, as I do my ſelf an 
Honour, ſo I do your Noble Family a Right, who have been always Eminent in the Sup- 
port and Favour of our Religion and Liberties. And if the promiſes of your Youth, your 
Education at Home, and your Experience Abroad, deceive me not, the Principles you 
have embrac'd are ſuch as will no way degenerate from your Anctltors, but refreſh their 
Memory in the Minds of all true Eng/iſh-Men, and renew their Luſtre in your Perſon ; which, 
My Lord, is not more the wiſh, than it is the conſtant expectation of your Lordſhip's 
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PROLOGUE - E FE O'WVYR-: 5: 
o W Luck for us, and a kind bearty Pit i | B a Friend of the Auth Ge 
For he who pleaſes, never fails of Wit : jy A dl 6 8 Wierd: iy ners 


Honour # yours : _ 


| 1 MIS ” { en 
And you, L Kings, at City Treas ler, T e e, E whos ele. 
The Writer kneels, and is bid riſe a Poet: The Ae Se you Neeb een, 
But you are fickle Sovereigns, to our Sorrow, Such pious help for charitable Deeds. , 
= dubb Fn 72 5 _ 1 25 5 . ee ee. our Church, alas! ( Rome objects) does wane 
uſt lle braſs Mone; _ NG 2 } Theſe Ghoſtly Comforts for the falling Saint: 
Fuſe ti 57% 3 }, IE es words | Thy gains them their Whore-Converts, and may be, 
| Take you zt mooa, what r one Reaſon of the Growth of Popery. ; . ? 
4 TT Jaft of 79677 4h ODE: o Mahomet's'R#jgton came in Faſhion, . 
TOP Ss OD 2 ike J 4 ir Ne Py | By the large leave it gave to Fornication. 
Toan Rome s N. giom like St. Peter i days. . Fear not the Guilt, if you can pay fort well 
In ſrort, e your Fudgments turn and wind, | Tzere is no Diver inthe Roman Hel. 
2M caſt our ficeteſt Wits a Mile behind. e, | Gold opens the ſtrait Gate, and lets him in; 
were well your Fudgments but in Plays did range, Bus Wan of Mina & a 1 3 
2227 
p £ „ = 355 2 Rs 24 54 97 I And drop a Bead to keep the Tallies even. 
1 h Vice 3 vi 5 N Se. Ho are Men cozen'd ſtill with ſhows of good 
| Unleſs edrh Vice in ſrore-bend they gon...” The Baud's beſt Mask is the grave Fryar's Hood. 
Ev'n as notcht Prentices whole Sermons wriile. | 25 „ ede 


| 170 . . Though Vice no more a Clergy- man diſpleaſes, 
Fir _ V p 7. + i: © Than Dottors can be thought to hate Diſeaſes . 
Like honeſt. Plants, where they were ſtuck, they grew T3 by your 1 that they ive wel, 
They Cheat, al Bil From e, By your De auches their fat Paunc bY ſwell, 
They drink, bur they were ChriſPned firſt in Mum. | Ty 122 between the $f an; N 5 
Their Patrimonial Sloth the Spaniards keep, | When they t ink fit, they nab e Civil. 
And Philip firſt taught Philip how to fp. As ſome who did French Counſels moſt advance, 
_ The French and we ſtill change, but here's the Curſe; To blind the World, have rail d in Print at France. 
They change fir der, and we change for werſs ; Thus do the Clergy at your Vices bawl, 


| . They take up our old Trade of Conquering, That with more eaſe they may engr ofs chem all 
| er 0 Ot ara. 
| | ur r change to France repair, | ON h ; nw. 

| And they for change will try our Engliſh Air. | rar pd af , wet een roaſt =—_ E 

| As Children, when they throw one Toy away, | "5 rau: 5 

| Seren ore fooliſh G os » They boaſt the Gift of Heaven is in their Power; 
: | yas Ne er aer 2 fakes chit kin = Well may they give the God they can Devour. 

: Leave Whoring, and devoutly fall to Drinking, 8 Still to the Sick and Dead their Claims they lay ; 


Scowring the Watch grows out of faſhion wit, 
Now we ſet up for Tilting in the Pit, 
Where 't agreed by Bullies, Chicken-hearted, 


For 'tis on Carrion that the Vermin prey. 
Nor have they leſs Dominion on our Life, 
They trot the Husband, and they pace the Wife. 


—— 


i To fright the Ladies firſt, and then be parted. | Kouze up you Cuckolds of the Northern Climes, 

| A a ee has twice or thrice been 2 and my from Sweden to prevent ſuch Crimes. 

j To hire Night-murth'rers, and make Death a Trade. Dumm ee Friar, And leave che holy Drone, 

When Murther's out, what Vice can we advance? BL hum in his forſaken Hive alone | 
g Unleſs the new- found Pois ning Trick of France: He Þ work, no Honey when his Sting 5s gone. | 
MW And when their Art of Rats-bane we have got, Your Wives and Daughters ſoon will leave the Cells, 

| By way of Thanks, we'll ſend em o'er our Plot. Mhben they have loft the ſound of Aaron's Bells. 
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Leonora, Queen of Arragon, Mrs. Barry). 
Tereſa, Woman to Leonora, Ss Mrs. Crofts. 
Elvira, Wife to Gomez, | Mrs. Betterton. 
Torriſmond. 5 Mr. Betterton. 
Bertran, I Mr. Villiams. 
Alphonſo, Mr. Millſbeir. 
Lorenzo, his Son, 16.4... 225 MS Sl. 
Raymond, 5 Mr. Gillow. 
Pedro, Ir. Underhill, 
Gomez, 5 e Mr. Notes. 
Dominic, the Spaniſh Fryar, I Mr. Lee. 
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Alphonſo, pedro meet, with Soldiers 0 on Ah fl Drums, ce. 3 
| . give the Word. 5 WE 

Pedro, The Queen of POS 1 ended my qc 

Alyb. Pedro? how goes the Night? e 628 

Pedr. She wears apace. e 


Ab. Then welcome day-light : : We ſhall havewarm work 0 on rt: 
The Moor will gage 


Alph. 


His utmoſt Forces on this next Aſſault, 


To win a Queen and Kingdom. TN... eh. 
Pedr. Pox o this Lyon-way of wooing though : e 

Is the Queen ſtirring yet: | i At ao 
Alph. She has not been abed : but in her Chape 10 a e 

Al Night devoutly watch d: and brib d the Saints 4 W kes 


With Vows for her Deliverance. 


Pedro. O, Alphonſo, 5 BY 6 Ong = 


I fear they come too late! her Father's Crimes FEY 
Sit heavy on her; and weigh down her Prayers: + 


A Crown uſurp d; a lawful King depos d; 
In Bondage held ; debarr'd the common Liglit; 5 
His Children murther 'd, and his Friends deſtroy” d: 
What can we leſs expect than what we feel, 

And what we fear will follow ? 5 
Alph. Heav'n avert it! 1 
Pedro. Then Heav'n muſt not be Revi FJadge the event 

By what has paſs d: Th' Uſurper joy'd not long 

His ill-got Crown! Tis true, he dy'd in peace: 

Unriddle that ye Powers: But left his Daughter, 

Our preſent Queen, engag d, upon his Death- bed, 


"To marry with young Bertran, whoſe curs 'd Father 


Had help'd to make him Great. PF i bei ee pes. 
Hence, you well know, this fatal War aroſe; Sond: > IBF e Dug - 
Becauſe the Moore, Abdalla, with whoſe — 2 ee 

Th' Uſurper gain d the Kingdom, was refus'd'; Sree a 

And, as an Infidel, his Love deſpis d. 415 92707 


Aipb. Well ; we are Soldiers, Ted; and, like Lange, 5 
plead for our Pay. LEA 

Pedro. A good Cauſe wou'd do well Teng 5 
It gives my Sword an Edge: You ſee this Bertra s 
Has now three times been beaten by the Moores : 2818 
What hope we have is in young en we —.— 
Your Brother's Son. l 

Alph. He's a ſucceſsful VVarriour, „ 
And has the Soldiers Hearts: Upon the a 
Of Arragon, our ſquander d Troops he rallies: 


Our VVatchmen, from the Tow 172 WK} Jonging Ey es 
r his ſwift Arrival. cs 
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Pedro. It muſt be wilt, or it will come too late. 
Alph. No more: Duke Bertran. 
Enter Bertran, Attended. 
Bert, Relieve the Cent'rys that have watch'd all Night 
To Ped, | Now, Colonel, have you r your Men, : 
That you ſtand idle here? | 
Ped. Mine are drawn off, 
To take a ſhort repoſe. 
Bert. Short let it be : 
For, from this Mooriſh Camp, this Hour and more, 
There has been heard a diſtant humming noiſe, 
Like Bees diſturb'd, and arming in their Hives. 
VVhat Courage in our Soldiers? Speak! what hope? 
Ped. As much as when Phyſicians ſhake their Heads, 
And bid their dying Patient think of Heav'n. 
Our VValls are thinly mann'd : our beſt Men ſlain: 
The reſt, an heartleſs number ſpent with watching, 
And harraſs d out with Duty. 
Bert. Good-night all then. : 
Fed. Nay, for my part, tis but a ſingle Liſe 
I have to loſe : PII plant my Colours down . 
In the mid-breach, and by em fix my Foot : 


Say a ſhort Soldiers Pray r, to ſpare the trouble 


Of my few Friends above: and then expect 
The next fair Bullet. 


Alph. Never was known a Night of ſuch diſtraction : 


' Noiſe ſo confus'd and dreadful : Juſtling Crowds, 


That run, and know not whither : Torches gliding, 
Like Meteors, by each other in the Streets. 

Ped. I met a reverend, fat, old, gouty Fryar : 
VVith a Paunch ſwoln ſo high, his double Chin 


Might reſt upon't: A true Son of the Church ; 


Freſh colour d, and well thriven on his Trade, 


Come puffing with his greaſie bald - pate Quire, 


And fumbling oer his Beads, in ſuch an Agony, | 
He told em falſe for fear: about his Neck 
There hung a VVench : the Label of his Function; 
VVhom he ſhook off, i'faith, methought, unkindly. 
It ſeems the holy Stallion durſt not ſcore _ 
Another Sin before he left the V Vorld. 
Enter a Captain. 

Capt. To Arms, My Lard; to. Arms; i -> 
From the Moors Camp the roiſe grows louder full: 
Ratling of Armour, Trumpets, Drums, and Ataballes ; 


And ſometimes Peals of Shouts that rend the Heav ns, 


Like Victory : then Groans again, and Howlings, 
Like thoſe of vanquiſh'd Men : But every Eccho / 


Goes fainter off; and dies in diſtant Sounds. 


Bert. Some falſe Attack: expect on t'other ſide : 


One to the Gunners on St. Jago's Towr ; bid 'em, for ſhame, 
Level their Cannon lower; On my Soul, 


Theyre all corrupted with the Gold of Bert, 


To carry over, and not hurt the Moor. 


Enter ſecond Captain. 

2, Capt. My Lord, here's freſh i 4 amy d: 
Our Army, led by Valiant 7. orriſmond, 
Is now in hot Engagement with the Moors ; "TO 
"Tis ſaid, within their Trenches. i ö 

Bert. 1 think all Fortune is reſerv'd for bim. 
He might have ſent us word though; 
And then we cou'd have favour'd his attempt 


Alph. It cou'd not be: 
VVe were fo cloſe block'd up that none coutd peep | 
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1 e Walls and live: But yet tis time 
| wg tis too late: I will not hazard it: 
On pain of Death, let no Man dare to Sally 
Ped. (afide.) Oh Envy, Envy, how it works within him! 
How now ! what means this Show? _ 
Alph. Tis a Proceſſion: 
The Queen is going to the great Cathedral 
To pray for our Succeſs againſt the Moors. Cr 
| Ped. Very good: She uſurps the Throne; keeps the old King in Priſon ; and, 
at the ſame time, is praying for a Bleſſing: Oh Religion and Roguery, how they 
go together! 


2 


4 Proc eſſton of Prieſts and Choriſters in white, with T, apers, 
follow d by the Queen and Ladies, goes over the Stage: 
the Choriſters finging. : 


Look down, ye bleſsd above, Iook down, 
Behold our weeping Matron's Tears, 
Behold our tender Virgin's Fears, 

And with ſucceſs our Armies crown. 


Look down, ye bleſs'd above, look down : ; 
Oh! ſave us, ſave us, and our State reſtore, 
For pity, pity, pity, we implore ; h 
For pity, pity, pity, we implore. 


5 | Fo he Proceſſion goes off ; and ſhout wit hin. 
Tech yues enter Lorenzo, who kneels to Alphonſo. Gs Og 
Bert. [to Alph.] A joyful Cry: and ſee your Son Lorenzo: 


Good news kind Heav'n ! — © 
Alph. [to Lorenzo.) O, welcome, welcome! Is the General ſafe? 
How near our Army? When ſhall we be ſuccourd 2 1 85 
Or, are we ſuccour'd? are the Moors remov d? f 
Anſwer theſe Queſtions firſt; and then, a thouſand more: 
Auer em chert. 5 | 
Lorenzo, Yes, when I have a thouſand Tongues, I will. 
The General's well: His Army too is fafe „ 
As Victory can make em: The Moors King 
Is ſafe enough, I warrant him, for one. 
At dawn of Day our General cleft his Pate, 
Spight of his woollen Night-Cap : a ſlight wound: 
Perhaps he may recover. SN 
Alph. Thou reviv'ſt me. Br en 
Ped. By my computation now, the Victory was gain'd before the Proceſſion 
1 for it; and yet it it will go hard, but the Prieſts will make a Mi- 
racle ont. VVV 5 . 
Lor. Mes, Faith; we came like bold intruding Gueſts ; 
And töbk em unprepar d to give us welcome: 
Their Scouts we kill d; then found their Body ſleeping : 
And as they lay confus d, we ſtumbl'd o'er ſem; 
And took what Joint came next; Arms, Heads, or Leggs ; 
Somewhat undecently : Bur when Men want Light 
They make but bungling work. 5 
Bert. Ill to the Queen, 
And bear the News. 55 
Ped. That's young Lorenzos duty. 
Bert. IIl ſpare his trouble — 
This Torriſmond begins to grow too faſt; + 
_ He muſt he mine, or ruind. Ide. 
Lor, Pedro a word: LW hiſper.” | | [ Exit Bertran. 
Aiph. How ſwift he ſhot away! I find it ſtung him, 
In ſpight of his diſſembling. b COL 
To Lorenzo. | How many ot the Enemy are ſlain ? 
Lor. Troth, Sir, we were in haſte; and cou'd not ſtay 
To ſcore the Men we kill d: But there they lie. 
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About Affairs relating to the publicæ . 
A ſeaſonable Girl, jult in the nick now: [zo Pedro] [Trumpets within, 


How he will be receiv'd ; I fear, but coldly : 


But Bertran has been taught the Arts of Court, 
'To gild a Face with Smiles; and leer a Man to ruin, 


De HE EE 


| Juſt as 1 prophecy'd.—: —— 


The lav ning Joy of Courtiers and of Dogs. 


ſelf in ſome blind Alley; and try if any courteous Damſel will think me worth 


It leaves the channel dry. 


OO: — 


Beſt ſend our Women out to take the tale; j e 
There's Circumciſion in abundance for em. [Turns to Pedro again, 
Alph. How far did you purſue em: e = 
Lor. Some ſew Miles. —— : —_ 
To Ped.) Good ſtore of Harlots, ſay you, and dog cheap? . ms 
Pedro, they muſt be had; and ſpeedily : 1 
Pve kept a tedious Faſt. L HMhiſper again. 
Alph. When will he make bs Entry : He deſerves 
Such Triumphs as were givn by ancient Rome: 
Ha, Boy, What ſay'ſt thou? : 
Lor. As you fay, Sir, that Rome was very ancient 
To Ped.] | leave the choice to you ; fair, black, tall, low : 
Let her but have a Noſe : and you may tell her 
I'm rich in Jewels, Rings, and bobbing Pearls 
Pluck'd from Moors Ears. 
Alph. Lorenzo ? 
Lor. Somewhat buſie 


Ped. Thear the General's Trumpets : Stand, and mark 


There hung a Cloud, methought, on Bertrans Brow. 
Lor. Then look to ſee a Storm on Torriſmond's - 

Looks fright not Men: the General has ſeen Moors, 

With as bad Faces; no diſpraiſe to Bertran's. 
Ped, Tas rumour in the Camp, he loves the Queen, ; 
Lor. He drinks her Health devoutly. | 


Alph. That may breed bad Blood twixt him and Bertran. 
Ped. Yes, in private: 


O here they come. 


Enter Torriſmond and Officers on one 7 +; : Bertran attended on the other. 
They embrace ; Bertran TO low. 


Lor. Death and Hell, he laughs at him: —in's Face too. 
Ped. O, you miſtake him: twas an humble Grin ; 


Lor. [LAſide.] Here are nothing but Lyes to be expected: 1 1 een go loſe my 


the finding. 
Alph. Now he begins to open. . 
Bert, Your Country refcu'd, and your Queen reliev'd ! 
A glorious Conqueſt; Noble 7 orriſmond. / 
The People rend the Skies with loud applauſe ; 
And Heav' n can hear no other Name but yours. 
The thronging Crowds preſs on you as you pals; 
And, with their eager Joy, make triumph flow. 
Tor. My Lord, I have no taſte | 
Of popular Applauſe; the noiſie Praiſe 
Of giddy Crowds, as changeable as Winds ; 
Still vehement, and ſtill without a Cauſe: 
Servants to Chance; and blowing in the ede 
Of ſwoln Succeſs ; but, veering with its ebb, 5 


L Exit Lorenzo 


Bert. So young a Stoick BEES, 
Torr. You wrong me, if you think T1l ſell one Tp” enen 


Within theſe Veins for Pageants : Nat let Hondt RS 
Call for my Blood; and ſluce it into ſtreams; ns e 
Turn Fortune looſe again to my purſuit ; :.. 8 
And let me hunt her through embattell'd F oes, e ene Re LS 
In duſty Plains, amidſt the Cannons roar, Weinen 
There Vill [ be the firſt. | a nn ent ene 
Bert. Ill try him farther F W 
Suppoſe 
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50 ſe E aſſembled States of Arragon 
Supe a Statue in 75 om _—_ . 5 
To Torriſmond, who freed his Natime 
Abb. [0 Pedro.) Mark how he ſounds ad bis him, to, fo 
The ſhallows of his Soul! 
Bert. The juſt Applauſe ; 
Of God-like Senates, is the ſtamp of Vertue, | 
Which makes it paſs unqueſtion'd ball my the world: 
Theſe Honours you deſerve; nor ſhall my; ſaffr 80 
Be laſt to fix em on you: If refus'd, 
You brand us all with black Ingratitude; b 
For times to come ſhall ſay, Our Spain, like now, 
= Negleas her Champions, after Noble Acts 
And lets their Laurels wither on their Heads. 
= Tor. A Statue, for a Battel blindly fought, 
Where Darkneſs and Surpriſe made Conqueſt cheap ! 
Where Virtue borrow'd but the Arms of Chance, 
And ſtruck a random blow! twas Fortune's work 3 
And Fortune take the praiſe. 
Bert. Vet Happineſs | 
Is the firſt Fame : Vertue without Succeſs, 
Is a fair Picture ſhown by an ill Light: 
But lucky Men are Favourites of Heaven: 
And whom ſhould Kings eſteem above Heaven's Darlings: 
The Praiſes of a young and beauteous Queen 
Shall crown your glorious Acts. 
Ped. [to Aiphonſe There ſprung the Mine. 
Tor. The Queen! that were a happineſs too great! = 
Nam'd you the Queen, My Lord: 
Bert. Ves: You have ſeen her, and you muſt « confeſs, 
A Praiſe, a Smile, a Look from her is worth 
The ſhouts of thouſand Amphitheater: | 
She, ſhe ſhall praiſe you; for 1 can oblige her: 
To morrow will deliver all her Charms 
Into my Arms; and make her mine for ever. 
Why ſtand you mute ? 
MM Tor. Alas! I cannot ſpeak. 
F Bert. Not ſpeak, My Lord! How were your Thoughts employ d: 
Tor. Nor can I think; or I am loſt in Thought. 
Bert, Thought of the Queen, perhaps? 
Torr. Why, if it were, 
Heavn may be thought on, though too high to elimb. 
Bort. O, now I find where your Ambition drives: : 
Lou ought not think of her. 4 
Tor. So I ſay too; | 
[ ought not: Madmen ought not to \ be 3 
But who can help his Frenzy ? 
Bert, Fond young Man! 
The wings of your Ambition muſt be ik: 
Your ſhame-fac'd Vertue ſhun' d the Peoples Praiſe, 
And Senates Honours : but tis well we know 
What price you hold your elf at: you have fought 
With ſome Succeſs, and that has ſeal'd your Pardon. 
Tor. Pardon from thee! O, give me patience, Heay'n ! 
Thrice vanquiſh'd Bertran; if thou dar'ſt, look out 
Upon yon ſlaughter d Hoſt, that Field of blood: 
There ſeal my Pardon, where thy Fame was loſt. 
Ped. He's SIE paſt redemption ! ._ 
Aph. Ito Tor.) Learn reſpect 
To the firſt Prince o'th' blood. 
Bert. O, let him rave! 0 
Fl not contend with Madmen. 
Tor. 1 have done: 


1 know twas Madneſs to declare this 8 
Vol. l. | Mr m 
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And yet 93 4 baſench to deny my Love. * 1 r bolder: 
Tis true, my hopes are vaniſhing as clouds; al n en Ster en & b. 
Lighter then Childrens bubbles blown by Winds : n W. e ob bottling 
My Merit's, but the raſh Reſults of Chance : . r 61} 
My Birth unequal : all the Stars againſt me: . 4:3 a ie 
Pow', Promiſe, Choice; the Living and the Dead : rb, Ties 
Mankind my Foes; and only Love to Friend: d ee, oedt 
But ſuch a Love, kept at ſuch awful Di ſtan ee. 
As, what it loudly dares to tell, a Rival, or or nee, 
Shall fear to whiſper there : Queens may be hh: TS. 0-64 tn 
And ſo may Gods; elſe, why are Altars rais'd > © 1 oe 
Why ſhines the Sun, but that he may be viewd? OO 

But, Oh! when he's too bright, if then we gaze, 


Tis but to weep ; and cloſe our Eyes in Darkneſs. th 1 Exit Torriſmona, 
Bert. Tis well: the Goddeſs ſhall be told, ſhe al, 4 3 n 
Of her new Worſhipper. I. Erit Bertran, 


Pedro. So, here's fine work! 

He has ſupply'd his only Foe with Arms 

For his Deſtruction. Old Penelope 's tale 

Inverted : H'has unravell'd all by Day, 

'That he has done by Night. — Wh Planet-ſtruck ! ! 
Alph. I wiſh were ; to be paſt ſenſe of this! 
Ped, Wou'd I had but a Leaſe of Life ſo long, 

As till my Fleſhand Blood rebell'd this way | 

Againſt our Sovereign Lady: mad fora Queen? 


With a Globe in one Hand, anda Scepter | int orher? 


Avery pretty Moppet! 
Alph. Then to declare his Madneſs to his Rival K 


His Father abſent on an Embaſſy: 


Himſelf a Stranger almoſt; wholly friendleſs 
A Torrent, rowling down a Precipice, 


Is eaſier to be ſtopt, then is his Ruin. 


Ped. "Tis fruitleſs to complain: haſt to the Gon 


Improve your Intereſt there, for Pardon from the —— 


Alph. Weak Remedies; 2 19 3115-00; rt K e en 
But all muſt be attempted. = 00TH Exit Alphonſo, 
Enter 1.orenzo. / 

Lor. Well, Iam the moſt unlucky Rogue! J have been ranging over half the 
Town; but have ſprung no Game. Our Women are worſe Infidels then the 
Moores : Itold em I was one of the Knight-Errants, that deliver'd them from Ra- 


viſhment: and I think in my Conſcience that's their Quarrel to me. 


Pedro. Is this a time for fooling 2 Your Couſin is run honourably Mad in Love 


with her Majeſty: He is ſplit upon a Rock; and you, who are in chaſe of Harlots, 


are ſinking | in the main Ocean. I think the Devil's in the Family. [Exit Pedro, 


Lorenzo folw. 
Lor. My Couſin ruin'd, ſays he! hum not that I wiſh my Kinſmans ruin; 


that were Unchriſtian : but it the General's Ruind, Iam Heir, there's Comfort 


for a Chriſtian. Money Il have, I thank the honeſt Moores for't ; but I want 2 
Miſtrets, I am willing to be Leud ; but the Tempter is wanting on his dart. 
Enter Elvira V eÞd. 


— will you not hear me: you Moore killer, you 


Elvira, Stranger! Cavalier- 


Lor. Meaning me, Madam: * 

Elvira, Face about , Man; you a Soldier, and afraia of he e 

Lor. 1 muſt confeſs, I did not expect to have been charg d firſt: 1 lee Souls will 
not be loſt for want of Diligence in this Devil's Reign: Ade — 

Zo her. Now; Madam Cynthia behind a Cloud; your will and Plealure with 
me 2? 

Elvira, You have the Appearance of a Cavalier; andif youare as: deſerving as 
you ſeem, perhaps you may not repent of your Adventure. If a Lady like you 
well enough to hold Diſcourſe with you at firſt Sight; you are Gentleman enough, 
I hope, to help her out with an Apology : and to lay the blame on Stars, or De- 
as A. ; or what you pleaſe, to excuſe the Frailt ty of a Woman. 

., O, 1 love an eaſie Woman: there s ſuch a doe to crack a thicllhll d 


1 
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Miſtreſs: we break our Teeth ; and find no Kernel. Tis generous in you to take 
pity on a Stranger; and not to ſufter him to fall into ill Hands at his firſt ar- 
rival. 


— 


me yet; and therefore I am confident you are Heart- whole. 

Lor. Not abſolutely flain, I muſt confeſs; but I am drawing on apace: you 
have a dangerous Tongue in your Head, I can tell you that; and if your Eyes 
prove of as killing Metal, there's but one way with me. Let me ſee you, for 
the ſafeguard of my Honour: tis but decent the Cannon ſhould be drawn down 
upon me, before 1 yield. 


Elv. What a terrible Similitude have you made, Colonel? to ſhew that you 
are inclining to the Wars: I could anſwer you with another in my Profeſſion: 


Suppole you were in want of Money; woud you not be glad to take a Sum up- 
on content in a ſcald Bag, without peeping ? but however; I will not ſtand 


Py 


with you for a ſample. | U Lifts up her Veil. 


Lor. What Eyes were there]! how keen their Glances! you do well to keep em 
veil'd ; they are too ſharp to be truſted out o'th' Scabbard. - 
Elv. Perhaps now you may accufe my forwardnefs ; but this Day of Jubilee is 


the only time of freedom J have had: and there is nothing ſo extravagant as 
a Priſoner, when he gets looſe a little, and is immediately to return into his 


Ferters. 5 . 

Lor. To confeſs freely to you, Madam, I was never in love with leſs than your 
whole Sex before; but now I have ſeen you, I am in the direct road of languiſh- 
ing and ſighing ; and, if Love goes on as it begins, for ought I know, by to 
Morrow Morning you may hear of me in Rhyme and Sonner. I tell you truly, 
do nor like theſe Symptoms in my ſelf ; perhaps I may go ſhufflingly at firſt ; 
for I was never before walk d in Trammels ; yet I ſhall dradge and moil at Con- 


WR tancy, till 1 have worn off the hitching in my pace. whe 


El. Oh, Sir, there are Arts to reclaim the wildeſt Men, as there to make 
Spaniels fetch and carry; chile em often, and feed em feldom : now I know 
your Temper, you may thank your felf if you are kept to hard meat : you are 
in for Years if you make love to me. 55 (86 
Lor. ] hate a formal Obligation with an Auno Domini at end on't ; there may 
be an evil meaning in the word Years, call'd Matrimony. . 
Elu. | can eaiily rid you of that Fear: I with I could rid my ſelf as eaſily of 
the Bondage. 5 7 5 . 
Lor. Then you are married? 9 
Elv. If a Covetous, and a Jealous, and an Old Man be a Husband. 
Lor. Three as good qualities for my purpoſe as I could wiſh: now love be 
rais d. ; | oo . 
bh Enter Elvira's Duenna, and whiſpers to her. 
Elv. | ajide.) If 1 get not home before my Husband, I ſhall be ruin'd. 


[ — to him. 


dare not ſtay to tell you where-———farewel——— cou'd I once more 
| [Exit Elvira. 


Lor. This is unconſcionable Dealing; to be made a Slave, and not know whoſe 


Livery I wear : —— Who have we yonder ? 
Enter Gomez, : 
By that ſhambling in his walk, it ſhould be my rich old Banker, Gomez, whom 1 
knew at Barcelona: As I live tis he —— - © | 
[To Gomez, | What, Old Mammon here? 
Com. How ! Young Beelzebub ! 


Lor. What Devil has ſet his Claws in thy Hanches, and brought thee hither 


to Sarageſſa 2 Sure he meant a farther Journey with thee. © 
Com. | always remove before the Enemy: when the Moors are ready to be- 


can. : 
Lor. That's but a /hair's breadth at fartleſtet. 
Com. Well, You have got a famous. Victory - all true Subjects are overjoy d 
at it: there are Bonfires decreed: and the Times had not been hard my Billet 
ne, e 49 420 ef Tara? 
Lor, I dare ſay for thee, thou haſt ſuch a reſpect for a ſingle Billet, thou 
would ſt almoſt have throumn on tliy ſelf to ſave it: thou art for ſaving every 
thing 'bat thy Soul. | es | N 
Yo HB; 


iicge one Town, I thitt quarters to the next: I keep as far from the Infidels as 


_— 
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Elv. You may have a better Opinion of me than I deſerve you have not ſeen 
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Com. Well, well, You'll not believe me generous, till I carry you to the . 
vern, and crack half a Pint with you at my own Charges. . 
Lor. No; Til keep thee from hanging thy ſelf for ſuch an extravagance: and 
inſtead of it, thou ſhalt do me a meer verbal courteſie: I have juſt now ſeen 2 

moſt incomparable young Lady. 3 1 1 5 
Com. Whereabout did you fee this moſt incomparable young Lady ? my Ming 
miſgives me plaguily. 3 Ad. 

Lor. Here, Man; juſt before this Corner-houſe: Pray Heaven it prove no 
Baudy-houſe. | 5 

Com. LAſide.] Pray Heaven he does not make it one. = 

Lor. What, doſt thou mutter to thy ſelf? Haſt thou any thing to ſay againſt 
the Honeſty of that Houſe ? | : 

Gom. Not I, Colonel, the Walls are very honeſt Stone, and the Timber very 
honeſt Wood, for ought I know. But for the Woman, I cannot ſay till I knoy 
her better: deſcribe her Perſon ; and, if ſhe live in this Quarter, I may give you 
tidings of her. 15 5 | 
Lor. She's of a middle Stature, dark colour'd Hair, the moſt bewitching leer 
with her Eyes, the moſt roguiſh Caſt ; her Cheeks are dimpled when ſhe Smiles, 
and her Smiles would tempt an Hermit. | 5 . 

Com. [ Afide. 1 am dead, I am buried, I am damn' d. Go on - Colonel 
have you no other Marks of her? J 

Lor. Thou haſt all her Marks; but that ſhe has an Husband; a jealous, cove- 
tous old Huncks : ſpeak ; canſt thou tell me news of her?: fb 5 

Com. Yes ; this News, Colonel; that you have ſeen your laſt of her. 
Lor. If thou help me not to the: knowledge of her, thou art a. circumciſed 

ew. | | | Fe | 
4 Gom, Circumciſe me no more than I circumciſe you, Colonel Hernando : once 
more you have ſeen your laſt of her. ed ce 145 

Lor. [aſide.) Tam glad he knows me only by that Name of Hernando, by which 
J went at Barcelona: now he can tell no Tales of me to my Father. 
Io him.] Come, thou wert ever good natur d, when thou could'ſt get byt 
Look here, Rogue, tis of the right damning colour: — thou art not Proof 2. 
gainſt Gold, ſure ! ——— do not I know thee for a covetous, — . 

Gm. Jealous, old Huncks: thoſe were the Marks of your Miſtreſs's Husband, 
as I remember, Colonel. 9 85 5 V 

Lor. Oh, the Devil! What a Rogue in underſtanding was I, not to find him 
out ſooner! „„ . . 

om. Do, do, look ſillily, good Colonel: tis a decent Melancholy after an 
abet 88 | 8 

Lor. Faith, not for that, dear Gomez ; but, 

Com. But —— no Pumping, my dear Colonel. 8 Ns 

Lor. Hang Pumping; 1 was —— thinking a little upon a point of Gratitude: 
ue two have been long Acquaintance ; I know thy Merits, and can make ſome 
Intereſt: go to; thou wert born to Authority: 11] make thee Alcaide, Mayor of 
Sarragoſſa. 35% mol. 1 „ 

Com. Satisfie your ſelf; you ſhall not make me what you think, Colonel. 
Lor. Faith but I will; thou haſt the Face of a Magiſtrate already. © 
om. And you would provide me with a Magiſtrate's Head to my Magiſtrate's 
Face; I thank you Colonel. a> Oe. e 
Lor. Come, thou art ſo ſuſpicious upon an idle Story — that Woman I ſaw, 
[ mean, that little, crooked, ugly Woman; for tother was a Lye ;——— is no 
more thy Wife : As Ill go home with thee, and fatisfie thee immediately, 
My dear Friend. e 3 1990 

Com. I ſhall not put you to that trouble: no not ſo much as a ſingle Viſit ; not 
ſo much as an Embaſiy by a civil old Woman; nor a Serenade of 7winkledum, 
 Twinkledum, under my V Vindows : Nay, I will adviſe you, out of my tenderne(s 
to your Perſon, that you walk not near yon Corner-houſe by Night; for to my 
certain knowledge, there are Blunderbufles planted in every Loop-hole; that go 
off conſtantly of their own accord, at the {queaking of a Fiddle, and the thrum- 
ming of a Ghittar. / Ee 7-1 3150 mt 4 ret 

Lor. Art thou ſo obſtinate }, then I denounce open VVar againſt thee : Ill de- 
moliſh thy Citadel by force: or, at leaſt, I'll bring my whole Regiment upon thee : 


1 


. 


4 


my thoutand Red Locuſts that ſhall devour thee in Free- Quarter. Farewel 
wrought Night- Cap. eee . Exit Lorenzo. 


| 
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6 Farewel Buff! f ree· Quarter for a Regiment of Red-Coat tells; I hop e 
to ſee em all in the Red-ſea fitſt! ——— But oh, this Jexabel of mine! III he 
a Phyſician that ſhall preſcribe her an Ounce of Camphire every Morning for her 
Breakfaſt, to abate Incontinency : ſhe ſhall never peep abroad, no, not to Church 
for Confeſſion ; and for never going, ſhe ſhall be condemn'd for a Heretick ; ſhe 
ſhall have Stripes by Troy weight; and Suſtenance by Drachms and Scruples: 
Nay, VI! have a Faſting Almanack printed on purpoſe for her uſe ; 4n which, 
No Carnival nor Chriſtmas ſhall appear ; | 
But Lents and Ember- weeks ſhall fill the Year. [Exit Gomez. 


A 2 T II. 
SC E NE, De Queen's Anti- Chamber. 


Alphonſo, Pedro. 


Alph. Hen ſaw you my Lorenzo ? 
Ped. I had a glimpſe of him; but he ſhot by me, 
Like a young Hound upon a burning Scent : | 
He's gone a Harlot-hunting. 
Alph, His foreign breeding might have taught him better. 
Ped. Tis that has taught him this. 
What learn our Youth abroad; but to refine 
The homely Vices of their native Land ? 
Give me an honel} home-ſ{pun Country-Clown, 
Of our own growth ; his dulneſs is but plain ; 
But theirs embroider'd : they are ſent out F os, 
And come back Fops. 
Alpb. You know what Reaſons urg d me; 
But now I have accompliſh d my Deſigns, 
I ſhou'd be glad he knew em: his wild Riots 
Diſturb my Soul; but they wou d ſit more cloſe, 
Did not the threaten d down- fall of our Houſe, 
In Torriſmond, o'erwhelm my private Ills. 
Enter Bertran attended; and whiſpering with a Courtier, aide. 
Bert. I wou'd not have her think he dar d to love her; 
I he preſume to own it, {he's fo proud 
He tempts his certain ruin. 
Alph. | to Ped.) Mark how diſdainfully he throws his Eyes on us. 
Our oy unpriſon'd King wore no ſuch Looks. 
Ped. O, wou'd the General ſhake off his Dotage to th! uſurping Queen, 
And re-inthrone good, venerable Sancho. 
Fl undertake, ſhou'd Bertran found his Trumpets, 
And 7orriſmond but whiſtle through. his Fi ingers, 
He draws his Army off. 
Alph. I told him fo: | 
But had an Anſwer louder than a Storm. i= tha 
Ped. Now Plague and Pox on his Smock- loyalty ! 3 
hate to ſee a brave bold Fellow ſotted, 
Made ſowre and ſenſleſs; turn d to Whey by Love: „„ 
A driveling Hero; fit for a Romance. 2 hy 
O, here he comes; what will their greeting be! 
Enter Torriſmond Nes Bertran and he meet + and alle. N 
Bert. Make way, my Lords, and let the Pageant paſs. 3 
Torr, I make my way where-c'er Lies my Foe: OTE ary. 
But you, my Lord, are "wy at a Retreat : V b 
1 have no Moors behind me. eee o N 
Bert. Death and Hell! e 
Dare to ſpeak thus when you come out again? 
Tor, Dare to provoke me thus, inſulting Man: e 
Euter Tereſa. eee 
Ter: My Lois Pon: are too loud ſo near the . Bk | 
You, Torriſmond, have much offended her: 
Tis her Command you inſtantly appear, 


„ 


—— 


* 
1 * 


Immediate Puniſhment. 


Hopes I have none; for I am all Deſpair: 
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To anſwer your Stheariour to the Prince. 
Exit Tereſa ; Bertran, 18:th his cen, follow ler. 
Torr. O Pedro, O Alphonſo, pity me! 
A Grove of Pikes po 
Whoſe poliſh'd Steel from far ſeverely ſhines, 
Are not ſo dreadful as this beauteous Queen. 
Alph. Call up your Courage timely to your aid: 
And, like a Lion preſs'd upon the Tolls, 
Leap on your Hunters : Speak your Actions boldly ; 
There is a time when modeſt Vertue 1s 
Allow'd to praiſe it felt. 
Ped. Heart, you were hot enough ; too hot, but now ; 
Your Fury then boil'd upward to a Foam : 
But fince this Meſſage came, you fink and ſettle ; 
As if cold Water had been pour'd upon you. 
Tor. Alas, thou know'ſt not what it is to love ! 
When we behold an Angel, not to fear, 
Is to be impudent : no I'm reſolv'd, 
Like a led Victim, to my Death III go; 
And, dying, bleſs the Hand that gave the blow. [Exeunt. 


The SCENE draws; and ſhews the Queen | * in State, Bertran 
landing next her : then Tereſa, Oc. 


She riſes, and comes to the Front. 


Qu. Lins [fo Bert.) I blame not you, my Lord, my e Will, 
Your own Deſerts, and all my People's Voice, 
Have plac'd you in the view of Sovereign Pow” r. 
But I wou'd learn the cauſe, why Torriſmondl, 
Within my Palace Walls, within my hearing, 
Almoſt within my ſight, aftronts a Prince 
Who ſhortly ſhall command him. 

Bert. He thinks you owe him more than you can pay ; 
And looks as he were Lord of Humane kind. 

Enter Torriſmond, Alphonſo, Pedro. Torriſmond bows low : then 


looks earneſtly on the Queen, and keeps at — 
Tereſa. Madam, the General. — 


Qu. Let me view him well. 
My Father ſent him early to the Frontiers; 
have not often ſeen him; if I did, 
He paſs'd unmark d by my unheeding Eves. 
But where's the fierceneſs, the diſdainful Pride; 
The haughty Port, the fery Arrogance 2? 
By all theſe Marks, this is not fure the Man. 
Bert. Let this is he who fill'd your Court with Tumult, 
Whole fierce Demeanour, and whoſe Inſolence 
The Patience of a God cou'd not ſupport. 
24. Name his Offence, my Lord, and he ſhall have 


Bert. Tis of fo high a nature, ſhou'd | ſpeak it, 
That my Preſumption then wou'd equal his. | 
Qu. Some one among you ſpeak. _ 
_ Ped. | Afide.] Now my Tongue itches. 
Qu. All dumb! on your Allegiance, Torriſmond, 
By all your hopes, I do command you, ſpeak. 
Tor. [kneeling] O ſeek not to convince me of a Crime 
Which I can ne er repent, nor can you pardon. 
Or if you needs will know it, think, oh think, 
That he, who thus commanded dares to ſpeak, 
Unleſs commanded, wou'd have dyd in ſilence, _ 
But you adjur'd me, Madam, by my . 


Friends I have none; for Friendihip follows Payour. | In 1.160% tt 
Deſert I've none ; for what I did, was : CCC 


* N A ; 1 1 * 1 10 3 7 
y 1 : t 4 0 
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2. Why do you pauſe ? proceed. 11 5 e ily 
Tor. As one condemn'd to leap a Precipice, 
VVho ſees before his Eyes the Depth below, 
Stops ſhort, and looks about for ſome kind Shrub „ 16 
To break his dreadful Fall. ſo 1 — _ | 204 
But whither am I going? if to Death, e 
He looks ſo lovely ſweet in Beauties emp, N * | 
He draws me to his Dart.—— I dare no more.. 
Bert. He's mad beyond the Cure of — e OT eee 
VVhips, Darkneſs, Dungeons, for this Inſolence--— 
Tor. Mad as 1 am, yet ! knd w When to bear 
94, Youre both too bold. You, 7. orriſmond, withdraw: | 
I'll teach you all whats owing to your Queen. ' 
For you, My Lord, 
The Prieſt to Morrow was to join our hands; * 
III try if J can live a Day without you. 4 
So, both of you depart ; and live in Peace, 
Alph. Who knows which way ſhe point 0 357 
Doubling and turning like a hunted Hare. © OO 


-_ 


Find ont the Meaning of her Mind who can. 


Ped. Who ever found a Woman's! backward and 1 


The whole Sex in every word. In my Conſcience when ſhe was getting, her 


Mother was thinking of a Riddle, [ Exeunt all but the Acer and Tereſa. 
94. Haſte, my Tereſa, haſte; and call him back. 
Tere. Whom, Madam: 


24, Him. i vo og} 
Tere. Prince Bertrand „ hd 9.3 
Qu. Torriſmond. 29k. 90 

There is no other He. 

Tier. {Afide.) A riſing Sun; 

Or I am much deceiv d. 


Qu. A change ſo ſwift, what Hoary did ever feel! | 
It ruſh'd upon me like a mighty Stream, 

And bore me in a Moment far from Shore. 
I've lovd away my ſelf: in one ſhort hour, 
Already am I gone an Age of Paſſion, 
Was it his Youth, his Valour, or Succeſs ? 

Theſe might perhaps be found in other Men. 
_ "Twas that reſpect ; that awful homage pay'd me; 
That fearful Love which trembled in his Eyes ; 
And, with a ſilent Earthquake, ſhook his Soul. 
But, when he ſpoke, what tender words he ſaid! 


o ſoltly, that, ae feather d Snow, 
They melted as they fell. 


Enter Tereſa, with Torriſmond. 
Tere. He waits your pleaſure. 


Qu. "Tis well; retire Oh Heavens, that I muſt ſpeak 
So diſtant from my Heart | [Afrde.. 


To'Tor.] How now! what boldneſs brings you back again? 
Tor. 1 heard twas your Command. 
Qu. A fond Miſtake, 

To credit ſo unlikely a Command. 


And you return full of the ſame Preſumption | 
T'afiront me with your Love? 


Tor. If tis Preſumption for a Wretch condemn d 
To throw himſelf beneath his Judge's feet: 
A Boldneſs, more than this, I never knew; 2 
Or, if I did, tas only to your Fes. 

.. You wou d inſinuate your paſt Services; rt | 
And thoſe, I grant, were great : but you confeſs 75 üb 8 
A Fault committed ſince, that cancels all. RATE f! Tas 

or. And who cou'd dare to dif ſavow hi Crime x: 
When that, for which he is accus'd 190 575 | 
oe bears about bam ſtill V 55 ies it.” 


Exit Tereſa, 
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My every Action ſpeaks my Yeart aloud. 125 KA 

But, oh, the madneſs of my high attempt 1 1 750 

Speaks louder yet! and all together cry, TEES ut 

I love, and I deſpair. 195 
Qu. Have you not heard, TNT 8 

My Father, with his dying Voice, bequeath'd 

My Crown and me to Bertran ? And dare you, 

A private Man, preſume to love a Queen? 
Tor. That, that's the Wound! I ſee you ſet ſo high, 

As no Deſert, or Services, can rec. 

Good Heav ns, why gave you me a Monarch's Soul, 

And cruſted it with baſe Plebeian Clay 00 

Why gave you me Deſires of ſuch extent, 

And ſuch a Span to graſp 'em ? Sure my Lot, 

By ſome o er-haſty Angel was miſplac'd 

In Fate's eternal Volume !— But I rave, | 

And, like a giddy Bird, in dead of Night, dee. 

Fly round the Fire that ſcorches me to deatu. 

Qu. Vet, Torriſmond, you've not ſo ill deſery'd, CES 


e. 
* 


Tor. 1 cannot, nay, I with not to be curd. 
24, | Afide.) Nor I, Heav'n knows! 

Tor. There is a Pleaſut ſure 
In being Mad, which none but Mad-men know ! 
Let me indulge it : let me gaze for ever ! 

And, ſince you are too great to be belov'd, 


Be greater, greater yet; and be adord. 


Ju. Theſe are the words which I muſt only hear 
From Bertran's Mouth; they ſhou'd diſpleaſe from you; 
I fay they ſhou d: but VVomen are ſo vain, 
To like the Love, though they deſpiſe the Lover. 

Yet, that I may not ſend you from my fight 


In abſolute deſpair——T pity you. 


| Tor. Am I then pity'd ! I have liv'd enough! 
Death, take me in this moment of my Joy ? 
But when my Soul is plung'd in long oblivion, 
Spare this one Thovght : let me remember Pity ; 
And ſo deceiv'd, think all my Life was bleſs d. 
Qu. What if I add a little to my Alms 2 
If that woud help, I cou'd caſt in a Tear 
To your Misfortunes. F 5 
or. A Tear! You have o erbid all my paſt Sufferings, 
And all my future too! : : 
Qu. Were I no Queen — 
Or you of Royal Blood „ | 
Zor. What have I loſt by my Fore-father's Fault 
Why was not I the Twenty th by deſcent 
From a long reſtive Race of droning Kings ? 
Love! What a poor Omnipotence haſt thou 
When Gold and Titles buy thee ? 
24. | Sighs.] Oh, my torture !— 
Lor. Might | preſume, but, oh, I dare not hope 
That Sigh was added to your Alms for mne! 
Lu. I give you leave to gueſs; and not forbid you 
To make the belt conſtruction for your Love. 
ze ſecret and diſcreet; theſe Faiery Favours 
Arc loſt when not conceal'd; provoke not Bertran, — 


Retire : I muit no more but this, Hope, Torri — [Exit Queen. 


Lor. She bids me hope; oh Heav'ns; ſhe pities me! 
And pity ſtill foreruns approaching Love; 
As Lightning does the Thunder! tune your Harps, 
Ye Angels, to that ſound ; and thou, my Heart, 
Make room to entertain thy flowing Joy. 
Hence all my Griefs, and every anxious Care 
One word, and one kind Glance, can cure deſpair. LEx. Tor. 


$47 


The Double Diſcovery. 


ff SCENE, 4 Chamber, 
A 7 able and Wine ſet out. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Lor. This may hit, tis more than barely poſſible : for Fryars have free ad- | | 

mittance into every Houſe. This Facobin, whom I have. ſent to, is her Confeſ- 

ſor ; and who can ſuſpect a Man of ſuch Reverence for a Pimp ? Fl try for 
1 once: Tl bribe him high: for commonly none love Money better than they 
who have made a Vow of Poverty. 
E Enter Servant. \ 
I Serv. There's a huge fat religious Gentleman coming up, Sir, he ſays he's but 
5 a Fryar, but he's big enough to be a Pope; his Gills are as role as a Turkey- 5 

Cock; his great Belly walks in ſtate before him like an Harbinger; and his 

gouty Legs come limping after it: Never was ſuch a Tun of Devotion ſeen. 

—_ Lor. Bring him in, and vaniſh. 1 wen 805 Exit Servant. 
EY Enter Father Domini. 1 
1 i: Welcome, 1 
1 Dom. Peace be here: I thought ] had been ſent for to a dy! ing Mad; to have 
_ fitted him for another World. | 
T1 Lor. No, Faith, Father, I was never for taking ſuch long fourneys Repoſe 
3 your ſelf, T beſeech you, Sir, if thoſe ſpindle Legs of yours will carry you to _— Ws 
YZ next Chair. 5 
5 Dom. | am old, I am infirm, I muſt confeſs, with faſting. 
3» Lor. Tis ſign by your wan Complexion, and your thin Jouls, barker 
#F Come to our better e : here 8 a Sovereign Remedy for old 
RH Age and Sorrow [ Drinks, 
B Dow. The looks of it are indeed alluring : Pll do Fore reaſon. 
„ Lor. Is it to your Palate, Father ? I Drinks, 
Z Dom. Second thoughts, they tay, are beſt : ri conſider of it once again. 
I 8 , . 
5 It has a moſt 8 war with it. „ 9 
1 Gad forgive me, I have forgotten to drink your Health, Son, I am not us d to be 4 
Y ſo unmannerly. L Drinks again. 
5 Lor. No, Ill be ſworn by what 1 ſee of you, you are not To the bot- 
© tom.-------] warrant him a true Church- man.. -Now, Father, to our bulineſs, 
IF tis agrecable to your Calling; I intend to do an act of Charity. 
3 Dom. And ] love to hear of Charity; ; tis a comfortable Subject. iF 
BZ Lor. Being in the late Battle, in great hazard of my Lite, 1 recommended my ' 
b Perſon to good St. Dominic. _—_ 
3 Dom. You cou'd not have pitch'd upon a better. : he's a | fare: Card: I never 5 
E knew him fail his Votaries. | | So 
. Lor. Troth I een made bold to firike up a Barga with ws that K I "(cap d - =o 
3 with Lite and Plunder, I wou'd preſent ſome Brother of his Order with Þart "of 1 
Y the Booty taken from the Infidels, to be employ'd in Chat itable Ules. 
3 Dom. There you hit him: St. Dominic loves Charity exceedingly : that Argu- 
I ment never fails with him. 
. Tor. The Spoils were mighty; AY | ſcorn to wrong him of-a F arthing. To 
. make ſhort my Story; I enquir'd among the Jacobins for an Almoner, and the ge- 
I neral Fame has pointed out your NEVER. as the Worthieſt Man: ------- here are 8 
I Fifty good Pieces in this Purſe. L 
3 Dom. How, kifty Pieces? tis too arch too much | in Conſcience. 
I Lor. Here; take em father. 
4 Dom. No, in troth, I dare not: do not t tempt n me to break my Vow of Poverty. 


Lor. If you are modeſt, 1 muſt force you: for Iam ſirongelt. 
Dom. Nay, if you compe| me, there'sno contending ; but will you ſet your ſtrength 
againft a decrepit, poor Old Man e ,, 
As I faid, tis too great a Bounty z: but St. Dominic ſhall owe you another ſcape 33 
Ill put him in mind of you. |, pe 
Lor. If you pleaſe, * we. will not trouble him rll the next Battle. But 
| you may do me a greater kindneſs, by conyeying my Prayers to a Female Saint. 
Dom. A Female Saint! good now . now, how your Devotions Jump with 
mine! I always lov'd the Female Saints. Pon OT, th on 
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— 


Lor. I mean a Female, Mortal, married- woman. Saint Look upon the Super- 
ſcription of this Note; you know Don Gomez his Wife. [Gives him a Letter 


Dow. Who, Donna Elvira? I think I have ſome reaſon : I am her Ghofty p,., 


8 N | 

Lor. I have ſome buſineſs of Importance with her, which I have comm nicateg 
in this Paper; but her Husband is ſo horribly given to be jealous.—— 

Dom. Ho, jealous 2 he's the very Quinteſlence of Jealouſie: he keeps no Male 
Creature in his Houſe : and from abroad he lets no Man come near her. 

Lor. Excepting you, Father. . 3 : 
Dom. Me, I grant you: I am her Director and her Guide in Spiritual Affairs. 
hut he has his Humours with me too: for t other Day he called me Falſe Apoſſle. 

Lor. Did he ſo ? that reflects upon you all: on my word, Father, that touches 
your Copy-hold. It you wou'd do a meritorious Action, you might revenge the 
Church's Quarrel.------My Letter, Father | 

Dom. Well, fo far as a Letter, I will take upon me: for what can I refuſe to 
a Man fo charitably given? | „ | 

Lor. If you bring an Anſwer back, that Purſe in your Hand has a twin-brother 
as like him as ever he can look: there are fifty Pieces lie dormant in it, for 
more Charities. 5 Eb 

Dom. That muſt not be: not a Farthing more upon my Prieſthood. — — 
But what may be the purport and meaning of this Letter; that I confeſs a little 
JJ 7 
Lor. No harm, I warrant you. : EE . 

Dom. Well, you are a charitable Man; and Ill take your word: my comfort 
is, I know not the Contents, and fo far I am blamelels. But an Anſwer you 
ſhall have; though not for the ſake of your fifty Pieces more: I have ſworn not 
to take them: they {hall not be altogether fifty: your Miſtreſs, —— for. 
give me that I ſhould call her your Miſtreſs, I meant Elvira, lives but at next 
Door ; I'll viſit her immediately : but not a word more of the Nine and forty 


Pieces. | | | 
Lor. Nay, I'll wait on you down Stairs. — Fifty Pounds for the Poſlage of 

a Letter! to ſend by the Church is certainly the deareſt Road in Chriſtendom. 
RO VV 1385 . Exeunt, 


SCENE, 4 Chamber. 


; Gomez, Elvira. 


Com. Henceforth I baniſh Fleſh and Wine: Ill have none ſtirring within theſe 
Walls theſe twelve Mom... 5 

Elv. I care not; the ſooner I am ſtarv'd the ſooner I am rid of Wedlock. 1 
ſhall learn the knack to faſt a Days; you have us'd me to faſting Nights al. 
ready. . . 8 

Com. How the Gipſey anſwers me ! Oh, tis a moſt notorious Hilding! 

Elv. | crying. ] But was ever poor innocent Creature fo hardly dealt with, for 
a little harmleſs Chat? ws 5 

Com. Oh, the Impudence of this wicked Sex! Laſcivious Dialogues are innocent 
with you! 5 „ 

2 Was it ſuch a Crime to enquire how the Battel paſs d? ; 

Gom. But that was not the buſineſs, Gentlewoman ;- you were not asking News 
of a Battel paſt; you were engaging lor a Skirmiſh that was to come. © 
E lv. An honeſt Woman wou'd be glad to hear, that her Honour was fafe, 
and her Enemies were ſlain. 5 : 5 
Com. CL in her Tone.] And to ask if he were wounded in your defence; and, 
in caſe he were, to offer your ſelf to be his Chirurgeon :— then you did not 
ucicribe your HRusband to him, for a covetous, jealous, rich old Huncks. i 

Elv. No, I need not: he deſcribes himſelt ſufficiently : but, in what Dream 
nn . . EE 

Com. You walk'd in your Sleep, with your Eyes broad open, at Noon of 
Day; and dreamt you were talking to the foreſaid purpoſe with one Colonel 
5 | | 

Elv. Who, dear Husband, Who? | 5 * 
Com. What the Devil have I faid 2 You would have farther Information, woud 
you ? . 3 os A rare 

Elv. No, but my dear little old Man, tell me now; that I may avoid him for 
your ſake. N e . 


6 * 
* 


* 


— 
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Com. Get you up into your Chatnber, Cockatrice ; and there immure your 
ſelf : be confin'd, I ſay, during our Royal Pleaſure : But, firſt, down on your 
Marrow-bones, upon your Allegiance; and make an acknowledgment of your 
Offences ; for I will have ample ſatisfaction. [alls her down. 

Elv. I have done you no Injury, and therefore I'll make you no Submiſſion: 
But Ill complain to my Ghoſtly Father. 

Com. Ay; there's your Remedy: When you receive condign Puniſhment, you 
run with open Mouth to your Confeſſor; that parcel of holy Guts and Garbiage ; 
he muſt chuckle you and moan you; but I'll rid my hands of his Ghoſtly Au- 
8 © thority one Day, and make him know he's the Son of a —— 
Enter Dominic.] ( fees him ) So; -— no ſooner conjure, but the Devil's in the 

Circle. a, N 

Dom. Son of a what, Don Gomez 2 

Gom. Why, a Son of a Church, I hope there's no harm in that, Father. 

Dom. 1 will lay up your words for you till time ſhall ſerve: and to Morrow 1 
enjoin you to Falt for Penance. _ CL : ; 

Gom. (Aſide.) There's no harm in that; ſhe ſhall faſt too: Faſting faves Mo- 
ney. | 
Dom. [to Elv.] What was 
unſeemly poſture ? e 

Gom, (Aſide.) O horrible! to find a Woman u 
unſeemly Poſture ; there's a Prieſt for you. 3 | 

Elv. | to Dom.] I wiſh, Father, you wou'd give me an opportunity of enter- 
_ taining you in private: I have ſomewhat upon my Spirits that preſſes me ex- 
ceedingly. . 5 . „„ = 
Dom. (Aſide.) This goes well: Gomez, ſtand you at diſtance, — farther yet, 
—-——— ſtand out of Ear-thot--—T have ſomewhat to ſay to your Wife in pri- 
vate. : 
Som. (Aſide.) Was ever Man thus Prieſt-ridden 2 wou'd the Steeple of his Church 
were in his Belly: I am ſure there's room for it. ROT ds 
Elv. I am aſham'd to acknowledge my Infirmities ; but you have bcen always 
an indulgent Father; and therefore I will venturezo — and yet I dare. not. 


Dom. Nay, it you are baſhful ; —if you keep your Wound from the knowledge 
of your Surgeon ; 7M (EOS, 


Av. You know my Husband is a Man in Years; but he's my Husband ; and 
therefore I ſhall be filent : but his Humours are more intolerable than his Age : 
he's grown ſo froward, ſo covetous, and ſo jealous, that he has turn d my Heart 
quite from him; and, if I durſt confeſs it, has forc'd me to caſt my Atections on 
another Man. ” | . 

Dom. Good: ———hold, hold; I meant abominable: 
be my Colonel. 1 i N Aſide. 

Elv. 1 have ſeen this Man, Father; and have incourag'd his Addreſſes: he's a 
young Gentleman, a Soldier, of a moſt winning Carriage; and what his Courtſhip 
may produce at laſt, I know not; but I am atraid of my own frailty. . 
Dom. (Afide.) Tis he for certain: — ſhe has fav'd the Credit of my Function, 
by ſpeaking firſt; now muſt I take Gravity upon me. . 1 

Com. (Aſide.) This whiſpering bodes me no good for certain; but he has me fo 

plaguily under the laſh, that I dare not interupt him. 5 5 | 
Dom. Daughter, Daughter, do you remember your Matrimonial Vow 2. 

Elv. Yes, to my ſorrow, Father, I do remember it: a miſerable Woman it has 
made me: but you know, Father, a Marriage Vow is but a thing of courſe, which 
all Women take when they wou'd get a Husband. . 3 
Dom. AVow is a very ſolemn thing: and 'tis good to keep it: but, not- 
withſtanding it may be broken, upon ſome occations.—— Have you ſtriven with 
all your might againſt this frailty ? | 

Elv. Yes, I have ftriven ; but I found it was againſt the Stream. Love, you 
know, Father, is a great Vow-maker ; but he's a greater Vow-breaker. 

Dom. Tis your Duty to ſtrive always: but, notwithſtanding, when we have 

done our utmoſt, it extenuates the Sin. 


Com. | can hold no longer. —— Now, Gentlewoman, y 


the reaſon that I found you upon your Knees, in that, 


pon her Knees, he ſays, is an 


pray Heaven this 


ou are conſeſſing your 


Enormities ; I know it by that liypocritical, down-caſt Look : enjoin her to fit 

bare upon a Bed of Nettles, Father; you can do no leis in Conſcience. 
Dom. Hold your peace; are you growing malapert ? will you force me to 

Val. II. | Nu 2 make 


* 
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make uſe of my Authority? your Wife's a well-diſpos'd and a vertuous La dy, k 
ſay it, In verbo Sacerdotis. . 


Elv. I know not what to do, Father 1 find my ſelf in a moſt deſperate Con. 


dition; and ſo is the Colonel for love of me. 

Dom. The Colonel, ſay you! I wiſh it be not the ſame young Gentleman | 
know: Tis a gallant young Man, I muſt. confeſs, worthy ot any Lady's love in 
Chriitendom ; in a lawful way I mean; of ſuch a charming Behaviour, ſo he. 
witching to a Woman's Eye; and furthermore, ſo charitably given; by all good 
Tokens, this muſt be my Colonel Hernando. 

Elv. Ay, and my Colonel too, Father: I am 
quainted with him 2. 5 7 

Dom. Acquainted with him! why he haunts me up and down: and I am afraid, 
it is for love of you: for he preſs'd a Letter upon me, within this Hour, to deliver 
to you: I confeſs, J receiv'd it, leſt he ſhou'd ſend it by ſome other; but with 
full refolution never to put it into your hands. ; . 

Elv. Oh, dear Father, let me have it, or I hall die. | | 

Gom, Whiſpering ſlill! A Pox of your cloſe Committee! I'll liſten Pm reſoly, 
| fleals nearer. 


over-joy'd; and are you then ac. 


Dom. Nay, If you are obſiinately bent to ſee it, -— uſe your diſcretion ; but 


for my part, I wath my hands on't.—- what make you liſtning there? get farther 
olf; ] preach not to thee, thou wicked Eves-dropper. | 
Ele. Tl kneel down, Father, as if I were taking Abſolution, if you'll but pleaſe 
to {land before me. i | | 


Dom. At your peril be it then, I have told you the ill Conſequences, & lite. 


ravi animam meam. Y our Reputation is in danger, to fay nothing of your 


Soul. Notwithſtanding, when the Spiritual means have been apply'd, and fails: 
in that caſe, the Carnal may be us d. — You are a tender Child, you are; and 
muſt not be put into Deſpair : your Heart is as ſoft and melting as your Hand. 


He ſtrokes her Face; takes ter by the hand; and gives the Letter, 


Com. Hold, hold, Father; you go beyond your Commiſſion: Palming is always 
held foul play amongſt Gameſters. ee, „„ 
Dom. I hus, good Intentiony are miſconſtrued by wicked Men: you will never 
be warn d, till you are Excommunicate. N 
Gom. | Aſide.] Ah, Devil on him; there's his hold! If there were no more in 
Ex communication than the Church's Cenſure, a Wiſe-Man would lick his Conſci- 


ence whole with a wet Finger: but, if I am Excommunicate, Iam Outlaw'd; and 


then there's no calling in my Money. | En 

El. | riſe. ] I have read the Note, Father, and will ſend him an Anſwer im- 
mediately ; tor I know his Lodgings by his Letter. 8 4 

Dom. J underſtand it not, for my part; but I wiſh your Intentions be honeſt, 

Remember, that Adultery, though it be a ſilent Sin, yet it 1s a crying Sin allo, 


Nevertheleſs, If you believe alſolutely he will die, unleſs you pity him: to fave a 


Man's Life is a point of Charity; and actions of Charity do alleviate, as I may 


ſay, and take off from the Mortality of the Sin. Farewel, Daughter. Gomer, 
_ cheriſh your vertuous Wife; and thereupon I give you my Benediction. | Going, 


Com. Stay; Ill conduct you to the Door, — that I may be ſure you ileal 
nothing by the way. Fryars wear not their long Sleeves for nothing. 
Oh, tis a Judas Iſcariot. | 15 Exit after the Fryar. 


Elv. This Fryar is a comfortable Man ! He will underſtand nothing of the Bu- 
ſineſs; and yet does it all. 5 


Pray Wives and Virgins, at your time of need, | 
For a True Guide, of my Good Father's breed. | 
{ Exit Elvira, 
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The Donble Piſcover n. 27 


A E 
SCENE, The Street 


Lorenzo, in Fryars habit, meeting ok 


Lor. NNather Dominic, Father Dominic ; Why in ſuch haſte Man 
Dom. It ſhou'd ſeem a Brother of our Order. 

Lor. No, Faith, 1 am only your Brother in — my Holineſs, like yours 
is meer out-ſide. 

Dow. What! my noble Colonel in Metamorphoſis ! On what occaſion are you 
transform'd ? | 

Lor. Love ; Almighty Love; that which turn'd Jupiter into a Town- Bull, has 
Ne me into a Fryar : l have had a Letter irom OY in ant wer to that 
ſent by y * 

Dom. You f ſee ! have deliver'd my Meſſage faithfully : I am a Fryar of Honour 
where I am engag d. 

Lor. O, I underſtand your Hint: the other Fifty Pieces are ready to be con- 
demn'd to Charity. 

Dom. But this Habit, Son, this Habit 

Lor. Tis a Habit that in all Ages has been friendly to ) Fornication : You have 


begun the Deſign in this Cloathing, and I'll try. to accompliſh it. The Husband 


is abſent ; that evil Counſellor is remov'd; and the Sovereign iS Ly diſpos d 
to hear my Grievances. 

Dom. Go to; go to; I find odd C ounſel is but thrown away upon you : Fare- 
you-well, fare-y ou-well, Son! ah 
Lor. How! Will you turn Recreant at the laſt caſt? You muſt along to coun- 
tenance my undertaking: We are at the Poor Man. 

Dom. Well, I have thought on't; and I will not go. 

Lor. You may ſtay, Father; but no F ifty Pounds without it-: that was only pro- 
mis d in the Bond: but the Condition of this Obligation is ſuch, That if the above- 

named Father, Father Dominic, do not well and faithfully perform — | 

Dom. Now I better think on t, I will bear you company; for the Reverence of 
my Preſence may be a curb to your Exorbitancies. | 

Lor. Lead up your Myrmidon, and enter. PE | [Exeunt. 

Enter Elvira, in her Chamber. 

Elv. He'll come, that's certain : young Appetites are ſharp ; and ſeldom need 
twice bidding to ſuch a Banquet! ———well ; if 1 prove frail, as J hope I ſhall 
not, till I have compaſs'd my Deſign ; never Woman had ſuch a Husband to pro- 
voke her, ſuch a Lover to allure her, or ſuch a Confeſſor to abſolve her. Of 

what am I afraid then? not my Conſcience, that's ſafe enough; my Ghoſtly Fa- 
ther has given it a Doſe of Church Opium, to lull it: well, for ſoothing Sin, Fil 
ſay that for him, he's a Chaplain for any Court in Chriſtendom. 

Enter Lorenzo and Dominic. 

O, Father Dominic, what News? How, a Companion with you ! What Game 
have you in hand, that you hunt in Couples? 

Lor. [lifting up ' his Holl Il ſhew you that immediately. 

Elv. O, my Love 

Lor. My Life 

Elv. My Soul! | [7 hey knees 5 

Dom. I am taken on the ſudden with a grievous ſwimming, in my Head, and 
ſuch a Miſt before my Eyes, that I can neither hear nor fee. 

Elv. Stay, and I'll fetch you ſome comfortable Water. 8 : 

Dom. No, no; nothing but the open Air will do me good. III take a turn in 
your Garden: but remember that [ truſt you both, and do not wrong my good 
Opinion of you. LExit Dominic. 

Elv. This is certainly the Duſt of Gold which you have thrown in the good, 
Man's Eyes, that on the ſudden he cannot ſee : for WJ Mind miſgives me, this 
Sickneſs of his is but Apocryphal ! g 

Lor. Tis no Qualm of * ll be ſworn: you ſee, Madam, tis Intereſt 
governs all the World: he preaches againſt Sin; why ? becauſe he gets by't: he 
holds his Tongue; why 2 becauſe ſo much more is bidden for his ſilence. 


Elv. And fo much for the F "Yar. 426 Vl 
| ES 7. 


— — 


— =, 


Lor. Oh, thoſe Eyes of yours reproach me juſtly: that 1 neglect the Subject 


which brought me hither, i 

Elv. Do you conſider the hazard I have run to fee you here? if you do, me. 
thinks it ſhou'd inform you, that I love not at a common rate. 

Lor. Nay, if you talk of conſidering, let us conſider why we are alone. Do 
you think the Fryar left us together to tell Beads? Love is a kind of penurious 
God, very niggardly of his opportunities, he muſt be watch d like a hard-hearteg 
Treaſurer, for he bolts out on the ſudden, and, if you take him not in the nick 
he vaniſhes in a twinkling. . NIE . 

Elv. Why do you make ſuch haſte to have done loving me? You Men are 2 
like Watches, wound up for ſtriking Twelve immediately; but, after you are fi. 
tisfied, the very next that follows is the ſolitary ſound of a ſingle One. 

Lor. How, Madam! Do you invite me to a Feaſt, and then preach Abgj. 
nence? e ek 
 Elv. No, I invite you to a Feaſt where the Diſhes are ferv'd up in order: 


you are for making a haſty Meal, and for chopping up your Entertainment, like 


an hungry Clown : truſt my management, good Colonel; and call not for your 
Deſert too ſoon : believe me, that which comes laſt, as it is the ſweeteſt, ſo it 


cloies the ſooneſt, 


Tar. | perceive, Madam, by your holding me at this diſtance, that there & 


| ſomewhat you expect from me: what am I to undertake or ſuffer e're ] can be 


happy? 5 „ 
Elu.] muſt firſt be ſatisfied that you love me. 
Lor. By all that's Holy : By theſe dear Eyes. 
Elv. Spare your Oaths and Proteſtations; I know you Gallants of the time have 
a Mint at your Tongues end to coin them. „„ 
Lor. You know you cannot marry me: but, By Heavens, if you were in 1 
conditton—— —_ | 9 . | OY 
Elv. Then you would not be fo prodigal of your Promiſes, but have the feat 


of Matrimony before your Eyes: in few words, if you love me as you- profeſs, 
deliver me from this Bondage, take me out of Egyyt, and I'll wander with you as 


far as Earth, and Seas, and Love can carry us. 95 

Lor. I never was out at a mad Frolick, though this is the maddeſt I ever under- 
took ; have with you, Lady mine ; I take you ar your word ; and, if you are for 
a merry Jaunt, Ill try for once who can foot it fartheſt : there are Hedges in 
Summer, and Barns in Winter to be found: 1, with my Knapfack, and you, with 
your Bottle at your Back: we'll leave Honour to Madmen, and Riches to Knaves; 
and travel till we come to the ridge of the World, and then drop together into 
the next. TR 

Elv. Give me your Hand, and ſtrike a Bargain. 5 

10 I. Ae takes her Hand, and kiſſes i. 

Lor. In ſign and token whereof the Parties interchangeably, and fo forth 
when ſhould I be weary of ſealing upon this ſoft Wax? | N 

Elv. O, Heavens! I hear my Husband's Voice. 

N £0 , 
6Gom. Where are you, Gentlewoman? theres ſomething in the Wind I'm ſure, 

becauſe your Woman would have run up Stairs before me: but I have ſecur d her 
below with a Gag in her Chaps — now, in the Devil's name, what makes this 
Fryar here again? Ido not like theſe frequent Conjunctions of the Fleſh and Spi- 
rit ; they are boding. . 

Elv. Go hence, good Father; my Husband, you ſee, is in an ill Humour; and 


I would not have you witneſs of his Folly. Lorenzo going. 


Som. | running to the door. By your Reverence's favour, hold a little, | mult ex- 
amine you ſomething better before you go: Hi day; who have we here? Father 


Dominic is ſhrunk in the wetting two Yards and a half about the Belly: what are 
become of thoſe two Timber-logs that he us'd to wear for Legs, that ſtood ſtrut- 


ing like the two black Poſts before a Door ? I am afraid tome bad Body has been 
ſetting him over a Fire in a great Cauldron, and boil'd him down halt the quan- 
tity tor a Receipt : this is no Father Dominic, no huge over-grown Abby-lubber; 
this is but a diminutive ſucking Fryar : as ſure as a Gun now, Father Dominic has 
been ſpawning this young, ſlender Antichriſt. 3 

Elv. [Aſide] He will be found; there's no prevention. 


Com. Why does he not ſpeak 2 What! Is the Fryar poſſeſs d with a dumb Devil? 
e El. 


If he be, I ſhall make bold to conjure him. 
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© : The Double Diſcovery. 


Elv. He's but a Novice in his Order, and is injoin'd Silence for a Penance. 
Com. A Novice, quoth a; You would make a Novice of me too, if you could : 
bur, What was his buſineſs here? Anſwer me that, Gentlewoman, anſwer me 
. What ſhou d it be, but to give me ſome Spiritual Inſtructions: 75 
Com. Very good; and you are like to edifie much from a dumb Preacher ; this 
will not paſs; | muſt examine the Contents of him a little cloſer ; O thou Con- 
feſſor! confeſs who thou art, or thou art no Fryar of this World. 
Lie comes to Lorenzo, who ſtruggles with him; his Habit flies open; 
vo, and diſcovers a Sword: Gomez ſtarts back, 
As 1 live, this is-a manifeſt Member of the Church Militant. 
Lor. [Afide.) 1 am diſcoverd; now Impudence be my Refuge ——- Yes, 
Faith tis I, honeſt Gomez, thou ſeeſt I uſe thee like a Friend; this is a familiar 
Viſit. = 


Gom. What ! Colonel Hernando turn'd a Fryar ! who could have ſuſpected you 


3 


279 


ee 


for ſo much Godlineſs? 
Lor. Een as thou ſeeſt, I make bold here. be 1 
Com. A very frank manner of proceeding ; but 1 do not wonder at your Viſit, 
after ſo friendly an Invitation as I made you; marry, I hope you will excuſe the 
Blunderbuſſes for not being in readineſs to ſalute you; but let me know your 
Hour, and all ſhall be mended another time. 8 roi od 
Lor. Hang it; I hate ſuch ripping up of old unkindneſs ; I was upon the Frolick 
this Evening, and came to viſit thee in Maſquerade. . 5 
| Gom. Very likely; and not finding me at home, you were forc'd to toy away 
an hour with my Wife, or ſo. 8 e 3 
Lor. Right: thou ſpeak'ſt my very Soul. CE ĩð gs 
Gem. Why, am not I a Friend then, to help you out? you wou'd have been 


fumbling half an hour for this Excuſe——- but, as I remember, you promis d 


to ſtorm my Citadel, and bring your Regiment of Red Locuſts upon me for Free- 
Quarter : 8 Colonel, by your Habit, there are Black Locuſts in the World as 
welt as Rea. + ©. TT - 


_ 'Etv. LAſide.] When comes my ſhare of the reckoning to be call d for? 


Lor. Give me thy Hand; Thou art the honeſteſt, kind Man; I was reſolv'd I | 


 woud not out of thy Houle till I had ſeen thee. 


Com. No, in my Conſcience, if I had ſtaid abroad till Midnight. But, Colo- 


nel, you and I ſhall talk in another Tone hereafter ; I mean, in cold Friendſhip, 


at a Bar, before a Judge, by the way of Plantiff and Defendant ; your Excules 


want {ome Grains to make em Currant : hum and ha will not do the buſineſs--— 


there's a modeſt Lady of your Acquaintance, ſhe has ſo much Grace to make 


none at all, but ſilently to confeſs the Power of Dame Nature working in her Bo- 
dy to Youthful Appetite. wg 


Elv. How he got in I know not, unleſs it were by virtue of his Habit. 


Gom. Ai, al, the Vertues of that Habit are known abundantly. 
Elv. 1 cqud not hinder his entrance, for he took me unprovided. 

- Gom, To reſiſt him. CE. RL 
Elv. I'm ſure he has not been here above a quarter of an hour. 


Com. And a quarter of that time wou'd have ſerv'd the turn: O thou epitome 


of thy vertuous Sex! Madam Meſſalina the Second retire to thy Apartment: 1 
have an Aſſignation there to make with thee. | : 9 5 


Elv. I am all Obedience — Exit Elvira. 


Lor. | find, Gomez, you are not the Man I thought you: we may meet before 
we come to the Bar, we may, and our Differences may be decided by other Wea- 
pons then by Lawyers Tongues ; in the mean time, no ill treatment of your 
Wife, as you hope to die a natural Death, and go to Hell in your Bed: Bilbo is 
the word, remember that, and tremble —— — I He's going out. 
1 : N Enter Dominic. . 8 : 
Dom. Where is this naughty Couple? where are you, in the name of Good- 
neis? my Mind miſgave me; and I durſt truſt you no longer with your ſelves ; 
here will be fine work, I'm afraid, at your next Confeſſion. 

Lor. [Aſide.] The Devil is punctual, I ſee, he has paid me the ſhame he ow'd 
me; and now the Fryar is coming in for his part too. 5 
Dom, ¶ ſeeing Gom.] Bleſs my Eyes! what do Flee ? 


Com. Why; you ſee a Cuckold of this honeſt Gentleman's making: I thank 
him for his pains, 1 5 e 8 


Dom. 
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Dom. 1 confeſs 1 am aſtoniſh'd! | aj 

Com. What, at a Cuckoldom of your own contrivance ! your Head - piece and 
his Limbs have done my buſineſs. —— Nay, do not look fo ſtrangely, remeg... 
ber your own words, Here will be fine work at your next Confeſſion: What 
naughty Couple were they whom you durſt not truſt together any longer: When 
the hypocritical Rogue had truſted em a full quarter of an Hour; and, by the 
way, Horns will ſprout in leſs time than Muſhrooms. _ 

Dom. Beware how you accule one of my Order upon light ſuſpicions : the 
naughty Couple that I meant, were your Wife and you, whom ] left together 
with great Animoſities on both ſides : now, that was the occaſion, mark me Gomes 
that I thought it convenient to return again, and not to truſt your enraged Spi 
rits too long together: you might have broken out into Revilings and Matrimo- 
nial Warfare, which are Sins; and new Sins make work for new Confeſſions. 

Lor. LAſide.] Well ſaid, I faith, Fryar; thou art come oft thy ſelf, but Poor 
J am lett in Limbo. | 
Cum. Angle in ſome other Ford, good Father, you ſhall catch no Gudgeong 
here: look upon the Priſoner at the Bar, Fryar, and inform the Court what yw Ml 
know concerning him; he is arraign'd here by the name of Colonel FHernandy, | 

Dem. What Colonel do you mean, Gomez 2 I fee no Man, but a Reverend 
Brother of our Order, whoſe Profeſſion J honour, but whoſe Perſon I know not, 
as I hope for Paradiſe. 5 2 

Com. No, you are not acquainted with him, the more's the pity ; you do not 
know him, under this Diſguiſe, for the greateſt Cuckold-maker in all Spain, 

Dam. O Impudence! O Rogue! O Villain! Nay, if he be ſuch a Man, my 
Fiphteous Spirit riſes at him! Does he put on Holy Garments for a cover-ſhame 
of Les dnels? 3 ; 

Gem. Yes, and he's in the right on't, Father; when a ſwindging Sin is to be 
committed, noihing will cover it fo cloſe as a Fryar's Hood: for there the Devil + 
plays at Bo-peep, puts out his Horns to do a Miſchief, and then ſhrinks em back 1 
for ſafety, like a Snail into her Shell. 355 1 

Lor. | Afide.) It's beſt marching off while I can retreat with Honour; there's 
no truſting this Fryar's Conſcience ; he has renouncd me already more heartily 
than er he did the Devil, and is in a fair way to proſecute me for putting on 
theſe Holy Robes: this is the old Church-trick, the Clergy is ever at the bottom 
of the Plot, but they are wiſe enough to flip their own Necks out of the Collar, 
and leave the Laity to be fairly hang d for it — of Exit Lorenzo. 

Gem, Follow your Leader, Fryar ; your Colonel is troop'd off, but he had not 
cone ſo caſily, it I durſt have truſted you in the Houſe behind me; gather up 
\ our gouty Legs, 1 fay, and rid my Houle oi that huge Body of Divinity. 

Dom. J expect ſome Judgment ſhou'd fall upon you for your want of Reverence 
to your Spiritual Virector : Slander, Covetouſneſs, and Jealouſie, will weigh thee 
down. Oe | | eo X 
Com. Put Pride, Hypocriſie, and Gluttony, into your Scale, Father, and you 
hall weigh againit me: nay, and Sins come to be divided once, the Clergy puts 
in for nine Farts, and ſcarce leaves the Laity a tythe. fry 
Dam. How dar it thou reproach the Tribe of Levi? 

Com. Marry, becauſe you make us Lay-men of the Tribe of Hachar: you 
make Alles of us to bear your Burthens: when we are Young you put Paniers up- 
on us, with your Church-difcipline ; and, when we are grown up, you load us 
with a Wile: alter that, you procure for other Men, and then you load our 
Wives too; a fine phraſe you have amongſt you to draw us into Marriage, you 
call it Settling of a Man; juit as when a Fellow has got a found knock upon the 
Head, they ſay he's ſettled: Marriage is a ſettling Blow indeed. They ſay every 
thing in the * orld is good for tomething, as a Toad, to fuck up the Venom of the 
Earth ; but { never knew what a Fryar was good for till your Pumping ſhow'd me. 

Dom. Thou thalt anſwer for this, thou Slanderer, thy Ollences be upon thy 
Head. — . Re OT OS i Mee bow rg 27 

Com. I believe there are ſome Offences there of your planting. Exit Dominic. 
Lord, Lord, that Men hould have ſenſe enough to ſet Snares in their Warrens to 
catch Pole-cats and Foxes, and yet 5 5 8 

Want Wit, a Prieſt-trap at their Door to lay, 
For holy Vermin that in Houſes prey. 
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(Exit Gomez. 
. SCENE, 
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I here fought my Torriſmond. 


8 


” The Double Diſcovery. 


_ 


SCENE, A BedChmben 
Queen, Tereſa. 


Ter. You are not what you were ſince Yeſterday : 
Your Food forſakes you, and your needful reſt : 
You pine, you languiſh, love to be alone ; 

Think much, ſpeak little ; and, in ſpeaking, ſigh. 
When you ſee Torriſmond, you are unquiet ; 

But when you ſee him not, you are in pain. 
1 Auen. O, let em never love, who never tryd! 
= They brought a Paper to me to be ſign'd; 

S Thinking on him, I quite forgot my Name; 

And writ, for Leonora, Torriſmond, 

I went to Bed, and to my ſelf I thought, 

That I wou'd think on Torriſmond no more: 
Then ſhut my Eyes; but cou'd not ſhut out him. 

I turn'd; and try'd each corner of my Bed, 


BE To find if Sleep were there, but Sleep was loſt. 


Fev'riſh, for want of Reſt, I riſe, and walk'd ; 

And, by the Moon-ſhine, to the Windows went; 
There, thinking to exclude him from my Thoughts, 
I caſt my Eyes upon the neighbouring Fields 
And, ere I was aware, ſigh'd to my ſelf, 

Ter. What hinders you to take the Man you love: 
The People will be glad, the Soldier ſhout ; 

And Bertran, though repining, will be awd. 

Au. | fear to try new Love, 

As Boys to venture on the unknown Ice, 
That crackles underneath 'em, while they ſlide. 
Oh, how ſhall I deſcribe this growing ill! 
Betwixt my Doubt and Love methinks I ſtand 
Alt'ripg, like one that waits an Ague fit; 

And yet, wou'd this were all! 

Ter. What tear you more ? 5 

Au. I am aſham'd to ſay, tis but a fancy. 
At break of Day, when Dreams, they ſay, are true, 

A drouzie Slumber, rather than a Sleep a 
Seiz'd on my Senſes, with long Watching worg: 
Merhought I ſtood on a wide River's Bank, 

Which 1 mutt needs o'erpaſs, but knew not how: 
When, on a ſudden Torriſmond appear'd, 

Gave me his Hand, and led me lightly o'er; 
Leaping and bounding on the Billows heads, 

Till fately we had reach'd the farther Shore. 

Ter. This Dream portends ſome ill which you ſhall "cape. 
Wou'd you ſee fairer Viſions Take this Night 

Your Torriſmond within your Arms to ſleep: 
And, to that end, invent ſome apt pretence 
To break with Bertran : 'twould be. better yet, 
Cou'd you provoke him to give you th' occaſion, 

And then to throw him off. 5 

3 Enter Bertran at a dqtance. 

Qu. My Stars have ſent him 
For, ſee he comes: how gloomily he looks ! 

If he, as I ſuſpect, have found my Love, 
His Jealouſie will furniſh him with Fury, 
And me with means to part. 

Bert. | Afide.) Shall I upbraid her > Shall I call her faife ? 
If ſhe be falſe, tis what ſhe moſt deſires. | 
My Genius whiſpers me, Be cautious, Bertraw ! 
Thou walk ſt as on a narrow Mountain's neck, 

A dreadful height, with ſcanty room to tread. 

A | OG 
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Qu. What Bus'neſs have you at the Court, my Lord? e 
Bert. What Bus'neſs, Madam: | — == 
Au. Yes, my Lord, What Bus neſs? . 

'Tis ſomewhat ſure of weighty Conſequence 

That brings you here ſo often and unſent for. 

Bert. [ Afide.] Tis what 'I fear'd, her words are cold enough 

To freeze a Man to death. _— May I preſume 

To ſpeak, and to complain ? 

Qu. They who complain to Princes think *em tame : 

What Bull dare bellow, or, what Sheep dares bleat, 

Within the Lion's Den? 

Bert. Yet Men are ſuffer'd to put Heav'n in mind 
Of promis d Bleſſings, for they then are Debts. 

Eu. My Lord, Heav'n knows its own time when to give; | 1 
But you, it ſeems, charge me with breach of Faith. . | 1 

Bert. IJ hope I need not, Madam: | 
But as when Men in Sickneſs lingring lie, 

They count the tedious Hours by Months and Years ; 

So every Day deferr'd to dying Lovers 

Is a whole Age of pain. 

Qu. What if I ne'er conſent to make you mine? 
My Father's Promiſe ties me not to time; 
And Bonds, without a Date, they ſay, are void. 
Bert. Far be it from me to believe you bound: 
Love is the freeſt motion of our Minds: 
O, cou'd you ſee into my ſecret Soul, 1 

There you might read your own Dominion doubled, Fl 

Both as a Queen and Miſtreſs : if you leave me, #1 

Know I can die, but dare not be diſpleasd. = 1 

Qu. Sure you affect Stupidity, my Lord, „„ = 

Or give me cauſe to think, that when you loſt a MM 

Three Battels to the Moors, you cy ſtood 

As unconcern'd as now. 

Bert. 1 did my beſt; 

Fate was not in my power. 

Au. And with the like tame Gravity you ſaw 
A raw young Warriour take your batled work, 

And end it at a Blow. , 

Bert. Lhumbly take my leave; but they who blaſt 

Your good Opinion of me, may have cauſe 

To know I am no Cow ard. [A2 is going. 
Qu. Bertran, ſtay ; Fo 

LAlide.] This may produce ſome diſmal Conſequence 

To him whom dearer than my Life I love. 

[7o him.] Have I not manag'd my contrivance well, 

To try your Love, and make you doubt of mine? 

Bert. Then was it but a trial? 

Methinks I ſtart as from ſome dreadful Dream; 

And often ask my ſelf, if yet I wake. 

[4/ide. This turns too quick to be without Deſign; 

PII! ſound the bottom of 't ere I believe. 

Au. 1 find your Love; and wou d reward it too, 

But anxious Fears ſollicit my weak Breaſt: 

I fear my People's Faith: 

That hot-mouth'd Beaſt that bears againſt the — 

Hard to be broken even by lawful Kings ; 

But harder by Uſurpers: 

Judge then, my Lord, with all theſe Cares oppreſt, 

If |” can think of Love. 

Bert. Believe me, Madam, 

Theſe Jealouſies, how ever large they ſpread, 

Have but one Root, the old, impriſon d King; 

Whoſe Lenity firſt pleas 'd the gaping Crowd : 

But when ne tried, and found ſupinely ans 
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Like "Elo s Logg. per leapt upon his Back : 
Your Father knew em well; and when he mounted, 


He rein d em ſtrongly and he ſpurr'd them hard; 
And, but he durſt not do it all at once, 

He had not left alive this patient Saint, 

This Anvil of Affronts, but ſent him hence, 

To hold a peaceful Branch of Palm above, 

And hymn it in the Quire. | 

94. You've hit upon the very String, which touch'd; 

Ecchoes the Sound, and Jars within my Soul; 
There lies my Grief, 
Bert. So long as there's a Head, 
Thither will all the mounting ue ly ; 
Lop that but of; and then 

Au. My Vertue ſhrinks from ch an horrid act. 

Bert, Ihis 'tis to have a Vertue out of ſeaſon. 

Mercy is good; a very good dull Vertue; 

But Kings miſtake its timing; and are mild, 
When manly Courage bids em be ſevere: 

Better be cruel once, "than anxious ever : 

Remove this threatning Danger from your Crown ; 
And then ſecurely take the Man you love. 

Qu. [ walking afide.] Ha! let me think of that: the Man 1 10e; 
"Tis true, this Murther is the only means 
That can ſecure my Throne to Torriſmond. 
Nay more, this Execution done by Bertran, 
Makes him the Object of the People's Hate. 

Bert, ¶Aſide.] The more ſhe thinks, twill work the unger in her, 

Qu. [Aſide.] How eloquent is Miſchief to perſuade ! 
| Few are fo wicked as to take delight 

In Crimes unprofitable, nor do I : 

If then I break divine and humane Laws, 

No Bribe but Love cou'd gain fo bad a Cauſe. 

Bert. You anſwer nothing ! 

Qu. Iis of deep Concernment, 

And I a Woman ignorant and weak: 
leave it all to you, think what you do, 
You do for him I love. 

Bert. [4/4 de.] For him ſhe loves? 

She nam d not me; that may be 7. orriſmond, 

Whom ſhe has thrice in private ſeen this Day: 

Then I am fairly caught in my own Snare. 

Ill think again - Madam, it ſhall be done; 

And mine be all the blame. | Ea Bert. 

24. O, that it were ! I wou'd not do this Crime, 
And yet, like Heaven, permit it to be done. 

The Prieſthood groſſy cheat us with Free- will: 

Will to do what, but what Heaven firſt decreed ? 
Our Actions then are neither good nor ill, 

Since from eternal Cauſes they proceed: 

Our Paſſions, Fear and Anger, Love and Hate, 
Meer ſenſſeſs Engines that are mov'd by Fate; 
Like Ships on ſtormy Seas without a Guide, 
Toſt by the Winds, and driven by the Tide. 
Enter Torriſmond. 

Tor, Am I not rudely bold, and preſs too often 
Into your preſence, Madam 2 If 1 am 

Au. No more; leſt I ſhou'd chide you for your ſtay + 
Where have you been! and, How cou'd you ſuppoſe 
That I cou'd live theſe two long Hours without you: 

Tor. O, words to charm an Angel from his Orb! 

Welcome, as kindly Showers to long parch'd Earth ! 
But I have been in ſuch a diſmal placo ? 
Where Joy neer enters, which the dun nder cheers: 
Vol. II. Oo 2 | Bound 


——_ 


— 


J 


Bound in with Darkneſs, over- ſpread with Damps : 
Where I have ſeen (if I cou'd fay, I faw ) 

The good old King, majeſtick in his Bonds, 

And "midſt his Griefs moſt venerably Great: 

By a dim winking Lamp, which feebly broke 

The gloomy Vapours, he lay ſtretch'd along 

Upon the unwholſome Earth; his Eyes fix'd upward : 
And ever and anon a ſilent Tear 

Stole down, and trickl'd from his hoary Beard. 


Qu. O Heaven, what have I done! my gentle Love, 


Here end thy ſad Diſcourſe, and, for my fake, 
Caſt off theſe fearful melancholy Thoughts. 
Tor. My Heart is wither'd at that piteous ſight, 

As early Bloiloms are with Eaſtern blaſts : 

He ſent for me, and, while I rais'd his Head, 
He threw his aged Arms about my Neck ; 

And, ſeeing that I wept, he preſs'd me cloſe: 
So, leaning Cheek to Cheek, and Eyes to Eyes, 
We mingled Tears in a dumb Scene of Sorrow. 


Qu. Forbear : you know not how you wound my Soul. 


Tor. Can you have Grief, and not have Pity too? 
He told me, when my Father did return, 
He had a wondrous Secret to diſcloſe : 
He kits d me, bleſs d me, nay, he calld me Son; 
He prais'd my Courage, pray'd for my Succels : 
He was ſo true a Father of his Country, 
1o thank me for defending ev'n his Foes, 
Becauſe they were his Subjects. 

Qu. If they be; then what am I? 


7or. The Sovercign of my Soul, my Earthly Heaven. 


24. And not your Queen ? 
Tor. You are ſo beautiful, 
So wondrous fair, you juſtifie Rebellion: 
As if that faultleſs Face could make no Sin, 
But Heaven, with looking on it, mult forgive. 
24, The King muſt die, he muſt, my Torriſmond ; 
Though! ity ſoftly plead within my Soul. 
Yet he muſt die, that I may make you Great, 
And give a Crown in dowry with my Love. 


Tor. Periſh that Crown — on any Head but yours. 


O, recollect your Thoughts ! 8 

Shake not his Hour-Glaſs, when his haſty Sand 
Is ebbing to the laſt: We . 

A little longer, yet a little longer, 

And Nature drops him down, without your Sin. 
Like mellow Fruit, without a Winter Storm. 

24. Let me but do this one Injuſtice more : 
His Doom is paſt; and, for your fake, he dies. 

Tor. Wou'd you, for me, have done ſo ill an Act, 
And will not do a good one? £ 
Now, by your Joys on Earth, your Hopes in Heaven, 
O ſpare this Great, this Good, this Aged Eing ; 
And ſpare your Soul the Crime! 

Qu. The Crime's not mine; 
'Twas firit propos d, and mult be done, by Bertrang 
Fed with falſe hopes to gain my Crown and Me: 
I, to inhance his Ruin, gave no leave; 

But barely bad him think, and then reſolve. 

Tor. In not forbidding, you command the Crime ; 

Think, timely think, on the lait dreadful Day; 
How will you tremble there to ſtand expos'd, 
And toremolt in the rank of guilty Ghoſts | 


Jhat mult be doom'd for Murther ; think on Murther ; 


That Troop is plac'd apart from common Crimes; 
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The damn'd themſelves ſtart wide, and ſhun that Band, 


J knew this Truth, but I repell'd that Thought; 


pn 


ww 0 


EL 


be Donble Diſcovery, ; 


— — 


As far more black, and more forlorn than they. 
Au. Tis terrible, it ſhakes, it ſtaggers me; 


Sure there is none but fears a future ſtate : 

And, when the molt obdurate ſwear they do not, 

Their trembling Hearts bely their boaſting. Tongues. 
12 . Enter Tereſa. 

Send ſpeedily to Bertran ; charge him ſtrictly 

Not to proceed, but wait my farther Pleaſure. | 
Tere. Madam, he ſends to tell you, Tis perform'd. 
Tor. Ten thouſand Plagues conſume him, Furies drag him, 


Fiends tear him; Blaſted be the Arm that ſtrook, 


The Tongue that order'd ; — Only She be ſpar'd 
That hindred not the Deed. O, where was then 
The Power that guards the ſacred Lives of Kings ? 
Why ſept the Lightning and the Thunder-bolts, 
Or bent their idle rage on Fields and Trees, 
When Vengeance call d 'em here? 

Qu. Sleep that Thought too, 

'Tis done, and ſince 'tis done, tis paſt recall: 
And ſince tis paſt recall, muſt be forgotten. 

Tor. O, never, never, ſhall it be forgotten; 
High Heaven will not forget it, after Ages 
Shall with a fearful Curſe remember ours; 
And Blood {hall never leave the Nation more ! 

Qu. His Body ſhall be Royally interr d, 

And the laſt Funeral Pomps adorn his Hearſe ; 
| will my ſelf (as I have Cauſe too juſt) 


Be the chief Mourner at his Obſequies : 


And Yearly fix on the revolving Day _ 
The folemn marks of Mourning, to atone 


And expiate my Oftences. 


Tor Nothing can,, | 7; 
But bloody Vengeance on that Traitor's Head, 
Which, dear departed Spirit, here I vow. 

Qu. Here end our Sorrows, and begin our Joys: 
Love calls, my Torriſmond ; though Hate has rag d 
And rul'd the Day, yet Love will rule the Night. 
The ſpiteful Stars have ſhed their Venom down, 
And now the peaceful Planets take their turn. 


This Deed of Bertran's has remov'd all Fears, 


And giv'n me juſt occaſion to uſe him. 
What hinders now but that the holy Prieſt 


In ſecret join our mutual Vows ? and then 


This Night, this happy Night, is yours and mine. 
Tor. Be ſtill my Sorrows ; and, be loud my Joys.“ 


Fly to the utmoſt Circles of the Sea, 


Thou furious Tempelt that has toſt my Mind, 


And leave no Thought, but Leonora, there. 5 


What's this { feel aboding in my Soul? 
As if this Day were fatal; be it ſo; 


_ Fate ſhall but have the Leavings of my Love: 


My Joys are gloomy, but withal are great ; 

The Lion, though he ſee the Toils are ſer, 15 

Yet, pinch'd with raging Hunger, ſcowrs away, 

Hunts in the face of Danger all the Dayz — © 
At Night, with ſullen pleaſure, grambles o'er his Prey. 


[Exit Tereſa, 


. Exeunt ambo, 
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A CT. IV. 
SCENE, Before Gomez his Door. 
Enter Lorenzo, Dominic, and two Soldiers at a diſtance. 

Dom. ILL not wag an ace farther : The whole World ſhall not bribe me to it, 
for my Conſcience will digeſt theſe” groſs Enormities no longer. 
Lor. How, thy Conſcience not digeſt 'em ! There s ne er a Fryar in Spain Gn 

ſhow a Conſcience that comes near it for Digeſtion : it digeſted Pimping when 1 

ſent thee with my Letter: and it digeſted Perjury when thou ſwor'ſt thou didſt 

not know me : I'm ſure lit has digeſted me Fifty Pounds of as hard Gold 3; 

is in all Barbary : Prithee, why ſhould'ſt thou diſcourage Fornication, when thou 

knoweſt thou loveſt a ſweet Young-Girl ? | 1 750 
Dom. Away, away; I do not love em; —phau 3 no, [LS Hits. I do not 

love a pretty Girl; — you are ſo waggiſh ;—— | - [Spirs again 
Lor. Why, thy Mouth waters at the very mention of them. 
Dom. You take a mighty pleaſure in Defamation, Colonel; but I wonder what 

you find in running reſtleſs up and down, breaking your Brains, emptying your 

Purſe, and wearing out your Body with hunting after unlawtul Game. 
Lox. Why, there's the Satisfaction ont. EEE 161 te] M 
Dom. This Incontinency may proceed to Adultery, and Adultery to Murther, 

and Murther to Hanging ; and there's the Satisfaction WF 
Lor. Tl not hang alone, Fryar; Im reſolv'd to peach thee before thy Supe- 

riors for what thou haſt done already. _ 8 e 

Dom. I'm reſolv d to forſwear it if you do: Let me adviſe you better, Colonel, 
than to accuſe a Church-· man to a Church- man: in the common Cauſe we are 


all of a piece; we hang together. (© 
Lor. (Aſide.) If you don't, it were no matter if you did. 
Dom Nay, if you talk of Peaching, Ill peach firſt, and ſee whoſe Oath will 
be believ'd; FI trounce you for offering to corrupt my Honeſty, and bribe my 
Conſcience : You ſhall be ſummon'd by an Hoſt of Parators: You ſhall be ſen- 
tenc'd in the Spiritual Court : You thall be Excommunicated : You ſhall be 
Outlaw d: and 1386 5 vg 
[ Here Lorenzo takes a Purſe, and plays with it, and, at laſt, lets 
the Purſe fall chinking on the Ground; which the Fryar eyes. 
In another Tone.) I fay a Man might do this now, if he were maliciouſſy dif 
pos'd, and had a mind to bring matters to extremity ; but, conſidering that you 
are my Friend, a Perſon of Honour, and a worthy good charitable Man, Iwoud 
rather die a thouſand deaths than diſoblige you. 4.4 
hs Lorenzo rakes up the Purſe, and pours it into the Fryar's Sleeve. 
Nay, good Sir ; nay, dear Colonel ; O Log, Sir, what are. you doing now ! 
I proſeſs this muſt not be: without this I wou have ſer vd you to the uttermoſt; 
pray command me; a jealous foul-mouthd Rogue this Gomez is: I faw 
how he usd you, and you mark d how he us d me too: O he's a bitter Man; but 
we'll join our Forces; ah, ſhall we, Colonel? we'll be reveng d on him with a 
witneſs. | i 1 | py lf tC wi 
Lor. But how ſhall I ſend her word to be ready at the Door, (for I muſt reveal 
it in Confeſſion to you,) that I mean to carry her away this Evening, by the 
help of theſe two Soldiers? I know Gomez ſuſpects you, and you will hardly gain 
admittance. | 3 | . de aan yon thr th) 
Dom. Let me alone; I fear him not; I am arm'd with the Authority of my 
Cloathing ; yonder I ſee him keeping Centry at his Door: have you never ſeen 
a Citizen, in a cold Morning, clapping;his Sides, and walking forward and back- 
ward a mighty Pace before his Shop 2 but Ill gain the Paſs in ſpight of his ſu- 
ſpicion ; ſtand you aſide, and do but mark how I accoſt him. 
Lor. If he meet with a repulſe, we muſt throw off the Fox's Skin, and put 
on the Lion's, come, Gentlemen, you'll ſtand by me. i 2” due 
Soldier. Do not doubt us, Colonel. 3 e ee mars ara. 
Be L They retire all three to a Corner of the Stage, Dominic 
goes to the door where Gomez ſtands. + | 


Dom. Good even, Gomez, how does your Wife 2 | 1, 1 a - 
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= ther, Burglary is but a venial Sin among Soldiers. 


a 


— Juſt as you wou d have her, thinking on nothing but her dear Colonel, 
and conſpiring Cuckoldom againſt me. _— 


Dom. I dare ſay you wrong her, ſhe is employing her Thoughts how to cure 


you of your Jealouſie. 


Gom. Yes, by Certainty. | 2 i 
Dom. By your leave, Gomez; I have ſome Spiritual Advice to impart to her 
on that Subject. 1 
Com. You may ſpare your Inſtructions if you pleaſe, Father, ſhe has no farther 
need of them. | | 
Dom. How, no need of them! Do you ſpeak in Riddles? Wh 
Gom. Since you will have me ſpeak plainer ; ſhe has profited ſo well already by 
your Counſel, that ſhe can ſay her Leſſon without your teaching: Do you un- 
derſtand me now ? 3 N ms 
Dom. I muſt not negle& my Duty, for all that; once again, Gomez, by your 
leave. | 5 


Som. She's a little Indiſpos'd at preſent, and it will not be convenient to di- 
ſturb her. | 


5 Dominic offers to go by him, but Pother lands before him. 
Dom. Indiſpos d, ſay you? O, it is upon thoſe occaſions that a Confeſſor is moſt 


neceſſary ; I think it was my good Angel that ſent me hither ſo opportunely. 


Gom. Ay, whoſe good Angels ſent you hither, that you beſt know, Father. 
Dom. A word or two of Devotion will do her no harm, I'm ſure. _ 

Gom. A little Sleep will do her more good, I'm ſure: You know ſhe disbur- 
then'd her Conſcience but this Morning to you. VV 

Dom: But, if ſhe be ill this Afternoon, ſhe may have new occaſion to confeſs. 
Gom. Indeed, as you order Matters with the Colonel, ſhe may have occaſion 
of confeſſing her felt every w, 5 
Dom. Pray, how long has ſhe been fick ? TIN, > 

Gom. Lord, you will force a Man to ſpeak ; why, ever ſince your laſt Defeat, 
Dom. This can be but ſome light Indiſpoſition, it will not laſt, and I may fee 
_ her bed „ VV W 

Com. How, not laſt ! I ſay, It will laſt, and it ſhall laſt ; ſhe ſhall be ſick theſe 


ſeven or eight Days, and perhaps longer, as I ſee occaſion: what; 1 know the 


mind of her Sickneſs a little better than you do. 
Dom. I find then, I muſt bring a Doctor. 


= CGom. And he Il bring an Apothecary with a chargeable long Bill of Aua's: thoſe 
of my Family have the Grace to die cheaper: in a word, Sir Dominic, we under- 
= Aftand one anothers buſineſs here: Iam reſoly'd to ſtand like the Swiſs of my own 


Family, to defend the entrance; you may mumble over your Pater Nofters if you 
pleaſe, and try if you can make my Doors fly open, and batter down my Walls 
with Bell, Book, and Candle ; but I am not of Opinion that you are Holy enough 
RN — on ESD ooo OE in 
Dom. Men of my Order are nqt to be treated after this manner. 4 
Som. I wou d treat the Pope and all his Cardinals in the ſame manner, if they 
offer d to ſee my Wife without my leave. 5 855 


Dom. 1 excommunicate thee from the Church, if thou doſt not open, there's 


Promulgation coming out. V 
Som. And I excommunicate you from my Wife, if you go to that; there's Pro- 


» 


mulgation for Promulgation, and Bull for Bull; and ſo I leave you to recreate your 
ſelf with the end of an old Song - and Sorrow came to the old Fryar. [Exit Gomez. 
nM L Lorenzo comes to him, N 

Lor. 1 will not ask you your Succeſs; for I overheard part of it, and ſaw the 


_ Concluſion; I find we are now put upon our laſt Trump; the Fox is earth'd, but 


I ſhall ſend my two Terriers in after him. 
. Souldier, I warrant you Colonel, we'll unkennel him. | | 
Lor. And make what haſt you can to bring out the Lady: What ſay you, Fa- 


Dom. I ſhall abſolve them, becauſe he is an Enemy of the Church-—there is 4 
Proverb, I confeſs, which ſays, That Dead-men tell no Tales; but let your Soldi- 
ers apply it at their own. Perils. . | | 


Lor, What, take away a Man's Wife, and kill him too! | the Wickedneſs of this 
old Villain ſtartles me, and gives me a twinge for my own Sin; though it come 
3 hou of his: Hark you Soldiers, be ſure you uſe as little Violence to him as is 

ible. VV n 0 0 b 7 
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Dom. Hold 1 2 lite, have thought better how to ſecure him, with lf dang op 
to us. 

Lor. O Miracle, the Fryar is grown conſticntious! - 

Dom. The old King you know is juſt Murther'd, 3 thi Perſons that did it 
are unknown; let the Soldiers ſeize him for one of the Aſlaſſinates, and let me 3 
lone to accuſe him afterwards. _ 

Lor. 1 cry thee mercy with all my Heart, for ſuſpeing 2 Froar of the leaſt 
good- nature; what, would you accuſe him wrongfu lly 2 | 

Dom. I muſt confeſs, tis wrongful quoad hoc, as to the Fact it ſelf; but tis right. 
ful quoad hunc, as to this Heretical Rogue, whom we muſt diſpatch He has raid 
* the Church, which is a fouler Crime than the Murther of a Thouſand 
Kings; Omne maj us continet in ſe minus: He that is an Enemy to the Church, ISan 
Enemy unto Heaven; and he that is an Enemy to Heaven wou d' have Kilbd the 
King, if he had been in the Circumſtances of doing it: 30 it is not wrongful to 
accuſe him. 

Lor. I never knew a Church -· man, if he were perſonally offended, but he woud 
bring in Heaven by hook or crook into his Quarrel. Soldiers, Doe as you were 
firſt order d. L Exeunt Soldiers, 

Dom. W bas was't you order'd ' em ? wes you ſure it's ſafe and not ſcandalous; 

Lor. Somewhat near your own Deſign, but not altogerher ſo miſchievous; the 
People are infinitely diſcontented, as they have reaſon ; and Mutinies there are, or 
will | be, againſt the Queen; now I am content to put him thus far into the Plot 
that he ſhould be ſecur d as a Traitor; but he ſhall only be Priſoner at the 8 
ers quarters; and when I am out of reach, he ſhall be releas'd. 

Dom. And what will become of me then ? for when he is free he will infallibly 
accuſe me, 

Lor. Why then, Father, you uſt have recourſs to your infallible Church- te. 
medies, Lie impudently, and Swear devoutly, and, as you told me but now, let him 

try whoſe Oath will be firſt believ'd : Retire; [ hear fem coming. [ They » withdray 
Enter the Soldiers with Gomez ' ſtrugling on their Backs, 

Gom. Help, good Chriſtians, help Neighbours; my Houle is broken open by 

force; and I am raviſhd, and am like'to be aſſaſſinated; what do you mean Vil- 
lains ? will you carry me away like a Pedler's Pack upon your Backs? will you 
murther a Man in plain Day-light? 


Firſt Soldier, No: But we'll ſecure you for a Traitor; and for being f in a Plot 
againſt the State. | 1 
Gom. Who, I in a Plot! O Lord! O Lord! I never durſt be in a Plot : Why, 
how can you in Conſcience ſuſpect a rich Citizen of ſo much Wit as to make 2 


Plotter? There are none but poor Rogues, and thoſe that can't Hve without 5 
that are in Plots. ; 0 


Second Soldier, Away with him, away with him. „ BY 

Com. O, my Gold! my Wife! my Wife! my Gold! As! hope to be d now, 
1 know no more of the Plot than they that made it. They carry him off, and exeunt. 

Lor. Thus far have we fail d with a Merry Gale, ind now we have the Cape 
of good Hope 1 in ſight; the Trade Wind is our own if we can but double it. 


He looks out. 
(4. de.] Ah, my Fathes and Pedro Gond at the Corner abe Street with Com- 


: pany, there's no ſtirring till they are paſt. 
Euter 2 with + Cate. 35! 
Elv. Am I come at laſt into your Arms? 0. 


Lor. Fear nothing; the Adventures ended; and the Knight may carry off the 
Lady falely. 
Elv. Pm fo over-joy 1 I can ſcarce believe I ain at liberty: but ſtand pam- 


„like a Bird that has often beaten her Wings in vain againſt her Cage, and at 
hat dares hardly venture out though the ſees it open. 


Dom. Lofe no. time, but make haſte while the way is free for you ; and there- 
upon I give you my Benediction. 


Lor. Tis not ſo free as you ſuppoſe; for theres an old Gentleman of my Ac 
quaintance that blocks up the Paſſage at the Corner of the Street. 


Dom, What have you gotten there under your am, Daug ter? ſomewhat | 
hope that will bear your Charges in your Pilgrir | | 


Lor. The Fryar has an Hawk's Eye to Gold and ned e 85 
Elv. Here's that will make you dance without 2 Fiddle, Fw" bord b. N 1 
tertainment c for us * Hedges in Summer, and Barns in Winter; 1 the very 


Heart 
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Heart and Soul, and Life Blood of Gomez; Pawns in abundance, old Gold of 
Widows, and new Gold of Prodigals, and Pearls and Diamonds of Court-Ladies, 
till the next Bribe helps their Husbands to redeem 'em. EOS 
Dom. They are the Spoils of the Wicked, and the Church endows you with 
m. a 
; Lor. And, Faith, we'll drink the Church's Health out of them. But all this 
while I ſtand on Thorns ; prithee, Dear, look out, and ſee if the Coaſt be free 
for our Eſcape ; tor I dare not peep for fear of being known. 
[Elvira goes to look, and Gomez comes running in upon her : ſhe ſhrieks out. 
Com. Thanks to my Stars, I have recover d my. own Territories —— What 
do 1 ſee! Fm ruin'd! fm undone! I'm betray'd ! | 
Dom. [Afide.) What a hopeful Enterprize is here ſpoild > = 
Som. O, Colonel, are you there? and you, Fryar? nay, then I find how the 
World goes. $ e 3 
Lor. Cheer up Man; thou art out of Jeopardy ; I heard thee crying out juſt 
now; and came running in full ſpeed with the Wings of an Eagle, and the Feet 


of a Tyger to thy reſcue. 


Com. Ay, you are always at hand to do me a Courteſie, with your Eagle's 
Feet, and your Tyger's Wings: and, What were you here for, Fryar ? 

Dom. To interpoſe my Spiritual Authority in your behalf. 

Gom. And why did you ſhriek out, Gentlewoman ? 

Elv. Twas for Joy at your Return. . 

Gom. And that Casket under your Arm, for what end and purpoſe ? 

Elv. Only to preſerve it from the Thieves. e 

Gow, And you came running out of Doors —— 

Elv. Only to meet you, ſweet Husband. 5 „5 

Com. A fine Evidence ſum'd up among you; thank you heartily ; you are all 
my Friends: the Colonel was walking by accidentally, and, hearing my Voice, 


came in to fave me; the Fryar, who was hobling the fame way too, accidentally 
again, and not knowing of the Colonel, I warrant you, he comes in to pray for 
me,; and my faithful Wife runs out of Doors to meet me with all my Jewels un- 
deer her Arm, and ſhrieks out for Joy at my return: but if my Father-in-law had 
not met your Soldiers, Colonel, and deliver'd me in the nick, I ſhou'd neither 
= have found a Friend nor a Fryar here, and might have ſhriek d out for Joy my 
elf for the loſs of my Jewels and my Wife. 


Dom. Art thou an Infidel Wilt thou not believe us? | 5 
om. Such Church-menfas you wou'd make any Man an Infidel : Get you into 


pour Kennel, Gentlewoman ; I ſhall thank you within-doors for your fate cuſtody 
ot my Jewels and your own. [He thruſts his Wife off the Stage. } Exit Elvira. 
ss for you, Colonel Huft-cap, we fhall try before a Civil Magiſtrate who's the 
WS grcater Plotter of us two, I againſt the State, or you againſt the Petticoat. 


Ws murther ! 


Lor. Nay, if you will complain, you ſhall for ſomething. [Beats him. 
Com. Murther ! murther ! I give up the Ghoſt ! I am deſtroy d help! murther ! 


# 


Dom. Away, Colonel, let us fly for our Lives ; the Neighbours are coming out 


. with Forks and Fire- ſhovels and Spits, and other domeſtick Weapons; rhe Militia 
of a whole Alley is rais d againſt us. 2 


Lor. This is but the Intereſt of my Debt, Maſter Uſurer, the Principal ſhall be 


WE paid you at our next meeting. 


Dom. Ah, it your Soldiers had but diſpatch'd him, his Tongue had been laid 
wg :-:lccp, Colonel; but this comes of not following good Counſel ; ah 
=_ "by | [ Exeunt Lorenzo and Fryar ſeverally. 
M Gom.. I'll be reveng'd of him if I dare; but he's ſuch a terrible Fellow that 


I my Mind miſgives me; I ſhall tremble when I have him before the Judge: all 


my Misfortunes come together: I have been robb'd, and cuckolded, and raviſh'd, 
aud beaten in one quarter of an Hour: my poor Limbs ſmart, and my poor 
bs Head akes : ay, do, do, ſmart Limb, ake Head, and ſprout Horns; but I'll be 
nlang'd before i'll pity you: you mult needs be married, muſt ye? there's for! 
that, | Beats his own Head? and to a fine, young, modiſh Lady, muſt ye: 


chcre's for that too; and, at threeſcore, you old doting Cuckold, take that re- 


membr ance-——— a fine time of Day for a Man to be bound Prentice, when ke 
paſt uſing of his Trade; to ſet up an Equipage of Noiſe when he has moſt 
boecd of Quiet; inſtead of her being under Covert-baron, to be under Covert- 
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feme my Gal; to have my Body difabPd, and my Head fortif a; ak d laſtly; © to 


be crowded into a narrow Box with a ſbrill Trebble, 
That with one Blaſt through the whole Houſe does bound, 
And firſt taught Speaking-Trumpets how to Sound. 


S C EN E, The Court. 


Enter Raymond, Alphonſo, Pedro. 
Raym. Are theſe, are theſe, ye Powers, the promis'd Joys, 
With which 1 flatter'd my long tedious abſence, 
To find, at my return, my Maſter murther'd ? 
O, that 1 could but weep to vent my Paſlion ! 
But this ary Sorrow burns up all my Tears. 
Alph. Mourn inward, Brother; tis obſerv'd at Court 
Who weeps, and who wears black ; and your Return 
Will fix all Eyes on every Act of yours, 
To ſee how you reſent King Sancho's Death. 
Raym. What generous Man can live with that conſtraint 
Upon his Soul, to bear, much leſs to flatter 
A Court like this! can I footh Tyranny ? 
Seem pleas'd to ſee my Royal Maſter murther d, 
His Crown uſurp'd, a Diſtaft in the Throne, 
A Council made of ſuch as dare not ſpeak, - 3 
And could not if they durſt; whence honeſt Men 
| Baniſh themſelves for ſhame of being there : 
A Government that, knowing not true Wiſdom, ; 15 
Is ſcorn'd abroad, and lives on Tricks at home? 
Alph. Vertue muſt be thrown off, tis a coarſe Garment, 
Too heavy ior the Sun-ſhine of a Gourt. 
Raym. Well then, I will diſſemble for an end 
So great, fo pious, as a juſt N 
'Youll join with me. 
Alph. No honeſt Man but muſt. 
Ped. What Title has this Queen but lawleſs Force: 
And Force muſt pull her down. | 
Alph: Truth is, I pity Leonora's Caſe ; 
Forc'd, for her Safety, to commit a Crime 
Which moſt her Soul abhors. 
Fam. All ſhe has done, or cer can do, of good, 
This one black Deed has damn d. 
Ped. You'll hardly gain your Son to our Deſign. 
 Raym. Your reaſon tor't. 5 
Ped. 1 want time to unriddle it: 
Put on your t other Face; the Queen approaches. 
Enter the Queen, Bertran, and Attendants, 
Raym. And that accurſed Bertran 
Stalks cloſe behind her, like a Witche's Fiend, 
Preſſing to be employ” d; ſtand, and obſerve them. 
Queen to Bertran.] Bury d in private, and ſo ſnddenly ! 
It croſſes my Deſign, which was tallow 
The Rites of Funeral fitting his Degree, 
With all the Pomp of Mourning. 
Bert. It was not ſafe: 
Objects of pity, when the Cauſe is new, 
Would work too fiercely on the giddy Crowd: 
Had Czſar's Body never been expos'd, 
Brutus had gain d his Cauſe. 
24. Then, was he lovd ? 
Bert. O, never Man ſo much, for Saint-like Goodneſs. 


Ped. [Ajrde.] Had bad Men fear'd him, but as good Men lov'd him, 


He had not yet {been Sainted. 
Au. I wonder how the People bear his Death, 
Bert. dome diſcontents there are; ſome idle Murmurs 


L Exit Gomez, 


Ped. 
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Ped 8 Idle Murmurs ! Let me plainly ſpeak : 
The Doors are all ſhut up; the wealthier ſort, 

With Arms a-croſs, and Hats upon their Eyes, 
Walk-to and fro before their ſilent Shops : 

Whole droves of Lenders crowd the Banquers Doors, 
To call in Money ; thoſe who have none, mark 


Where Money goes; for when they riſe 'tis Plunder : 


The Rabble gather round the Man of News, 
And liſten with their Mouths; _ 
Some tell ; ſome hear, ſome judge of News, ſome make | it; 
And he who lies moſt loud, is moſt beliey'd. 
94. This may be dangerous. 
Rahm. [Afide.) Pray Heaven it may. 
Bert. If one of you muſt fall; 


Self-preſervation is the firſt of Laws: 


And ir when Subjects are oppreſs'd by Kings, 
They juſtifie Rebellion by that Law, 


As well may Monarchs turn the edge of right 


To cut for them when ſelf-defence requires it. 


Au. You place ſuch Arbitrary Power in Kings, 


That I much fear, if I ſhould make you one, 


Youll make your ſelf a Tyrant; let theſe know 
By what Authority you did this Act. 


Bert. You much ſurprize me to demand that Queſtion : 


But, ſince Truth muſt be told, Twas by your own. 


2. Produce it; or, By Heaven, your Head ſhall anſwer | 
The Forfeit of your Tongue. 


Raym. LAſide.] Brave miſchief towards. 

Bert. You bad me. 

2. When, and where ? 

Bert. No, 1 confeſs, you bad me not in words ; 
The Dial ſpoke not, but it made ſhrewd Signs, 


And pointed full upon the ſtroke of Murther : 


Yet this you ſaid, 
You were a Woman ROS and weak, 


So left it to my Care. 


Qu. What if I ſaid, 
J was a Woman ignorant and weak, 


Were you to take th advantage of my Sex, 


And play the Devil to tempt me? You contriv'd, 

You urg d, you drove me headlong to your Toils; ; 

And if, much tir'd, and frighted more, I paus d; 

Were you to make my Doubts your own Commillion ; 
Bert. This tis to ſerve a Prince too faithfull 


Who, free from Laws himſelf, will have that * 


Which, not perform d, brings us to ſure Diſgrace; 

And, if perform d, to Ruin. 

u, This tis to counſel things that are unjuſt : 

Firſt, to debauch a King to break his vg 

(Which are his ſafety, ) and then ſeek Protection 

From him you have endanger d; but, Juſt Heaven, 

When Sins are judg'd, will damn the tempting Devil 

More deep than thoſe he tempted. 
Bert. If Princes not protect their Miniſters, 

What Man will dare to ſerve them: : 
24. None will dare | . 

To ſerve them ill, when they are leſt to Laws; 

But when a Counſellor, to ſave himſelf, 

Would lay Miſcarriages upon his Prince, 


_ Expoſing him to publick Rage and Hate ; 


O, tis an Act as infamouſly baſe, —_ 
As ſhould a common Soldier ſculk behind, 
And thruſt his General in the Front of War: : 


It ſhews he only ſerv'd himſelf before, 
Vol. II P 2 
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And had no ſenſe of en Country, Kings 
But center'd on himſelf ; and usd his Maſter 
As Guardians do their Wards, with ſhows of care, 
But with intent to ſell the Publick Safety, 
And pocket up his Prince. 
Ped. Cdfide.] Well ſaid, i' faith; 
This Speech is een too good for an Uſurper. 
Bert. 1 ſee for whom I muſt be ſacrificd; 
And, had I not been ſotted with my Zeal, 
] might have found it fooner. 
Qu. From my fight ! 
The Prince who bears an Inſolence like this 
Is ſuch an Image of the Powers above, 
As 1s the Statue of the Thundring God, 
Whole Bolts the Boys may play with. 
Bert. Unreveng'd 
J will not fall, nor ſingle. | Crit bal cum lau. 
Qucen to Raymond, who 1. her Haud. 
On, Welcome, welcome : 
I faw you not before : one honeſt Lord 
Is hid with eaſe among a crowd of Courtiers: 
How can I be too grateful to the Father 
Of ſuch a Son as Torriſmond 2 | 
Raym. His Actions were but Duty. 
Qu. Let, my Lord, 
All have not paid that Debt like noble Tunica, 
You hear how Bertran brands me with a Crime, 
Of which, your Son can witneſs, I am free; 
l ſent to ſtop the Murther, but too late ; 
For Crimes are ſwift, but Penitence is ſlow; 3 
The bloody Bertran "diligent in ill, 
Flew to prevent the ſoft returns of Pity. 
Raym. O curſed haſte of making ſure à Sin 
Can you forgive the Traytor 2? 
Qu. Never, never: 
'Tis written here in Characters ſo deep 
That ſeven Years hence, (till then ſhould I not meet him) 
And in the Temple then, Ill drag him thence, 
Ev'n from the Holy Altar to the Block. FS 
RNaym. [ Aſide.) She s fir d, as I would wiſh her; aid me Juſtice, 
As all my ends are thine, to gain this Point; . 
And ruin both at once: It wounds indeed, FTo ber. 
' To bear Affronts too great to be forgiven, | | 
And not have Power to puniſh ; yet one e way 
There is to ruin Bertran. 
Qu. O, there's none; ü 
Except an Hoſt from Heaven can make ſuch haſte 
To fave my Crown as he will do to ſeize it: 
You ſaw he came ſurrounded with his Friends, 
And knew beſides our Army was remov'd 
To quarters too remote for ſudden uſe, 
Raym. Yet you may give Commiſſion 
To ſome Bold Man, whoſe Loyalty you truſt, 
And let him raiſe the Train-bands of the City. 
Au. Groſs-feeders, Lion-talkers, Lamb-like' fighters. 
Raym. You do not know the Virtues of your City, 
What puſhing force they have; ſome popular Chief, 
More noiſie than the reſt, but cries alloo, 
And in a trice the bellowing Herd come out; 
Ihe Gates are barrd, the Ways are barricado'd, 
And One and Al's the Word ; true Cocks of the Game, 
That never ask for what, or whom, they fight ; 
But turn em out, and ſhew * em but 'a' Foe, 
Cry Liberty, and that's a Cauſe of Quarrel. 


* | \ n 
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94, There may be Danger in that boiſt rous Ront : 
Who knows when Fires are kindled for my Foes, 
But ſome new Blaſt of Wind may turn thoſe Flames 
Againſt my Palace Walls. 

Raym. But ſtill their Chief 
Muſt be ſome one whoſe Loyalty you truſt. 

Au. And who more proper for that Truſt than you, 
Whoſe Intereſls, though unknown to you, are mine ? 
Alphonſo, Pedro, haſte to raife the Rabble, 

He ſhall appear to head 'em. 

Raym. LAſide to Alphonſo and Pedro.) Firſt ſeize Bertran, 
And then inſinuate to them chat T'bring 
Their lawtul Prince to place upon the Throne. 

Alph. Our lawful Prince. w_ 


3 


Raym. Fear not; I can produce hin. Fa 3 ” 
Pedro to Alphonſo. ] Now we want your Son Lorenzo VVhat a mighty Faction 
Would he make for us of the City Wives, . 
With, O, dear Husband, my ſweet honey Husband, 
Whit Fol be for the Colonel? if you love me, 3 
Be for the Colonel; O he's the finèſt Man! LExeunt Alphonſo, Pedro. 
Raym. LAſide.] So, now we have a Plot behind the Plot ; 1 
She thinks ſhe's in the depth of my Deſign, 
And that it's all for her, but Time ſhall thow, 
She only lives to help me ruin others, 5 
And laſt, to fall her ſelf. 5 11 
Qu. Now, to you Raymond : Can you gueſs no reaſon 
Why I repoſe ſuch Confidence in you? =p 5 
You needs muſt think _ „ 5 
There's ſome more powerful Cauſe than Loyalty: 
Will you not ſpeak to fave a Lady's Bluſh 2 
Muſt I inform you tis for Torriſmond, 
| That all this Grace is ſhown? F 
Raym. LAſide.] By all the Powers, wolſe, worſe, than what I fear d. 
24. And yet, what need I bluſh at ſuch a Choice? : 
love a Man, whom I am proud to love, 
And am well-pleas'd my Inclination gives 
What Gratitude would force; O, pardon me; 
I neer was covetous of Wealth before: 
Yet think ſo vaſt a Treaſure as your Son, 
Too great for any private Man's poſſſfion.; 
And him too rich a Jewel to be ſet 
In vulgar Metal, or for vulgar ufe. 
Raym. Arm me with Patience, Heaven. 
24. How, Patience, Raymond / : 
What exerciſe of Patience have you here? 
What find you in my Crown to be contemn'd ? 
Or in my Perſon loath'd 2 Have I, a Queen, 
Paſt by my Fellow-rulers of the World, 
Whoſe vying Crowns lay glittering in my way, 
As if the VVorld were pavd with Diadems'? 
Have I refus d their Blood, to mix with yours, 
And raiſe new Kings from ſo obſcure a Race, 
Fate ſcarce knew where to find them when 'I call'd ? 
Have I heap'd on my Perſon, Crown and State, 
To load the Scale, and weighd my felf with Earth, 
For you to ſpurn the Balance? e 
| Raym, Bate the laſt ; and tis what I would 'fay; 
Can I, can any Loyal Subject ſee _ * 
VVith Patience, ſuch a ſtoop from Sovereiguty, 
An Ocean pour d upon a narrow Brovk ? 
My Zeal for you muſt lay the Father by, 
And plead my Country's Cauſe againſt 5 Gay | 
VVhat though his Heart be great, his Actions gallant, 
He wants a Crown to poize againſt a Crown, 
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Birth to match Birth, and Power to balance power. ey 


Qu. All theſe J have, and theſe I can beſtow ; 
But he brings V Vorth and Vertue to my Bed; 
And Vertue is the VVealth which Tyra want: 


1 ſtand in need of one whoſe Glories may 


Redeem my Crimes, ally me to his Fame, 

Diſpel the Factions of my Foes on Earth, 

Diſarm the Juſtice of the Powers above. 
Raym. The People never will endure this choice. 
94, If | endure it, what imports it you? 


' Go raiſe the Miniſters.of my Revenge, 
Guide with your Breath this whirling Tempeſt round, 


And fee its Fury fall where I deſign; 
At laſt a time tor juſt Revenge is given ; 


Revenge the darling attribute of Heaven : 


But Man, unlike his Maker, bears too long; 


Still more expos d, the more he pardons TA BD 


Great in forgiving, and in ſuffering brave; 
To be a Saint he makes himſelf a Slave. 


Raym. ( ſolus.] Marriage with Torriſmoud : it mn not be; 


Buy Heaven, it mult not be; or, if it be; 


Law, Juſtice, Honour, bid farewel to Earth; 
For Heaven leaves all to Tyrants. 


Euter Torriſmond, who kneels fo him. 
Tor. O, ever welcome, Sir, 


But doubiy now ! you come in ſuch a time, 


As if propitious Fortune took a care 


To {well my Tide of Joys to their full height, 


And leave me nothing farther to defire. 


Naym. | hope I come in time, if not to make, 


At leaſt, to fave your Fortune and your Honour : 


Take heed you ſteer your Veſſel right, my Son, 


_ This Calm of Heaven, this Mermaid's melody, 


Into an unſeen Whirl- pool draws you faſt, 
And in a moment ſinks you. 


Tor. Fortune cannot: 
And Fate can ſcarce; I've made the Port dll 


And laugh ſecurely at the lazy Storm 


That wanted Wings to reach me in the deep. 


Your pardon, Sir, my Duty calls me hence ; 
I go to find my Queen, my earthly Goddeſs, 
To whom I owe my Hopes, my Life, my Love. 
Raym. You owe her more perhaps than you imagine; 


Stay, command you ſtay, and hear me firſt, 


This Hour's the very Criſis of your Fate, 


Your Good or Ill, your Infamy or Fame; 


And all the colour of your Lite depends 
On this important Now. 
Zor. I ſee no danger; 


Ihe City, Army, Court, eſpouſe my Cauſe; 


And, more then all, the Queen with publick favour 
Indulges my Pretenſions to her Love. 

Raym. Nay, if poſſeſſing her can make you happy, 
Tis granted, nothing hinders your Deſign. 
Tor. If ſhe can make me bleſt ? ſhe only can : 
Empire, and Wealth, and all ſhe brings beſide, 


Are but the Train and Trappings of her Love : 


The ſweeteſt, kindeſt, trueſt of her Sex, 

In whoſe Poſſeſſion Years rowl round on Years, 

And Joys in Circles meet new Joys again : 

Liſtes, Embraces, Languiſhing and Death, 

Still from each other, to each other move 

Fo crown the various ſeaſons of our Love: | 
And doubt you if ſuch Love can make me happy: 


[Exit Queen. 


\ 
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* Wm: th | think you love your Honour more. 
Tor. And what can ſhock my Honour in a — ? 
Raym.. A Tyrant, an Ulurper ? 
Tor. Grant ſhe be. 
when from the Conqueror we hold our Lives, 
We yield our ſelves his Subjects from that hour : 
For mutual Benefits make mutual Ties. 
Raym, Why, can you think I owe a Thief my Life, 
Becauſe he took it not by lawleſs Force? 
What if he did not all the Ill he cou'd ? 
Am I oblig'd, by that, F aſſiſt his Rapines, 
And to maintaif his Murthers? . 
Zor. Not to maintain, but bear em unreveng d; 
Kings Titles commonly begin by Force, 
VVhich Time wears off and mellows into Right: : 
So Power, which in one Age is 2 5 
Is ripen d in the next to true Succeſſion: : 
She's in Poſſeſſion. «3 
Raym. So Diſeaſes are: | OED 
Shou'd not a lingring Fever be remov 4; 3 
Becauſe it long has rag d within my Bloud? 
Do I rebel when I wou'd thruſt it out? 
VVhat, ſhall I think the VVorld was made for One, 
And Men are born for Kings, as Beaſts for Men; | 
Not for Protection, but to be devour'd > 
Mark thoſe who dote on Arbitrary Power, 
And you ſhall find em either hot-brain' d Youth, 
Or needy Bankrupts, ſervile in their Greatneſs, 
And Slaves to ſome, to lord it o'er the reſt. 
O baſenels, to ſupport a Tyrant Throne, 
And cruſh your Free-born Brethren of the VVorld! 
| Nay, to become a part of Uſurpation; _ 
To eſpouſe the Tyrant's Perſon and her Crime, 
And, on a Tyrant, get a Race of Tyrants 
To be your Country's Curſe in after Ages. 
Tor. I ſee no Crime in her whom I adore; 
Or if I 9 her Beauty makes it none: 
Look on me as a Man abandon o'er 
Io an eternal Lethargy of Love; 
To pull, and pinch, and wound me cannot cure, 
And but diſturb the Quiet of my Death. 
Raym. O, Vertue! Vertue! what are thou become? 
That Men ſhould leave thee for that Toy a VVoman 
Made from the droſs and refuſe of a Man; 
Heaven took him ſleeping when he made her too ; 
Had Man been waking he had ne er conſented. 
Now Son ſuppoſe 
Some brave Conſpiracy were ready form'd 
To punith Tyrants and redeem the Land, 
Coud you fo far bely your Country's Hope, 
As not to head the Party 2 


Tor. How cou'd my Hand rebel againſt my Heart ? 


< 


Tor. No Honour bids me fight againſt my ſelf; 
The Royal Family is all extinct, 
And ſhe who reigns beſtows her Crown on me : 
So muſt I be ungrateful to the Living, 
To be but vainly pious to the Dead ; 
While you defraud your Offspring of their Fate. 
Raym. Mark, who defraud their Offspring, you or I? 
For know there yet ſurvives the lawfuf Heir 
Of Sancho Blood, whom when I ſhall produce, 


[ reſt aſſurd to ſee you pale with Fear 
And ! FOR at his Name. 


 Rayn, How cou'd your Heart rebel againſt your Reaſon ? 
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Before I tell my Fatal Story out, 


Tor. He muſt be more than Man who makes me tremble : 
] dare him to the Field with all the odds 
Of Juſtice on his ſide, againſt my Tyrant : 
Produce your lawful Prince, and you ſhall ſee 
How brave a Rebel Love has made your Son. 
Raym. Read that: Tis with the Royal Signet ſign'd, 
And given me by the King when time ſhou'd ſerve 


Io be perusd by you 


Torriſmond reads. 
T the King. 


My youngeſt and alone ſurviving Son 
Reported dead t'eſcape rebellious rage 


Till happier Times ſhall call his Courage forth 


To break my Fetters or revenge my fag 
I will that Raymond educate as his, 
And call him Torriſmond 


If I am he, that Son, that Torriſmond, : 
The World contains not ſo forlorn a Wretch !. 


| Let never Man believe he can be happy! 


For when I thought my Fortune molt ſecure, 


One fatal Moment tears me from my Joys: 


And when two Hearts were join d by mutual Love, 
The Sword of Juſtice cuts upon the Knot, 
And fevers em for ever. 
Raym. True; it muſt. 1 
Tor. O cruel Man, to tell me that it muſt ! 
If you have any Pity in your Breaſt, 


| Redeem me from this Labyrinth of Fare, 


And plunge me in my firſt Obſcurity : 

The Secret is alone between us two ; 3 

And though you wou'd not hide me from my ſelf, 

O, yet be kind, conceal me from the World, 

And be my Father till. 

Naym. Nour Lot's too glorious, and the Proof too plain, 
Now, in the name of Honour, Sir, I beg you, 
(Since I muſt uſe Authority no more) 

On theſe old Knees I beg you, ere I die, 


That I may fee your Father's Death reveng d. 


Tor. Why, tis the only bus'neſs of my Life; 


My Orders iſſued to recall the Army, 


And Bertran's Death reſolv'd. LE 
| Raym. And not the Queen's; O ſhe's the chief Offender ! 
Shall Juſtice turn her Edge within your Hand: 
No, if ſhe "ſcape, you are your ſelf the Tyrant, 
And Murtherer of your Father. 
Tor. Cruel Fates, 
To what have you reſery'd me! 

Raym. V Vhy that Sigh ? Ps ; 

Tor. Since you mult know, but break, O break my Heart, 
Th Uſurper of my Throne, my Houſe's Ruin, 
The-Murtherer of my Father, is my VVife! 

Raym. O, Horror! Horror! after this Alliance, 
Let Tygers match with Hinds, and VVolfs with Sheep, 
And every Creature couple with his Foe. 

How vainly Man deſigns when Heaven oppoſes! 
| bred you up to Arms, raisd you to Power, 
Permitted you to fight for this Ulurper, - 
Indeed to fave a Crown, not hers, but yours, 
All to make ſure the Vengeance of this Day, 


N 
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Which even this Day has ruin d one more Queſtion 
Let me but ask, and I have done for ever: © 
Do you yet love the Cauſe of all your Woes, 
Or, is ſhe grown (as ſure ſhe ought to be) 
More odious to your ſight than Toads and Adders ? 
Tor. O, there's the utmoſt Malice of my Fate, 
That I am bound to hate, and born to love! 1 
Raym. No more: Farewel my much lamented King. 
[4/ide.] I dare not truſt him with himſelf fo far 
To own him to the People as their King, 
Before their Rage has finiſh'd my Deſigns 
On Bertran and the Queen, but in deſpight 
Ev'n of himſelf II fave him. 
Tor, 'Tis but a moment ſince I have been King, 
And weary on't already; Im a Lover, 
Am lov'd, poſleſs ; yet all theſe make me wretched ; 
And Heav'n has givn me hleſſings for a Curſe. 
With what a load of Vengeance am I preſt, 
| Yet never, never, can I hope for Reſt; 
For when my heavy Burthen 1 remove, 
The weight falls down, and cruſhes her I love. 


[Exit Raymond, 


| [Exit Torriſmond 15 


ACT v. 
SCENE, A Bed Chamber. 
Enter Torriſmond. 


Tor, | Ove, Juſtice, Nature, Pity, and Revenge 

I >, Have kindled up a Wild-fire in my Breaſt, 

And Jam all a Civil-war within ! 

Enter Queen and Tereſa at a diſtance. 

My Leonora there eg | 

Mine? Is ſhe mine? My Father's Murtherer mine? 

Oh! that I could with Honour love her more, 

Or hate her leſs with Reaſon ! See, ſhe weeps; 

Thinks me unkind, or falſe, and knows not why 

| thus eſtrange my Perſon from her Bed: | 

Shall I not tell her? no: 'twill break her Heart: „ 

| She'll know too ſoon her own and my Misfortunes. (Exit, 

Qu. He's gone, and I am loſt; Didſt thou not fee 

His ſullen Eyes? how gloomily they glanc : 

He look'd not like the Torriſmond I lov'd. TAs 
Ter. Can you not gueſs from whence this Change proceeds ? 
24. No: There's the Grief, Tereſa : Oh, Tereſa / 

Fain would I tell thee what I feel within, 

But Shame and Modeſty have tyd my Tongue 

Yet, I will tell, that thou may'ſt weep with me. 

How dear, how ſweet his firſt Embraces were 

With what a Zeal he join'd his Lips to mine 

And ſuckt my Breath at every word I ſpoke, 

As if he drew his Inſpiration thence : 0 

While both our Souls came upward to our Mouths, - 

As neighbouring Monarchs at their Borders meet: 

thought: O no; Tis falſe : I could not think; 

Twas neither Life nor Death, but both in one. 1 1 g 
er. Then ſure his Tranſpoats were not leſs than yours. 

Qu. More, more! for by the high-hung Tapers light 

I cou'd diſcern his Cheeks were glowing red. 

His very Eye-balls trembl'd with his Love, 

And ſparkl'd through their Caſements humid Fires 

He ſigh d and kiſs d, breath'd ſhort, and wou d have ſpoke, 


Vol. Il. Qq | But 
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But was too fierce to e away the time 
All he cou'd fay was Love, and Leonora. 


Ter. How then can you ſuſpect him loſt fo oon 5 = 


Qu. Laſt Night he flew not with a fidegroom s haſte, 
Which eagerly prevents the pointed Hour; 
I told the Clocks, and watch'd the waſting Light, 
And liſtned to each ſoftly treading ſtep, 
In hope 'twas he: but ſtill it was not he, 
At laſt he came, but with ſuch alter'd Looks, 
So wild, fo ohaſtly, as if ſome Ghoſt had met him; 


All pale, and ſpeechleſs, he ſurvey d me round; 


Then, with a Groan, he threw himſelf a- bed, 

But far from me, as far as he cou'd move, 

And ſigh'd, and toſs d, and turn d, but ſtill from me. 
Ter. What, all the Night? 
Qu. Even all the live-long Night. 

Ar laſt: (for, bluſhing, I muſt tell thee all 5 

I preſs'd his Hand, and laid me by his Side, 

He pull'd it back, as if he touch'd a Serpent. 

With that 1 burſt into a floud of Tears, 

And ask'd him how I had offended him? 

He anſwer d nothing, but with Sighs- and Groans, 


So reſtleſs paſs'd the Night: and at the Dawn 


Leapt from the Bed, and vaniſh d. 
Zer. Sighs and Groans, 


Paleneſs and Trembling, all are fans of Love; 
He only fears to make you ſhare his Sorrows. 


Au. I with twere fo : but Love ſtill doubts the worlt ; 


My heavy Heart, the Propheteſs of Woes, 


Forebodes ſome ill at hand: To ſooth my ſadneſs 
Sing me the Song which poor AO made 
When falſe Bireno left her. 


A SO N 6. 
J. 
Farewel ungrateful Traytor, 
Farewel my perjur d Swain, 
Let never injur d Creature 
Believe a Man again. 
The Pleaſure of Poſſeſſing, 
| Sarpaſſes all Expreſſing, 
But tis too ſhort a Bleſſing, 
And Love too long a Pain. 
>: 
Ti Dy ie to deceive us 
In pity of your Pain, 
But when we love you leave Us 
To rail at you in vain. 
Before we have deſcry'd it 
There is no Bliſs beſide it, 
But ſhe that once has try'd it 
Will never love again. 
III. 
The Paſſion you pretended 
Was only to obtain, 

But when the Charm is ended 
The Charmer you diſdain. 
Tour Love by ours we meaſure 

Till we have loſt our Treaſure, 
But dying is a Pleaſure, 
When Living is a Pain. 
Re-enter Torriſmond. 
Tor. Still ſhe is here, and {till J cannot peak s 
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But wander like fore nee Ghoſt | 

That oft appears, but is forbid to talk. [ Going again. 
2%. O, Torriſmond, if you reſolve my Death, 

You need no more but to go hence again; ; 

VVill you not ſpeak ? | 
Tor. I cannot. 


Au. Speak ! oh, ſpeak !_ | 1 115 
Your Anger wou d be kinder than your Silence. 
Tor. Oh! 


24. Do not ſigh, or tell me e why you Ch 2 
Tor. Why do I live, ye Powers ? 
Au. Why do I live to hear you ſpeak that word! 
Some black. mouth'd Villain has defam d my Vertue. 
Tor. No! No ! Pray let me go. 
24. [kneeling.) You ſhall not go: 
By all the Pleaſures of our Nuptial-Bed, 
If ever I was lov'd, though now m not, | 
By theſe true Tears, which from my wounded Heart 2 
Bleed at my Eyes.— | | 
Tor. Riſe. + 
E Au. I will never riſe, 
cannot chuſe a better place to die. 
Tor. Oh! I wou'd ſpeak, but cannot. £ 
Au. | riſing.) Guilt keeps you ſilent then; you love me not : 
VVhat have I done? ye Powers, what have I done? 
To ſee my Youth, my Beauty, and my Love 
No ſooner gain'd, but lighted and betray'd : 
And like a Roſe juſt gather'd from the Stalk, 
But only ſmelt, and cheaply taugen aſide 
To wither on the Ground. A 
Tere. For Heaven's fake, Madam, moderate your Paſſion: 
24. VVhy nam'ſt thou Heaven? there is no Heaven for me, 
Deſpair, Death, Hell, have ſeiz d my tortur d Soul: | 
VVhen I had raisd his groveling Fare from Ground, 
To Powr and Love, to Empire and'to Me; 
VVhen each Embrace was dearer than the firſt ; 
Then, then to be contemn'd ; then, then thrown of; 
It calls me old, and wither d, and deform d, 
And loathſome : Oh! what VVoman can bear Loathſome: 5 
The Turtle flies not from his billing Mate, 
He bills the cloſer: but ungrateful Man, 
Baſe, barbarous Man, the more we raiſe our Love, 
The more we pall, and cool, and kill his ardour. 
Racks, Poiſon, Daggers, rid me but of Life; 
And any Death is welcome. 
Tor. Be witneſs all ye Powers that know my Heart, 
| would have kept the fatal Secret hid, | 
But ſhe has conquer'd, to her Ruin conquer d; 
Here, take this Paper, read our Deſtinies; 
Vet do not; but in kindneſs to your ſelf, 
Be ignorantly ſafe,” ©: 
2%. No! give it me, 
Even though it be the Sentence of my Death. 
Tor. Then ſee how much unhappy Love has made us. 
O Leonora] Oh! 
We two were born when ſullen Planets reign {+ Fs 
When each the others Influence oppos'd, 75 
And drew the Stars to Factions at our Birth. N 
Oh! better, better had it been for us 
That we had never ſeen, or never lov'd. 
Au. There is no Faith in Heaven, if Heaven ſays 6, 
You dare not give it. 2 
Tor. As unwillingly, | oy L 
As I would reach our Opium to a Friend WELLS e LNG. 
Vol. Il. A | Who 
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- Who lay in Torture, and defir'd to dye. 
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[ Grves the Paper. 
But now you have it, ſpare my ſight the pain | 
Of ſeeing what a world of Tears it coſt you : 
Go ſilently enjoy your part of Grief, 
And ſhare the fad Inheritance with me. 


Qu. I have a thirſty Fever in my Soul, 


Give me but preſent Eaſe, and let me die. [Exit Queen and Tereſa. 


Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor. Arm, arm, my Lord, the City Bands are up, 
Drums beating, Colours flying, Shouts confus'd ; 
All cluſtring in a heap like {warming Hives, 
And riſing in a moment. 5 „ 
Tor. With deſign to puniſh Bertran, and revenge the King, 
Tas order d fo. . 75 
Lor. Then you're betray'd, my Lord. 
"Tis true, they block the Caſtle kept by Bertran, 
But now they cry, Down with the Palace, Fire it, 


Pull out th' uſurping Queen. 5 7 
Tor. The Queen, Lorenzo ! durſt they name the Queen? 
Lor. If railing and reproaching be to name her. 

Tor. O Sacrilege! Say quickly who commands 


This vile blaſpheming Rout 2 


Lor. Pm loth to tell you, 


But both our Fathers thruſt em headlong on, 


And bear down all before *em. 
| Tor, Death and Hell! 


Somewhat mult be reſolv'd, and ſpeedily, 


How ſay'ſt thou, my Lorenzo, dar ſt thou be 


A Friend, and once forget thou art a Son, 
To help me fave the Queen? 


Lor. [Afide.) Let me conſider; . 
Bear Arms againſt my Father? he begat me; 


Ihat's true; but for whoſe ſake did he beget me? 


For his own ſure enough: for me he knew not. 
Oh! but ſays Conſcience: Fly in Nature's Face; 
But how if Nature fly in my Face firſt? : 
Then Nature's the Agreſſor: Let her look to't — 


He gave me Life, and he may take it back 


No, thats Boys play, ſay I—— 

Tis Policy for Son and Father to take different Sides: 

For then, Lands and Tenements commit no Treaſon. 

[To Tor. ] Sir, upon mature conſideration, I have found my Father 

To be little better than a Rebel, and therefore I'll do 

My belt to ſecure him for your ſake ; in hope you may 

Secure him hereafter for my ſake. _ 5 
Tor. Put on thy utmoſt ſpeed to head the Troops 

Which every moment I expect t arrive : 


Proclaim me, as I am, the lawful King: 


I need not caution thee for Raymond's Life, 
Though I no more muſt call him Father now. 
Lor. [ Afide.) How ! not call him Father: 


I ſee Preferment alters a Man ſtrangely, 


This may ſerve me for a Uſe of Inſtruction, 

To caſt off my Father when I am great. 
Methought too he call'd himſelf the lawful King ; 
Intimating ſweetly, that he knows what's what 
With our Sovereign Lady: Well, if I rout my + 
Father, as I hope in Heaven I ſhall, I am in a fair 
Way to be a Prince of the Bloud : Farewel General ; 


il bring up thoſe that ſhall try what mettle there is in Orange-Tawny. 


Tor, lat the Door.) Haſte there, command the Guards be all drawn up 


Before the Palace Gate. By Heaven Il face 


This Tempeſt, and deſerve the Name of King. 
O, Leonora, beauteous in thy Crimes, | 


Never were Hell and Heaven fo match'd before 


The Double Diſcovery. 


Look upward, Fair, but as thou look'ſt on me; 
Then all the bleſt will beg that thou may'ſt live, 
And even my Father's Ghoſt his Death forgive. 


SCEN E, The Palace-Yard. 


throes and We within, 
Enter Raymond, Alphonſo, Pedro, and their Party. 


Raym. Now, valiant Citizens, the time is come | 
To ſhew your Courage and your Loyalty : _ „ 
You have a Prince of Sancho's Royal Bloud, V 
The Darling of the Heavens, and Joy of Earth; TY. | 
When he's produc'd, as ſoon he ſhall, among you ; 3 
Speak, what will you adventure to reſeat him 5 
Upon his Father's Throne ? | 
Omn. Our Lives and Fortunes. 
Ham. What then remains to perfect our "ry 
But o'er the Tyrant's Guards to force our way ? 

Omr. Lead on, Lead on. 


. Drums and 7, Trumpets on the other fi de. Fa 


Enter Tortiſmond 45 his Pavly » as they are going to fel, he ſpeaks 


Tor. [to his.] Hold, hold your « Arms. 1 Fe 5 
RNaym. [to his. Retire. 5 „5 
Alph. What means this . 
Ped. Peace: Nature works within them. . dre, and Raym. go apart 
Tor. How comes it, good old Man, that we two meet 
On theſe harſh Terms! thou very reverend Rebel: 
Thou venerable Traitor, in whoſe Face 5 
And hoary Hairs Treaſon is ſanctified; 
And Sin's black dye ſeems blanch'd by Age to Vertue. 
Ram. What Treaſon is it to redeem my King, 
And to reform the State ? 
Tor. That's a ſtale Cheat, 
The primitive Rebel, 2 5 5 firſt us d it, 
And was the firſt Reformer of the Skies. 
Raym. What if I ſee my Prince miſtake a Poiſon, 
Call it a Cordial ? Am I then a Traitor, | 
Becauſe I hold his Hand or break the Glaſs: ? 
Tor. How dar'ſt thou ſerve thy King againſt his Will} 
Raym. Becauſe tis then the only time to ſerve him. 
Tor. I take the blame of all upon my ſelf, 
Diſcharge thy weight on me. 
5 Raym. O, never, „ 
Why, tis to leave a Ship toſt in a a Tempeſt, 
Without the Pilot's Care. | 
Tor. PIl puniſh thee, 
By Heaven, I will, as wou'd puniſh Rebels, 
Thou ſtubborn loyal Man. 
Raym. Firſt let me ſee | 
Her puniſh'd who miſleads you from your Fame, 
Then burn me, hack me, hew me into pieces, 
And I ſhall dye well pleas'd. SS 
Tor. Proclaim my Title, | 
To fave the effuſion of my Subjects Bloud, and thou halt ſtill 
Be as my Foſter- father near my Breaſt, 
And next my Leonůor a. N 
Raym. That word ſtabs me. 8 8 tors Yun EY 
You ſhall be till Fu Tranny vith ma, 1 i il ee eee wes 
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Th' Abetter, Partner, (if you like chat Name FP 
The Husband of a Tyrant, but no King; 
Till you deſerve that Title by your Juſtice. 
Tor. Then, farewel Pity, I will be « ver "A 
[To the People] Hear, you miſtaken Men, whoſe Loyalty 
Runs headlong into Treaſon : See your Prince, 
In me behold your murther'd Saxcho's Son; 
Diſmiſs your Arms; and I forgive youtt Crimes. 
1 Raym. Believe him not; he raves; his words are + leo | 
1 As heaps of Sand, and ſcattering, wide from Tenſe. 
| Lou ſee he knows not me, his natural FIAT 4 . 


[7 But aiming to poſſeſs th uſurping Gra, nile 
[ So high he's mounted in his atery hopes, 4 160 e 
bi That now the Wind is got into his Head, : is I Re e eee i 
i And turns his Brains to Frenzy. «© 1 e e Oo 


N Tor. Hear me yet, I am 5 
bi Raym. Fall on, fall on, and hear him not: LOR 8 5 7 
0 But ſpare his Perſon for his Father's fake. N 
Ped. Let me come, if he be mad, I have that all cure kin. 
There's no Surgeon in all Arragon has ſo much N 
Dexterity as 1 have at breathing of the Termple-vein . 
Jor. My Right for me. ee 
Raym. Our Liberty for . 
Omnu. Liberty, ! . wer are 8 to 2 


Y 


A 1 tEnter Lorenzo and his Party.. 


Lor. On forſcit of your Lives lay down Your Arms. 
Alph. How, Rebel, art thou there? 
Lor. Take your Rebel back again Father mine. 
The beaten Party are Rebels to the Conquerors. 
have been at hard-head with your butting Citizens; 
I have routed your Herd; I have difpersd them > 
And now they are retreated quietly, CLE, 
From their extraordinary V ocation of fghting 0 
The Streets, to their Ry Vocation of Cozening 
In their Shops. 
Ter. to Raym. | You ſee tis vain contending with the Truth; 
Acknowledge what I am. 
Raxzm. M ou are my King: wou'd you wou'd be your « own ; 1 
But by a fatal fondneſs you betray 
Your Fame and Glory to th' Uſurper's Bed: 
Enjoy the Fruits of Bloud and Parricide, 
Take your own Crown from Leonoras Gift, 
And hug your Fathers Murtherer 1 1n your Arms. 8 


Enter Queen and Tereſa: Women. 


Alph. No more: behold the Queen. 

Raym. Behold the Baſilisk of Zorriſmond, 

That kills him with her Eyes, I will ſpeak on, 
My Life is of no farther uſe to me: : 
I would have chaffer'd it before for Vengeance: 
Now let it go for failing. 

Tor. LAide.] My Heart ſinks in me while I hear him ſpeak, 
And every ſlackn'd Fiber drops its hold, 
Like Nature letting down the Springs of Life: 
So much the Name of Father awes me ſtill. 
Send oft the Crowd : 


For you, now I have conquer'd, I can hear with honour your Demands. 


Lor. to Alph. | Now, Sir, who proves the Traitor ? My Conſcience 
Is true to me, it always whiſpers right when © 


I have my Regiment to back it. | Hex 
[-Exeunt omnes præter Torriſm. Raym. Leon: | 
Tor. O Kere what can Love do more?: 
have oppos'd your ill Fate to the utmoſt : 


e 


N be Double 5 


aw 


Combated Heaven 15 Earth to kebp you mine: 

And yet at laſt that Tyrant, Juſtice !! Oh 
Nu. Tis paſt, tis paſt : and Love is ours no more: 

vet! complain not of the Powers above; 5 

They made m'a Miſers Feaſt of Happineſs, 

And cou'd not furniſh out. another Meal. 

Now, by yon Stars, by Heaven, and Earth, and Men; : 

By all my Foes at once ; ]I ſwear, my 7. orriſmond, 

That to have had you mine for ond ſhort Day 

Has cancell'd half my mighty ſum of ' Woes: 

Say but you hate me not. 


Tor. I cannot hate you. „ 


Raym. Can you not? ſay that once more; 
That all the Saints may witneſs it againſt you. 
Au. Cruel Raymond ! 


Can he not puniſh me but he muſt hate? 


O!] tis not Juſtice, but a brutal Rage, 


Which hates th Offender's Perſon with his Crimes: 
have enough to overwhelm one Woman, 
To loſe a Crown and Lover in a Day: 

Let Pity lend a Tear when Rigour ſtrikes. 


Raym. Then, then you ſhould have thought of Tears and Pity, : 


When Vertue, Majeſty, and hoary age 
Pleaded for Sancho's Life. | 

24. My future Days ſhall be one whole Contrition ; 

A Chapel will 1 build with large Endowment, 
Where every Day an hundred aged Men 
Shall all hold up their wither'd Hands to Heaven, 

To pardon Sancho's Death. 

Tor. See, Raymond, ſee : ſhe makes a large amends : 
Sancho is dead: no puniſhment of her 
Can raiſe his cold ſtiff Limbs from the dark Grave; 
Nor can his bleſſed Soul look down from Heaven; 
Or break th' eternal Sabbath of his Reſt, 

To ſee with Joy her Miſeries on Earth. 
FKaym. Heaven may forgive a Crime to Penitence, 
For Heaven can judge if Penitence be true; 

But Man, who knows not Hearts, ſhould make Examples; 
Which, like a Warning-piece mult be ſhot off, 
To fright the reſt from Crimes. 

Qu. Had I but known that Sancho was his Father, 
I would have pour'd a Deluge of my Bloud 
To fave one drop of his. | 

Tor, Mark that, Inexorable Raymond, mark ! 
Twas fatal Ignorance that caus'd his Death. 

Raym. What if ſhe did not know he was your Father? 
She knew he was a Man, the Beſt of Men, 

Heaven's Image double ſtampt, as Man and King, 

A.. He was, he was, ev'n more than you can fay, 
But yet 

Raym. But yet you barbarouſly murther d him. 

Qu. He will not hear me out! 

Tor, Was ever Criminal forbid to plead ? 

Curb your ill-manner'd Zeal. 

Raym. Sing to him Syre ; 

For I ſhall ſtop my Ears: now mince the Sin, 
And mollifie Damnation with a Phraſe : 

Say you conſented not tu Sancho's Death, 

But barely not forbad it. 

24. Hard hearted Man, I yield my guilty Cauſe, | 
But all my Guilt was caus'd by too much Love, 
Had I for Jealouſie of Empire ſought © 
Good Sancho's Death, Sancho had dy d before. 

"Twas always 1 in my Power to take his Life : 


But 
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But Intereſt never could my Conſcience blind 
Till Love had caſt a miſt before my Eyes; 
And made me think his Death the only means 
Which could ſecure my Throne to Torriſmond. 
Tor. Never was fatal Miſchief meant ſo kind, 
For all ſhe gave, has taken all away. | 
Malicious Pow'rs ! is this to be reſtor'd ? 
*Tis to be worſe depos'd than Sancho was. 

Raym, Heav'n has reſtor'd you, you depoſe your ſelf : 
Oh! when young Kings begin with ſcorn of Juſtice, 
They make an Omen to their after Reign, 

And blot their Annals in the foremoſt Page. 
Tor. No more; leſt you be made the firſt Example, 
To ſhow how I can puniſh. 

| Raym, Once again? 
Let her be made your Father's Sacrifice, 
And after make me her's. 

Tor. Condemn a Wife! 1 . 
That were to attone for Parricide with Murther 

Naym. Then let her be divorc'd ! well be content 
With that poor ſcanty Juſtice: Let her part. 
Tor. Divorce! that's worſe than Death, tis Death of Love. 

Qu. The Soul and Body part not with ſuch Pain 
As | from you: but yet tis juſt, my Lord; 
am th' Accurſt of Heaven, the Hate of Earth, 

Your Subjects Deteſtation, and your Ruin: 
And therefore fix this doom upon my ſelf. 

or. Heav'n! Can you wiſh it? to be mine no more ! 
Qu. Yes, I can wiſh it as the deareſt Proof 
And laſt that I can make you of my Love. 
To leave you bleſt I would be more accurſt 
Than Death can make me; for Death ends our Woes, 
And the kind Grave ſhuts up the mournful Scene : 
But 1 would live without you; to be wretched long: 
And hoard up cvery moment of my Life, 
To lengthen out the Payment of my Tears, 
Till ev'n fierce Raymond, at the laſt, ſhall ſay, 
Now let her die, tor ſhe has grievd enough. 
Tor. Hear this, hear this, thou Tribune of the People: 
Thou zealous, publick Bloud-hound hear, and melt. 


Raym. | Afide.} I could cry now, my Eyes grow womaniſh, 


But yet my Heart holds ou. 
Qu. Some ſolitary Cloiſter will J chuſe, 
And there with holy Virgins live immurd : 
Courſe my Attire, and ſhort ſhall be my Sleep, 
Broke by the melancholy midnight Bell : 
Now, Raymond, now be ſatisfied at laſt. 
Faſting and Tears, and Penitence and Prayer 
Shall do dead Sancho Juſtice every Hour. 
Raym. |_Afide.] By your leave, Manhood! 
Tor. He weeps, now he's vanquiſn'd. 
Raym. No! "Tis a falt Rheum that ſcalds my Eyes. 
Au. If he were vanquiſh'd, I am ſtill unconquer d, 
II leave you in the height of all my Love, 
Ev'n when my Heart is beating out its way, 
And ſtruggles to you moſt. 
tarewel, a laſt Farewel ! my dear, dear Lord 
Remember me; ſpeak Raymond, will you let him: 
Shall he remember Leozora's Love, 
And ſhed a parting Tear to her Misfortunes? 
Raym, | Aimoſt crying. ] Yes, yes, he ſhall, pray go. | 
Tor. Now, By my Soul, ſhe ſhall not go: why, Raymond, 
Her every car is worth a Father's Life; e 
Come to my Arms, come, my fair Penitent, 


L Wipes hu Eyes. 
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Let us not c think what future Is may fall 5 
But drink deep Draughts of Love, and loſe” em all. 

| [Exit Torriſmond with the Deen, 
| Rayn. No matter yet, he has my Hook within him, 
Now let him frisk and flownce and run and rowl, 

And think to break his hold. He toils in vain : 

This Love, the Bait he garg'd fo greedily, 

Will make him ſick, and then I have him ſure, 


Enter Alphonſo and pedro. 

_Alph. brother; there's News from Bertran ; he deſires 
Admittance to the King, and cries aloud, 
This Day ſhall end our Fears of Civil War: 
For his ſafe Conduct he entreats your Preſence, 
And begs you would be ſpeedy. 

Raym, Though I loath | 
The Traitor” 8 ſight, I go: Attend us here. [ Exit Raym. 


Enter Gomez, Elvira, Dominic, with Offers, fo make the Stage 
as full as poſſible. 
hood of City-Bailiffs: why, thou look ſt like Adam in Paradiſe, with his guard of 
Beaſts about him. 
Gom. Ay, and a Man had need of them, Don Pedro : for here are the two old 
Dom. Take notice how uncharitably he talks of Church-men. 
 Gom, Indeed you are a charitable Belſwagger: my Wife cry'd out Fire, Fir 
and you brought out your Church-buckets, and call'd for Engines to play 
Alph. I am ſorry you are come hither to 800 your Wife, her Education has 
been vertnous, her Nature mild and eaſie. 
60m. Ves! ſhe's caſie with a Vengeance, there s a certain Colonel has found 
Alph. She came a ſpotleſs Virgin to your Bed. | 
Gom. And ſhe's a ſpotleſs Virgin ſtill for me-—ſhe's never the worſe for my 
wearing, Ill take my Oath on't : I have liv'd with her with all the Innocence of 
Elv. Indeed, Sir, [ have no reaſon to complain of him for diſturbing of my 
| Sleep. 
Dom. A fine Commendation you have given your ſelf; the Church did not 
Ped. Come, come, your Grievances, your Grievances. 
Dom. Why, Noble Sir, Fl tell you. | 
Gom. Peace, Fryar! and let me ſpeak firſt. Tam the Plaigtiff Sure you think 
Dom. And you edifie by Minutes. - 
Com. Where you make Doctrines for the Peaple, and Uſes and Applications for 
your ſelves. 
Com. No! the t'other old Gentleman in black ſhall take me if I do! | will 
ſpeak firſt ! nay, I will, Fryar ! for all your Verbum Sacerdotis, IIl ſpeak truth in 
few words, and then you may come afterwards, and lye by the Clock as you uſe 
any Fryar in all Spain : that's a bold word now 
Dom, Let him alone: let him alone: I ſhall fetch him back with : a Circum-ben- 
dibus I warrant him. 
Com. Why, I fay, in the firſt place, that I and all Men are married for our r Sins, 
and that our Wives are a Judgment; that a Batchelor-Cobler is a happier Man 
than a Prince in Wedlock ; that we are all viſited with a Houſhold-Plague, and, 0 
Dom. Now he reviles Marriage, which is one of the Seven bleſſed Sacraincits. 
Gom. Tis liker one of the Seven deadly Sins: but make your beſt on t, | care 
not: 'tis but binding a Man Neck and Heels for all that! Bur as for my Wite, 


Pedro. Why, how now Gomez: what mak ſt thou here wth a whole Brother: 
Seducers, a Wife and Prieſt, that's Eve and the Serpent at my Elbow. 
gainſt it. F 
her ſo. 
a Man of Threeſcore ; like a peaceable Bedfellow as I am — 
marry you for that. 
you are in the Pulpit where you preach by Hours, 
Ped. Gomez, give way to the old Gentleman in black. 
to do. For, let me tell you, Gentlemen, he ſhall lye 1 forſwear himſelf with 
Alph. Well, What have you to ſay againſt your Wife, Goes” 
Lord have Mercy upon us ſhould be written on all our Doors. 
Vol. II. ED ; | chat 
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that — of Nilus, ſhe has wickedly and traiterouſly conſpir' d the Cuckeldom 
of me her anointed Sovereign Lord: and, with the help of the aforeſaid Fr yar, 
whom, Heaven confound, and, with the Limbs of one Colonel Hernando, Cuckola! 
maker of this City, deviliſhly contriv'd to ſteal her ſelf away, and under her 
Arm feloniouſly to bear one Casket of Diamonds, Pearls, and other Jewels, to 
the Value of 3000a Piſtols. Guilty, or Not-guilty ; how ſay ſt thou Culprit? 
Dom. Falſe and ſcandalous ! Give me the Book. I'll take my: een Ou 
pointblank againſt every particular of this Charge. 
Elv. And ſo will I. 
Dom. As I was walking in the Streets, telling my Beads, and praying to my 
ſelf, according to my uſual Cuſtom, I heard a foul Our: cry before Gomez his Portal; 
and his Wite, my Penitent, making doleful Lamentations: Thereupon, maki 
what haſte my Limbs would ſuffer me, that are crippl'd with often kneeling, I ſaw 
him Spurning and Fiſting her moſt unmercifully; - Whereupon, uſing Chriſtian 
Arguments with him to deſiſt, he fell violently upon me, without reſpe& to my 
Sacerdotal Orders, puſh'd me from him, and turnd me about with a Finger and 
a Thumb, juſt as a Man would ſet up a Top. Mercy, quoth I. Damme, quoth 
he. And ſtill continued Labouring me, till a good minded Colonel came ry, whom 
as Heaven ſhall fave me, I had never ſeen before. 
Com. O Lord! © Lord ! 
Dom. Ay, and, O Lady! O Lady too! | redouble my Oath, I had never ſeen, 
him. Well, this Noble Colonel, lik: a true Gentleman, was for taking the weaker 
part you may be ſure —- whereupon this Gomez flew upon him like a Dragon, got 
him down, the Devil being ſtrong in him, and gave him Baſtinado on Baſtinado, 
and Buffet upon Buffet, which the poor meek Colonel, being proſtrate, ſuffered 
with a moſt Chriſtian Patience. 
$ Gom. Who? he meek? Im ſure I quake at the very thought of him; why, 
he's as fierce as Rhodomont, he made Aſſault and Battery upon my Perſon, beat 
me into all the Colours of the Rainbow. And every word this abominable Prieſt 
has utter is as falſe as the Alcoran. But if you want a thorough-pac'd Lyar that 
will ſwear through thick and thin, commend me to a Fryar. | 


Enter Lorenzo, who comes bebind the Company, and Sack ) at bis Father s 
back unſeen, over-againſt Gomez. 


Lor. C4 de.] file now ! What's here to do? my Cauſe a ing as live, * 
that before my own Father: now Fourſcore take him for an old bawdy Magiſtrate, 
that ſtands like the Picture of Madam Juſtice, . with a pair of Scales in his Hand, 
to weigh Lechery by Ounces. 
Alph, Well — but all this while, who is this Colonel Hernando? 
Com. He's the Firſt-begotten of Beelrebub, with a Face as terrible as Demogorgon, 
Lorenzo peeps up over Alphonſo's Head, and ſtares at Gomez. 
No! I lye, I lye: 
He's a very proper handſome Fellow! well bop and clean hep'd, d, ui 
a Face like a Cherubin. 
Ped. What, backward and forward Gomez 2 doſt thou bank counter ? 
Alph. Had this Colonel any former Deſign upon your Wife? for, if that be provid, 
you {hall have Juſtice. 
Gom. | Afide.) Now I dare ſpeak ; let him look as dreadfully as he will. I 
ſay, Sir, and 1 will prove it, that he had a lewd Deſign upon her Body, and at- 
tempted to corrupt her Honeſty. [Lor. lifts up his Fiſt clench 'd at him. 
| conteſs my Wife was as willing —— as himſelf; and, I believe, twas ſhe cor- 
rupted him: tor I have known him formerly a very civil and modeſt Perſon. 
Elv. You ſee, Sir, he contradicts himſelf at every word: he's plainly mad. 
Alph. Speak 'boldly Man! and ſay what thou wilt ſtand by : did he firike , 
thee ? 
Com. I will ſp eak boldly : He ſtruck me on the Fa ace before my own Threſhold, 
that the very Walls cry'd ſhame on him. » [Lor. holds up again. 
Tis true, I gave him Provocation, for the Man S as peaceable a Gentleman as 
any is in all Spain. 
Dom. Now the Truth comes out in ſpight of him. 
Ped. ] believe the Fryar has bewitch'd him. 
Alph. For my my, [ ſee no wrong that has been offer d kim: 


— 


Com. How? no wrong "hp; he raid me with the help of two Soldiers, 
carried me away vi & armis, and would have put me into a Plot againſt the 
Government. [Lor. holds up again. 
1 confeſs, I never could endure the Gavietinbar: Keckals it was Tyrannical : 
but my Sides and Shoulders are Black and Blue, as [ can ſtrip, and ſhew the 
Marks of em. [ Lor. again. 
But that might happen too by a Fall that I got yeſterday upon the Pebbles. 

LA Laugh. 
Dom. Freſh Straw, and a dark Chamber : a moſt manifeſt cen there never 
comes better of railing againſt the Church. 
Gom. Why, what will you have me fay ? I think rr mäke me mad: Truth 
has been at my Tongue's end this half Hour, and I ave not 4 to bring it 
out for fear of this bloody- minded * 
Alph. What Colonel? 
om. Why, my Colonel: I mean, my Wiſs Colonel that ppeats there 6 to me 
lle my malus genius, and terrifies me. 

Alph. (Turning.] Now you are mad indeed, Gomez ; 5 is my Son Loremo. 

Gom. How ! your Son Lorenzo! it is impoſſible. 

Alph. As true as your Wife Elvira is my Daughter. 

Lor. What, have I taken all this pains about a Siſter 2 

om. No, you have taken ſome about me: I am ſure, if you are her Brother, 
my Sides can ſhew the Tokens of our Alliance. 

Alph. {to Lor.) You know I put your Siſter into a Nunnery, with a ſtrict 
c not to ſee you, for fear you ſhould have wrought upon her to have 
taken the Habit, which was never my Intention; and conſequently, I married 
her without your knowledge, that it might cot be in your power to prevent it. 
Elp. You ſee, Brother, I had a gatural affection to you. 

Lor. What a delicious Harlot have I loſt ! Now, Pox upon me, , for being fo 
near akin to thee. 

Elv. However, wgare both beholding to Fryar Dominic, the Church is an in- 
dulgent Mother, ſhe never fails to do her 8 

Dom. Heaven what will become of me? : „ . 
6Gom. Why, you are not like to trouble Heaven; thoſe fat Guts were never 
made for mounting. 

Lor. 1 ſhall make bold to disburthen him of my hundred Piſtols, to make him 
the lighter for his Journey: Indeed, tis partly out of Conſeience, that I may 
not be acceſſary to his breaking his Vow of Poverty. 


Daughter: But I ſhall do't by Proxy, Fryar, your Biſhop's my Friend, and is too 
honeſt to let ſuch as you infect a Cloiſter. 
 Gom, Ay, do Father-in-law, let him be ſtript of his Habit, and diſorder d 


upon his Back, that the World may once behold the inſide of a Fryar. 

Dom. Farewel, kind Gentlemen: I give you all my Bleſſing before go 

May your Siſters, Wives, and Daughters be ſo naturally lewd, that they may 
have no occaſion for a Devil to tempt, or a Fryar to pimp for 'em. 

Exit, with a Rabble puſhing him. 


Euter Torriſmond, Leonora, Bertran, Raymond, Tereſa, Sc. 


Tor. He lives! he lives! my Royal Father lives ! ! 
Let every one partake the general Joy. 
Some Angel with a golden Trumpet ſound, 
King Sancho lives! and let the ecchoing Skies 
From pole to Pole reſound, King Sancho lives. 
O Bertran, Ol no more my Fe, but Brother: 
One act like this blots out a thouſand Crimes. 
Bert. Bad Men, when tis their Intereſt, may do good : 
I muſt confeſs, I: counſel'd Sancho's Murther ; j 
And urg'd the Queen by ſpecious Arguments: W 
But (till ſuſpeMiog that her Love was chang d, | 
I ſpread abroad the Rumour of his Death, 
To ſound the "ay Soul of her * Wk 


Alph. 1 have no ſecular Power to reward the Pains you have taken with my 


] would faim ſee him walk in Quirpo, like a cas'd Rabbit, without his holy Furr 


Th 
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i 308 The Spaniſh Fryar: or, 
al Th' Event you know was anſwering to my Fears: | 
8 She threw the Odium of the Fact on me, 2 

ö And publickly avowd her Love to you. 

15 Raym. Heaven guided all to fave the Innocent. 

Bert. I plead no Merit, but a bare Forgiveneſs. 

bl Tor. Not only that, but Favour : Sanchos Life, 

tl Whether by Vertue or Deſign preſerv'd, 
ul Claims all within my power.. 
\ Qu. My Prayers are heard; 
1 And I have nothing farther to deſire, 

| But Sancho s leave to authorize our Marriage. 

| Tor. Oh! fear not him! Pity and he are one; 

| So merciful a King did never live; 

ö Loth to revenge, and eaſie to forgive, 

But let the bold Conſpirator beware, | e 
j For Heaven makes Princes its peculiar Care. 1 Exeunt omnes. 
i 
ti 
bt 
ii 
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* To the Right Honourable 


EARL of ROCHESTER, &c. 
My Lord, 
H E Authors of this Poem, preſent it bumbly to your Lordſhips Patronage , 
think it worthy of that honour. It has already been a Confeſſor, and was al 
Martyr for the Royal Cauſe. But having ſtood two Tryals from its Enemies, one before 
A it was Acted, another in the Repreſentation ,, and having been in both acquitted, *tis now 
to ſtand the Publick Cenſure in the reading Where ſince, of neceſſity, it muſt have the ſame Enemies, 
we hope it may alſo find the ſame Friends; and therein we are ſecure not only | 
but of the more Honeſt and Loyal Party. Me only expected bare Fuſtice in the Permiſſion to hade it 
Aged; and that we had, after a ſevere and long E xamiration, from an Upright and k-10wing Fudge, 
who having heard both fades, and examin'd the Merits of the Cauſe in a ſtritþ peruſal of the Play, gave 
Sentence for us, that it was neitber a Libel, nor'a Parallel of particular Perſons, In the Repreſentati- 
on it ſelf , it was perſecuted with ſo notorious Malice by one ſide , that it procur'd us the Partiality 
of the other; ſo that the Favour more than recompenc d the Prejudice : And tis happier to have 
been ſav'd (if ſo we were) by the Indulgence of our good and faithful Fellow-Subjedts, than by 
our own Deſerts ;, becauſe thereby the weakneſs of the Faction is diſcover d, which in us, at that time, 
attac d the Government; and ſtood combin' d, like the Members of the Rebellious League, 4 
gainft the Lawful Soveraign Authority. To what Topique will they haue recourſe, when they are ma- 
nifeſtly beaten from their chief Poſt, which has always been Popularity, and Majority of Vvices - They 
will tell us, That the Voices of a People are not to be gather d in a Play- Houſe ;, and yet even there, the 
Enemies as well as Friends have free Admiſſion ; but wile our Argument was ſerviceable to their In- 
tereſts, they could boaſt that the Theaters were True Proteſtant, and came inſulting to the Play 5, where 
their own Triumphs were repreſented. But let them now aſſure themſelves, that they can make the ma- 
jr part of no Aſſembly, except it be a Meeting-Houſe. Their Tyde of Popularity is ſpent, and the 
natural Current of Obedience is in ſpight of them, at laſt prevalent. In which, my Lo rd, after the 
merciful Providence of God, the unſhaken Reſolution, and prudent Carriage of the K ing, and the in- 
 violable Duty, and manifeſt Innocence of his Royal Highneſs, the prudent 
ſters is alſo moſt conſpicuous, - I am not particular in this Commendation,” becauſe J am unwilling to 
raiſe Envy to your Lordſhip, who are too juſt not to deſire that Praiſe ſhould be communicated to others, 
which was the common Endeavour and Co-operation of all. Tis enou 
Part was neither obſcure in it, nor unhazardous. - And if ever this ex 


cellent Government ſo, well eſta- 
bliſty d by the Wiſdom of our Forefathers, and ſo much ſhaken by the Folly of this Age, ſhall recover its 


if you ſhall 


ancient Splendor, Poſterity cannot be ſo ungrateful, as to forget thoſe, who in the worſt of Times, bave ; 


ſtood undaunted by their King and Countrey, and for the Safeguard of both, have ex o themfetves to 
the malice of falſe Patriots, and the madneſs of an headſtrong Rabble, But fie this glorious Work is. 
yet unfiniſhed, and though we have reaſon to hope well of the ſucceſs, yet the Exeat depends on the un- 
ſearchable Providence of Almighty God, tis no time to raiſe Trophees, while the Victory is in diſpute 
but every man by your example, to contribute what is in his power, to maintain 

which depends the future Settlement and Proſperity of three Nations, The Pilot's Prayer to Neptune 
mas not amiſs, in the middle of the Storm: Thou may'ſt do with me, O Neptune, what thou 
pleaſeſt, but I will be ſure to hold faſt the Rudder. e are to truſt firmly in the Deity, but fo 


as not to forget, that be commonly works by ſecond Cauſes, and admits of our Endeavors with his con- 
currence. For our own parts, we are ſenſible as we ought, how little we can contribute with our weak. 
aſſiſtance. The moſt we can boaſt of, is, tbat we are not ſo inconſiderable as to want Enemies, whom 


we have raiſed to our ſelves on no other account,” than that we are uot of therh number: and ſince that's 
their Quarrel, they ſhall haue daily occaſion to hate us more. Tis not, my Lord, that any man de- 


lights to ſee himſelf paſquin d and affronted by their inveterate Scriblers, hut om the other fade it ought. 


to be our glory, that themſelves believe not of us what they write. Reaſonable Aen are well ſatisfied 
for whoſe ſakes the venom of their Party is ſhed on us, becauſe they ſee that at the ſame time, our Ad- 
verſaries ſpare not thoſe to whom they owe Allegtance and Veneration. Thr Deſpair as puſl”d them 
to break thoſe Bonds; and tis obſervable, that the lower they are driven, the more v1olently they write. 
Ass Lucifer and his Companions were only proud when Angels, but grew malicaus when Devils. Let 
them rail, ſince tis the only ſolace of their miſeries, and the only revenge, which we hope they now can 
take, The greateſt and the beſt of men are 'above their reach, and for our meanneſs, though they aſ- 
fault us like Foot-padders in the dark, their Blows bave done us little harm; me yet live, to 255 our 
ſelves in open day, to vindicate our Loyalty to the Government,” and to aſſure your Lord/bip, with all 
Submiſſion and Sincerity, that we are ine & Ml 


22 F 
30-316 „ RN AMA 


| 254 eon 
Moſt Obedient, Faithful Servants, 
| 19 OH 5 | 


" 


SR. | ee 
* 2 1 &# 42 775 Th T , L a | 
0 H N DR * DE 87 N A 7 | K E, 
M m . 


Vol. II. PR O- 


moſt made a 


of the greater Number, 


Management of the Mini- 


gh, my Lord, that your own 


fo juſt a C avſe, n 


YR Play's a Parallel: The Holy Leagne 
B. got our Cov'nant : Guiſards got the IWhigs : 

WPhate'er our hot-brain'd Sheriffs did advance, 
Was, like our Faſhions, firſt produc'd in France: 
And, when worn out, well ſcourg'd, and baniſh'd there, 
Sent over, luke their godly Beggars here. 
Cou'd the ſame Trick, twice play d, our Nation gull? 
It looks as if the Devil were grown dull; 
Or. ſerv'd us up, in ſeorn, by broken Meat, 
And thought we were not worth a better Cheat. 
The fulſome Cov'nant, one wou'd think in reaſon, 
Had giv'nus all our Bellys-full of Treaſon : | 
And yet, the Name but chang'd, our naſty Nation 
Chaws its own Excrement, th Aſſociation. 

% true, we have not learn d their pots ning way, 
For that's a mode but newly come in play; | 
Beſides, Your Drugs uncertain to prevail; 

But your True Proteſtant can never. fail, 
With that compendious Inſtrument, a Flail. 
Go on; and bite, ev'n though the Hook lies bare; 
| Twice in one Age expel the lawful Heir: 
Once more decide Religion by the Sword; 
And purchaſe for us a new Tyrant Lord. 
Pray for your King; but yet your Purſes ſpare; 
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Written by Mr. Dryden: 


Make him not Tivo- Pence richer by your Pr . 
To ſhom you love Him much, __ 


Do, what in Coffee-hou 71 
Pull down the Maſter, and Set up the Man. 


Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


chaſtiſe h 
And malte Him very great, e ES 
Puſh Him to Wars, 45 ſtill no Pence advance; 
Let Him loſe England, to recover France. NN 
Cry Freedom up with Popular noifie Votes: _ 
And get enough to cut each others Throat. 


Lop all the Rig hes that fence your Monarth's Throhe i 


For Fear of too much Pom r, pray leave him none. 


A noiſe was made of Arbitrary Sway ; _ A 
But in Revenge, you Whighs, have found a way, GC 
An Arbitrary Duty now to pay. & 


Let his own Servants turn, to ſave their take; © 


Glean from His Plenty, and by Wants forſale. 
But" let ſome Judas near Hu Perſon ſtay, JR Es 
To ſwallow the laſt Sop, and then betray. 


| Make London 1 of the Crown : 


A Realm apart; the Kingdom of the Town. 
Let Ignoramus Juries find no Traytors : 

And Ignoramus Poets ſcribble Satyrs. | 
And, that your fer dan none may fail to ſcan, ? 


o 4 


65 you began; | 


EPILOGUE. 


Written by the ſame Author: Spoken by Mrs. Coole. 


3 UC H Time and Trouble this poor Play has coſt; 
MI And, Faith, I doubted once the Cauſe was toſt. 
Tet no one Man was meant; nor Great, nor Small; 
Our Poets, like frank Gameſters, threw at all. 


They took no fingle Aim : { 
But, like bold Boys, true to their Prince and hearty, 
Huzza'd, and fir d Broad-ſides at the whole Party, 
Duels are Crimes; but when the Cauſe is right, | 
In Bartel, every Man 3 bound to fight. 

For what (hou'd hinder Me to ſell my Skin . 
Dear as I cou'd, if once my hand were in? © 
Se Defendendo never was a Sin. | 
Ii a fine World, my Maſters, right or wrong, | 
The Whiggs muſt talk, and Tories hold their Tongue. 
Wey muſt do all they can log 

But We, Forſoot h, muſt bear a Chriſtian mind; 

And fight, like Boys, with One Hand ty'd behind; 
Nay, and when one Boy's down, tere wond'rous wiſe, 
Jocry, Box fair, and give him time to riſe. 

when Fortune favours, none but Fools will dally : 
Wou'd any of you Sparks, xf Nan or Mally 

Tipt you th inviting Wink, ſtand ſhall I, ſhall I? 
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A Trimmer cry'd, (that heard me tell this Story) * 
Fie, Miſtreſs Cooke! Faith you're too rank a Tory! 
Wiſh not Whiggs bang d. but pity their hard Gaſes * 
Tou Women love to ſee Men make wry Faces. 
Pray, Sir, ſaid I, don't think me ſuch a ew; 

T ſay no more, but give the Dev'l his due, 


| Lemitives, ſays he, ſuit beſt with our Condition, 
Jack Ketch, ſays I, I an excellent Phyſician. 


T love no Bloud —— Nor I, Sir, as ITbreath; 

But hanging is a fine dry kind of Death. 

We Trimmers are for holding all things even: 
Tes——juſt like bim that hung teu xt Hell and Heaven. 
Have we not had Mens Lives enow already d 

Tes ſure © but you're for holding all things teddy: 
Now ſince the Weight hangs all on one ſide * 
Du Trimmers ſhou d, to porze it, hang on t'other. 
Damn d Neuters, in their middle way of ſteering, 

Are neither Fiſh, nor Fleſh, nor good Red- Herring: 


Not Whiggs, nor Tories they; nor this, nor that ; 


Not Biras, nor Beaſts ; but juſt a kind of Bat : 
A Twilight Animal ; true 725 Cauſe, 
With Tory Wings, but Whiggiſh Teeth and Claws. 


: Dr amatis Perſonæ. 
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The King Mr. Kynaſton. 
Duke of Guiſe Mr. Betterton. 
Duke of Mayenne Mr. Je von. 
o Mr. Smith. 
The Cardinal of Gui/e Mr. Wiltſhyre. 
Archbiſhop of Lyons Mr. Perin 
Alphonſo Corſo + Mr. Monfort. 
Polin Mr. Bowman. 
Aumale Mr. Carlzle. 
Buſly | Mr .Saunders. 
The Curate of Euſtace Mr. Underhill. 
Malicorne — Mr. Percival. 
Melanas, a Spirit Mr. Glo. | | 
Two Sheriffs Bright and Samford. 
| Citizens and Rabble, c. 0 D 

| £41 +, WOMEN | | 
Queen-Mother Lady Slingsby. 
Marmoutier Mrs. Barry 
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SCENE, PARIS. 


THE 


_DUKE-«< of I. 


. 
Iv 4 N 


The Gel of 7 rh Seated. tn Bere - iP rer r 
te Duke of Guiſe. 


Buſſy and Polin tro of the Sixteen, 


- Buffy... Ights there! more Lights: what, burn the Tapers dim, 
1 When glorious Guiſe, the Moſes, Gideon, David, f 
The Saviour of the Nation, makes approach 1 
Pol. And therefore are we met; the whole Sixteen 
That fway the Crowd of Paris, guide their Votes, 5 
Manage t 5 Purſes, Perſons, Fortunes, Lives, 
Jo mount the Gui/e, here merit calls him, high; j 
And give him a whole Heaven, for room to ſhinèe. 
Enter Curate ef St. Euſtace. 
Buſſ. The Curate of St. Euſtace comes at laſt; 
But, Father, why ſo late? 
Cur. I have been taking godly pains, to ſatisfie A Sctuples raid among 
weak Brothers of our Party, that were ſtaggering i in the Cauſe. 
Pol. What cou'd they find t? Object? 
Car. They thought, to Arm againſt the King was Treaſon, 
Bufſ. T hope you Tet'em right? 
Car. Ves; and for anſwer, I produc'd Ro Book. TRAY 
A Calviniſt Miniſter of Orleans. „ it . to jute. the © Admiral 
For taking Arms againſt the King deceas'd : * 
Wherein he proves that irreligious Kings 
May juſtly be depos'd, and put to death, 
Buſſ. To borrow Arguments from Heretick Books 
Methinks was not ſo prudent. 5 . e 
Car. Yes; from the Devil, if it would help our r Cauſe, r 
The Author was indeed a Heretick; 88 
The Matter of the Book is good an pious. . 
Pol. But one prime Article of our "Holy League, NY ore ts the bark! 
Is to preſerve the King, his Pow'r and Perſon. TOSS 
Car. That muſt be ſaid, you know, for ene 3 5 
A pretty Blind to make the Shoot ſecure. _ 1 Tr gy A 
Buſſ. But did the Primitive Chriſtians e're rebel, 13115 7 
When under Heathen Lords? I hope they did. 
Car, No ſure, they did not; for they had not Pow? * 
The Conſcience of a People is their Power. _ 
Pol. Well; the next Article in.our Solemn cone. 
Hog bg the Point avail, 


What ist? I ſhou'd be glad to find the king | wh 
No Cer than needs muſt? 


Pol. That in caſe of Oppoſition from any perſon whatſoever - 8 


Cur. That's well, that's well; then the King is not excepred, if he oppoſe us s 
Pol. We are oblig'd to joyn as one, to 7 15 Mm 


\ g&&S%*.” 7, 


* who attempt to hinder or diſturb us. 5 . 
Hal, Tis a plain Caſe; the -_ s included in 5 the Fuviſhment, 12111 87 

In caſe he rebel againſt the Pope. 7 
Poel. But how can he rebel? 1 


Car, IH make it out: Rebellen IS an Sp ab Aufl eee 


but they that have the Power are actually the erugnt: eee 1 the 
People have the Power, the N is im the King. 9 10 
9 Mm 2 Buſſ 
* | | 
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What's our Reward? Our Offices are loſt, e . 5 
Turn'd out like Labour'd Oxen, after Harveſt, 


But good intentions juſtify the deed.” an 5 42.5% oy 


Well Diſciplin'd, well Arm'd, well ſeaſon'd Traitors; - 


Al TE" BY A R 2 
* renn — — 
hs 5 


BA. A moſt convincing Argument for Faction. 

Cur. For Arming, if you pleaſe; hut not for Faction. 
For ſtill the Faction! is the e number; 30 
So, what they pb che kawgal Government. r r 
Is now the Ba fo the meſt art ours. 

Pok Sifcc end all pv So be Abovsche King; I Kaba gladly 
whom weare to obey ; or whether we are to be all Kings together? 
Cur. Are you a Member of the League, and ask that Queſtion?“? 
There's an Article, that, may, ſay, is as uy as an 
In the Creed: Namely ? rhiak we, the ſaid Aſſociates, ar 
Sworn to yield ready Otiellience, and faithful adage) — 
Head which! halb be deputedd os en e ee 

Buſſ. "Tis moſt manitelt, that b Virtue of our.Oath i 
We are all Subjects to the Duke o Guiſe. The King's 
An Officer that has betray'd: his Truſt; and ther efore We 


deritand 


— — 


have turn'd him out of Service. Omnes. Agreed, agreed. WE ? 
Euter the Ditke 4 Guiſe; Cardinal of Guife, Aumale: orches WJ 
The Duke takes the . 


, * þ 
VAC {4 44 


B. Your Highneſs enters in à lucky hour; 
Thunanimous Vote you heard, confirms your Choice, 
As Head of Paris, and the Holy League. Curd. I fiy Amen to chat. | 

Pol. You are our Champion; Buckler of our Faith. | 2 511 

Card. The King, like Saul, is Heaven's W Choice; 8 


You his Anointed one, on berter thought. | re. ere DLL 
Guiſe. m what you pleaſe to call me: Any thing, 


Lieutenant General, Chief, or Conſtable, e 
Good Decent Names, that only mean your Slave: en eee, SAL el 
Bulſ. You chas'd the Germans hence, . ExiPd WW 

And reſeu'd France from Hereticks and Strangers. FFC 


Aum. What he and all of us have done, is known. 


To the bare Commons of the wither Field. 1 . 
Buſſ. Our Charters will go next: Becauſe we Sberi f N i ee 

Permit no Juſtice to be done on thoſe FF 

The Court calls Rebels, but we call them Gints. 198K 
Guiſe, Yes; We are all involv'd, as Heads, or Parties: ; 


Dip'd in the noiſy Crime of State, call'd Treaſon: bg 
And Traitours we mult be, to King, or Com 6505 


Buſſ. Why then my Choice i 1s made. . eee 
Pol. And mine. Omn. And all. ey 8 
Card. Heav'n is it ſelf Head of the Holy League: * 45 8 oe 
And all the Saints are Coy? nanters, and Guiſards. . 
Guiſe, What ſay you, Curate? Car. I hope well, my Lord." 
Card. Thar is, he hopes you mean to make him OOPS: | 
And he deſerves your care of his Preferment. . mY 0 


pa 


For all his Prayers are Curſes on the CN e's 


And all his Sermons Libels on the King! YO nn 


11 f 4 


In ſhort, a Pious, Hearty, Factious Prieſt. * BYS on 
Guiſe. All that are here my Friends, ſhall thaten my Fortunes; Si 
There's Spoil, Preferments, Wealth 1 WWW 


Tis but deſerve and have: The $ pariſh King i 55 F 


Conſigns me fiſty thouſand erb a Week” E 
Jo raiſe and to foment a Civil War. e 
Tis true, a Penſion from a Foreign x Prince | eg 19 9/57 it 146 t; b 

Sounds Treaſon in tlie Letter of the Law, i Ho i 


Car, Heaven's good; the Caufe 1 IS 5. jp "the Ave 6 good; (ATR OR 
No matter whencs it comes. : es Rs 
Buſj. Our City Bands, are twenty 8 ſtrong; VVV 


Thick rinded heads, that leave i no room for Rely. . 1 
Shop Conſciences, of JJ 
Freach'd up, and ready tin'd fora Rebellion; | te Re od a 


"Tr-Dap of G: 
dus. Why then the Noble Plot is fit for birth; Fr Hit 0 

and Labouring France cries out for Midwiſe-hands. 7s "74: | * 

We miſs d, fürpflzingof the King at Blois, eie 

When laſt the States were held; *twas over-ſight : in 0! 85 

Beware we make not ſuch another Der yngooro d e fo 1 uh T 
Card. This Holy time of Low we Kave u HN l Eri they 5 

He goes unguarded, mix'd with whipping Fr yars, THEY. POW 71 

In that Proceſſion, he's more fit for, Heaw ni: (Ii an gm do c 

What hinders us to ſeize the Royal ne On n a ini eee 

And cloſe him in a Cloyſter? onen 8 
Car. Or dispatch him: I love to make al e 2d og in 
Guiſe. No; guard him ſafe; „one nige 31 o3 007 3 

Thin Diet will do well; twill dars into Reaſon, rſh; 

Till heexclude his Brother of Navizeee, . . n ee ee t hg . 

And graft Succeſſion on a worthier Choice: WY well > e e ha 17 

To favour this, five hundred Mem in arms, | 504-41 0100 FIRTH 

Shall ſtand prepar'd to enter at your call; 5 0 is ol; 

And ſpeed the Work: St. Martins Gate Was W 

But the Sheriff Conty, who Ni that Ward, 1 

Refus'd me paſſage there. 1 ; 1 know that Cory: 

A Sniveling, Conſcientious, Lojal Rogue“ 04 

He'll Peach, and Ruine all. 8817 £39110 915 rt. ; 1 m i 
Card. Give out he's Arbitrary; «Never! ome! 0 1 F ret] 

A Heretick; diſcredit him betimes | bo en og 1 bir 

And make his J itneſs void, WES een Our: FIl Farear him uf, 

I ſwallow Oaths as eaſie as 3 ang ft 1 

Mock-Fire that never burns. 1 oY e 155 2 0 1 7 
Guiſe. Then Buffy, be't your care Vadit my Troops, offs lie, Mold hot 

At Porte St. Honore : (riſes) Night wears apace. m er 

And Daylight muſt not peep on Dark Degen“ C 
I will my ſelf to Court: Pay Formal Duty; JVC 

Take leave; and to my Governmentretires : g un | 0 01 

Impatient to be ſoon recall d; to ſee f., mn 1 


-P he King Impriſon'd, and the Nation free, | . 5 Excunt all but Guiſe, 


— 

— 

— 
— 


Ente Malicorn Abit | 
Mal. Each diſmal Minute when I call to Mind 


The Promiſe that I made the Prince of Hell. 
In one and twenty years to be his Slave, 101 en Wen 8115 
Of which near twelve are gone, my Soul. runs pack, POT ILY 
The Wards of reaſon rowl into their Spting. THEN. 4:22 7 et WAL CET 1900044 © 
O horrid thought! but one and twenty years, ; 
And twelve near paſt, then to be ſteep'd in Fire, He. | 
Daſh'd againſt Rocks, or ſnatcht from molte GRAD - 11 Bop 205 M02 BRL ee 
Reeking, and dropping, piece-meal born by Winds, 285 
And quench'd ten thoufand fathom in the deep! | oth at ihe Dan. 
But hark! he comes, ſee there, my Blood ſtands fill, 
My Spirits ſtart an end for i Fare; 5 57 751 4 

A Devilriſes, © | 

Mal. What Counſel does 728 Fate of Guiſt FOO 7 \ 

Dev, Remember with his Prince there's no delay, LIL ER '8 DME gall. 
But, the Sword drawn, to fling the Sheath away; een en ue hi 
Let not the ſear of Hell his Spiri it grieye, 7. 24h 4 6t6 
The Tomb is till, whatever Fools believe; W 
Laugh at the Tales which wither dd Sages bing, 2 
Proverbs and Morals, let the Waxen Kin 
That rules the Hive, be born without a . eee eee 
Let Guiſe by Blood reſolve to mount to Pow 5 att 9 218, YEMIS <+ HOES TAL. 
And he is Great as Mecha's Emperou rr: ola ts. 

He comes, bid him not ſtands on Alrac Vows, TONY LED e. 
But then ftrike deepeſt, when he loweſt bows; Mhh wont ie 
Tell him Fate's awd when an Uſurper 8 rings, is 3-50 45 A -. 
And joyns to crowd out Juſt Indulgent Kings, © Ne 


Enter the Duke of Guiſe, and Duke of Meyea/ 
1 All Offices and Dignities he gives 


I - ww \ 


266 7% Dae GUISE | 
To your pr rofeſ! Hi moſt invetevite; Foes; {4014 „ of nojh N 
But it he were inclin'd, as We could wiſh ln, F ie 608. br * 
1 here is a Lady Re ent at his "_ AN AT hat never Pardons. tim | 
Guiſe, Poyſon on 5 Name, Min e e . %% 01% % Hans % 
Take my hand on't, that Cormoraat - at is a>) 1009550 1 e 
Will never reſt, till ſhe has all our Heads W. 0 fin Fe o 
In her lap. I was at Bon with her,, igel this bY un on egos alt 
When She, the King, and Grifly Alva met; bl oi e ene e a 
Methinks I ſee her liſtening now before nee ee aye yy 
5 Marking the very motion of his Beard, 2 (00 6 i lob hn 
His Op' ning Noſtr: ils and his Dropping Lido) volt milie 0a 
I hear him Croak too to the Gaping Council; e mul bigys © 5/1 Ad 
Fiſh for the great Fiſh, take no care for Frogs, SIE 1 11% ob 1 7.150 wt 
Cut off the Poppy-Heads, Sir; Madam, charm. 140 ff etl : of Hg 
the Winds but faſt, the Billows will be Fro # 5 5:6 fl 5 2% Z fie bob 


. 2 


Yet at The Counts cautious and ps 71 em LY vr _= 
Your Voice, your Eyes, your Meen 6 8049 
You ſeem to mec o Men, E Guiſe. The Reno 5 orn. 
Hot with my Friends, becauſe 1 50 Queſtion givn, 1 
I ſtart the Judgment right where others 4 a+ 284 1 
This is the Effect of Equal Element: N F i h Yo 
And Atoms juſtly pois'd; nor ſhould you wonder. ; Wd Eien oak 4 
More at peel Body than of Mind; e cons Bir i 
"tis equally the me to ſeeme plunge lo {142 ite. 
Headlong into the Sine all over Amd. 4% 
And Plow againſt the Torrent romy po point, U . 
As *twasto hear my Judgment ont e Germans, „ 1 . 
This to another Man wou'd be a brag, . Cf 
Or at the Court among my Enemies, ² ih 
Lo be as lam here quite off my Guard. "feet 2 
Would make me ſuch another thing as Grillon, | 
A blunt, hot, honeſt, downright, valiant Fool. 
May. Yer this you muſt allo a failure in YOU 


You love his Niece, and to a Politician, | 1 Oey: 

All Paſſion's bane, but Love directly death. f 
Guiſe, Falſe, falſe, my Mayen, thou'rt but bad. agen, i616 So ad 

Were ſhe not tuch a wondrous Compoſition ; - | 1 407 6 


A Soul fo fluſh'd as mine is with Ambition, | We TEE FF: aol 
Sagacious and fo nice, mult have diſdain'd her; FC 
But ſhe was made when Nature was in humowr, | . f 
As if a Grillon got her on the Queen, | 8 77 
Where all tlie honeſt Atoms fought their Way; 5 c 15 os 11 
Took a full Tincture of the Mother's EMS ion 55 4 
But left the dregs of Wickedneſs behinc. | TOPS he” 
May. Have you not told her what we have in hand? 
Guiſe. My utmoſt aim has been to hide it from 1 
Zut there Pm ſhort by the long Chain of Cau es " \ 
She has ſcan'd it, juſt as if ſhe were my Soul, 77 + 54 ll 
And though I flew about with Circumſtances, | 
Denials, Oaths, Improbabilities; 1555 
Vet through the Hiſtories of our Lives, ſhe look'd, | 
She ſaw, ſhe overcame, _ Map. Yak then, we're al undone. 
Guiſe. Agen you err, 
Chal as ſhe is, The wou'd as ſoon give up 
Her Honour, as betray me to the king; 
I tell thee, ſhe's the Character of Heaven; 
Such an habitual over-Womanly Goodneſs, . 
She dazles, walks meer Angel upon Earth. 
Bur ſee, the comes, call the Cardinal Guife, 
While Me/icorn attends for ſome Diſpatches, 
Before I take my farewell of the Court. y 3 
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os F Dae Marwewtier/ 

Mar. Ah Guiſe, you are undo nme. 

Guiſe, How, Madam? Mar. Loft; 
Beyond the poſſibility of hope. Deſpair, and die. 


Guiſe. You menace deeply, Madam, 

And ſhould this come from any Mouth but yours, 
My ſmile ſhould anſwer how the ruine touch'd me.” 
Mar. Why do you leave the Court?  _-. 

Guiſe. The Court leaves me. ROT 
Mar. Were there no more but wearineſs of State; 

Or cou'd you like * Scipio retire, n 

Call Rome ungrateful, and ſit down with that; 

such inward Gallantry would gain you more 

Than all the ſullied Conqueſts you can boaſt; 

But Oh, you want that Roman Maſterie; -- 

You have too much of the tumultuous times _ F 

And I muſt mourn the Fate of your Ambition. oth p 
Gaiſe. Becauſe the King diſdains my Services 

Muſt I not let him know I dare be gon? | 

What when I feel his Council on my Neck, 

Shall I not caſt em backward if TI can; | 

And at his Feet make known their villainy ? b 

Mar. No Gaiſe, not at his Feet, but on his Head; ; 


Ml 


For there you ſtrike. Guiſe. Madam, you wrong me now; 
For {till what-e're ſhall come in Fortunes whirle, FE : 6 | 8 
His Perſon muſt be ſafe. Młier. I cannot think it. 


However, your laſt words confeſs too much. 
Confeſs, what need I urge that Evidence, 
When every hour I ſee you Court the Crowd, 
When with the ſhouts of the Rebellious Rabble, 
I ſee you born; on ſhoulders to Cabal 
Where with the Traiterous Council of Sixteen, 
You fit and Plot the Royal Henry's Death 
Cloud the Majeſtick Name with Fumes of Wine, 
Infamous Scrowls, and Treaſonable Verſe; _ 
While, on the other fide, the Name of Guiſe, 
By the whole Kennel of the Slaves, is rung, 
Pamphleteers, Ballad-mongers (ing your Ruine, 
While all the Vermin of the vile Pariſians 
Toſs up their greaſie Caps where e're you pals, 
And hurl your dirty Glories in your Face. . N 
_ Guiſe. Can I help this? Mar. By Heaven, Pd Earth my ſelf, 
Rather than live to act ſuch black Ambition: 1 75 
But, Sir, you ſeek it with your Smiles and Bows, 
This Side and that Side congeing to the Crowd; 
Lou have your Writers too, that cant your Battels, 
That ſtile you the Ne David, Second Moſes, 
Prop of the Church, Deliverer of the People. 
Thus from the City, as from the Heart they ſpread 
Thro all the Provinces, alarm the Countries, 
Where they run forth in Heaps, bellowing your Wonders, 
Then cry, The King, The King's a Hagonot, 1 
And, ſpight of us, will have Navarre ſucceed, 

Spight of the Laws, and ſpight of our Religion: £5 
But we will pull em down, down with *em, down. [K xeels. 
Guiſe. Ha, Madam! Why this Poſture ? Mar. Hear me, Sir: 
For, if *tis poſſible, my Lord, I'll move you. 

Look back, return, implore the Royal Mercy, 

Ere”tis too late, I beg you by theſe Tears, 

Theſe Sighs, and by th? ambitious Love you bear me; 

— all the Wounds of your poor groaning Country, 

hat bleeds to death, O ſeek the Beſt of Kings, 

Knezl, fling your ſtubborn Body at his Feet; 

Your Pardon ſhall be ſign'd, your Country ſaved, 5 
8 „ ry Virgins 


" 
* hoe N * 


268 "Th 501 T GD ] SE” 
Vir gins and Matr ons -all ſhall ſing your Fame, 
And every Babe ſhall bleſs tlie Guiſe $ Name. * 
Guiſe, O riſe, thou Image of the Deity; | 541 
You ſhall prevail, I will do any thing; 5 11 
You have broke the very Gall of my Ambition, fo 
And all my Powers now float in Peace agen: 
Be fatisfd that I will ſee the King, ent Spot gr 
Kneel to him, e're I Journey to Champagne, 
And beg a kind Farewell. Mar. No, ng, my. Lord; 
J {ee thro that, you but withdraw a while, 
To muſter all the Forces that you can, = 
And then rejoyn the Council of Sixteen. 
Vou muſt not go. Griſe. All the Heads of the League 
Expect me, and J have engag'd my Honour. 
Mar. Would all thoſe Heads were off, ſo yours were vd. 
Once more, O Guiſe, the weeping Myrmontier 121121 
Entreats you do not go. n + GEAR: It ont Is 
That Gaiſe ſhould ſay, in this he muſt refuſe you? 3 5 
Mar. Go then, my Lord. I late receiv d a Letter 3 1 
From one at Cour t, who tells me the King loves me: 
Read it, there is no more than what you hear. 
I have Jewels offer*d too, perhaps may take em: 
And if you go from Paris, Pllto Gurt. 
Gaiſe, But, madam, I have often heard you ſay 
Vou lov'd not Courts. Mar. Perhaps I haye chang my Mind: 
Nothing as yet could draw me, but a King, 
And ſuch a King, ſo Good, fo Juſt, ſo Great, | 
'That at his Birth the Heavenly Council paus'd, 
And then at laſt cr d out, This is a Man. 
Guiſe. Come, tis but Counterfeit; you dare not go. 
Mar. Go to your Government, and try. Guiſt. Iwill. 
Mar. 'Then Þll to Court, nay, to the King. Gal. By Heaven 
{ ſwear, you cannot, ſhall not, dare not ſee him. | | 
Mar. By Heaven Ican, I dare, nay, and I will: 
And nothing but your Stay ſhall hinder me; 
For now, „„ methinks, I long Met. Sk Poſſible! 
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Naar you ſhall ſeeme kneel, and kiſs his Hand.” = Exit. 5 
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65 This is the e ee een and Eſpernon, 
Ly Abbot Delhene, Alphonſo C orſo too, NE 
. All packt to plot, and turn me into Madneſs. Reading the Leter. 
{ Enter Cardinal Guiſe, Duſe of Mayen, Malo, KC 
1 Ha! can it be! Madam, the King loves you. [Reads. 
TR But VenganceI will have; to pieces, thus, 3 
| To pieces with em all. 353535 [Tears the Letter. 
5 Card. Speak lower. 17 bs Guiſe. „„ f 
ji By all the Torments of this galling Paſſion, 5 
0 PI hollow the Revenge 1 vow, Revd. 


My Father's Ghoſt ſhall hear me up to Heaven. 
Card. Contain your ſelf; this Outrage will undo us. 1 . 
Guiſe, All things are ripe, and Love new points their Ruine. — 

Ha! my good Lerds, what if the murd'ring Council | 
Were in our Power, ſhould they eſcape our Juſtice? 
[ ſee by each Mans laying of his Hand 
Upon his Sword, you ſwear the like Revenge. 
For me, I with that mine may both rot off Card. No more. 
May. The Council of Sixteen attend you. | 
(aſe, Igo — That Vermin may devour my Limbs, 
That! may die like the late puling Francis, | 
Under the Barbers Hands, Impoſthumes choak me, 
Tt while alive I ceaſe to chew their Ruine; | 
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Alphonſo C: orſo Gram Prieſt, A 
To ag] em in Effigie, nay, to tread, HE 
* amp, and grind” em, after they are dead.” 174 als eee. 
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ACT I. SCENE * 
Eurer Queen-Mother, Abbot Delbene, Polia. ard 


Q. M. Ray mark the Form of the Conſpitacy; ID 
64005 gives it out he Journeys to C 1 
But lurks indeed at Lagzy, hard by Pari, oro aro: 
Where every Hour he hears, and gives Inftractions. | nbd hg 
Mean time the Council of Sixteen aſſure him 1 
They have Twenty thouſand Citizens in Arms. | 
Is it not ſo, Polin? Fol True on amy Life 2 
And if the King doubts the Diſcovery, | 
Send me to the Baſtile till all be prov'd. 


M. Call Colonel Grillon, the King a ſpeak with hit." 1 | (Ex 
Abbot. Was ever Age like this? Polin. 
Q. M. Polin is honeſt: Beſide, the whole Proceeding is ſo like 


The hair-brain'd Rout, I gueſs'd as much ae 

Know then, it 1s reſolv'd to ſeize the King, 

When next he goes in Penitential Weeds, 

Among the Friars, without his uſual Guards; ; 

Then, under ſhew of Popular Sedition, 

For Safery, ſhut him in a Monaſtery, 

And facrifice his Favourites to their Rage. 
Abbot. When is this Council to be held b 

M. Immediately upon the Duke's departure. 
Abbot. 1 ſends not then the King ſufficene Guards 

Toki the Fiends, and hew em into pieces? 

2.2 "Tis in appearance eaſie, but th? Effect 

Moſt hazardous; for ſtraight, upon th An; 

The City would be ſure to be in Arms: 

Therefore to undertake, and not to compaſs, 

Were to come off with Ruine and Diſhonour. 

You know th? Talian Proverb, Biſogna cri: „ EY 

He that will venture on a Hornets Neft, I LETT 

Should Arm his Head, and Buckler well his Breaſt. e 
Abbot. But wherefore ſeems the King fo unreſolv'd 7 ? 

1 82 Make . and mags the Demonſtration, 1 | 

_ Told im Neceſſity cry'd out to take A Reſolution to cſery 

And look on Gail, as : reclaimleſs Rebel. = ; 12 L 

But ou the Natural 9 of his Temper, 

And dangerous Mercy, coldly he reply'd, Madam 1 will conſider 
Alber. Yet after all, could we — fx him. : 2 A. R Righ it, wha rudy, 

The Buſineſs were more firm for this Delay; 

For Nobleſt Natures, tho they ſuffer long, 

When once provok d they turn the Face to Danger. 

But ſee, he comes, Alphonſo Corſo with him. 

Let us with-draw, and when *tis fit, rejoyn him. 0 E wht 
Kine Abbooſo Cor * King, Aiphbaſs Corſe. . je 

'phonſo Corſo. ph. Sir. Xing. I think thou loy? 

Ahh More than my Life. Xing. That 8 much; 5 bog I bare. 'P 

My Mother has the Judgment of the V orld, Vit» 01 


And all things move by That? but, my Alphonſo, . _ Ut bo wi, 

She has a Cruel Wit. A The Provocation Sir. [1 
King. T know it well: Den Siu 

But if thou'dſt have my Heart within thy Hand, 

All Conjurations blot the Name of Kings, ll 

What Honours, Intereſt, were the World to "ch him, 

Shall makes Brave Man ſmile, — Ä TE 


IF 
OE 


= — — . —— —Hſ— — RE; — —_— — — _ == 8 1 
: - — Is : — 
— — — — — _— — * —— - * ” - &- — — — = _ "2" bs 7» "I — — - 
. 5 = * . — - — 2 — : _ 4 2 — — - PM, 4 . — Conor —— 9 ” | = \ . — — 
— — N 1323 — — 5 2 — "= — - — RD - — = 
r — — * . * en. — — — . — ; R 

_ 1 — — v—— — v5 3: 4 * 8 n= 2 — * X = ” = Wo 2 — 2 — „ - — - — 
ee eG —— — . — — — > — — 2 — — — - _ = Ts 


TH es — dia. N — — 
2 ' — — 2 
- 
— —̃ — 
r = I 


D 
— 


— —œ 


b 


Makes bold to call thoſe Lraynors, Men Divine. 


But O, if the Deſign JJ... fog al md a) 
Better the Traytors never ſhould be touch'd, pr be wt Nh 
If Execution cries not out tis done. | 13. 1 0 


Where all our thoughts ſhould creep like deepelt ſtreams, e 


He aw the Admiral C olligny's Back. 


. *. 
3 r * * . 
rr 3 


n 0 0 . 
mean the latter, ſo cry'd x Story. ele did il, * N MX vo mer 


N L hate the . of Brutus, | 


And-foremoſt in the Field; but r 6 ft e baß f gb 
Whom none but Cowards and white-liver'd Knaves | 
Would dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows, 

His Dagger in his Boſom m, ſtabb'd his Father. 

This isa Blot which Tu{'s Ploquente N 

Could ne'er wipe off, _ the miſtaken Man 


Alph. 'Tully was wife, but wanted Conſtancy. 


Enter Queen-Mother, Abbot pelben, 1G 
Q. M. Good- even, Sir; tis juſt the time you order - 138 


To Wait on your Decrees. Ring. Oh, Madam ai. Sir. Sul 1971 
Ning. Oh Mother, but I cannot make it way!; -.. 8511 75305 % 


Chaos por Shades, *tis huddPd up in Night. SUD e 512121 nes 0 
Q. M. Speak then, for Speech ning dab Mind,.c,; us 1 11 Ne 
t ſpreads the: Beauteous Images. abroad, e e LION IN F 
Which elſe lie furl'd and clouded in the Soul. 5117. 2011 Gonzo li bob. 

King. You would Embark me in a Sea of Blood. el l 03 om Boo? 


A You ſee the Plot directly on your Perſon; 1550 0 He2 Mr 
Buixgive it o'er, I did but ſtate the Caſe. oK Wi wk 
Take Guiſe 1 into your Heart, and drive your Friends, + omg 21 wins MEG. 


Let Knaves in Shops preſcribe vou how to ſWway, 0b 

And when they read your Acts with their vile Breath, ce e ee 
Proclaim aloud, they like not this or tha, te 60. 17 eee 
Then in a drove come Lowing to the Lorup, 1 91 U 1 


And cry they'll have it mended, that they will; 
Or you ſhall be no King. Ming. Tis true, as People 
Ne'er know a Mean, when once they get the Power : 768 1 


Q. M. No Sir; you cannot fear the ſure Def ign; 
But I have liv d too long, ſince my own Blood . . 
Dares not Confide in her that gave him Being. 5 10 
Xing. Stay, Madam, ſtay, come back, forgive my e TE any 


Know then I hate aſpiring Ge to Death, | 
Whor'd Margerite, Plots upon my life, And ſhall L not cRevenge? 
C. M. Why this is Harry; Harry at nene when in bis Bloom 


Ring. O this Whale Guiſe, with all the Lorrain Fry fo ooh; odd. 
M icht [ but view him after his Plots and Plunges, 9015 %*6..0 
Strook on thoſe Cowring Shallows that await On, 5 Le 
This were a Florence Maſter-piece indeet. 2. fool but. 

C. M. He comes to take his leave. C34 eie Fame 12 1 

Kzag. Then for Champagne; F hurt lies in wait till bn is in 1 Eat: 
Call Grillon in, all that. 19 — Bom nom, l 100-7 8 8 
Is to be huſl'd upon the Conſultation, - , 1 ogg? 
AsUrns that never blab. 2. M. vibe not your - Friends; 3 
Love 'em, and then my need not fear your Foes. er 

Enter Grilln | os 111 
. Welcome, my Honeſt-Man, my old ai Friend. „ 41; has 
Why oſt thou flye me, Grillon, and Retive? * 
Grill. Rather let me demand your Majeſty, * 
Why fly you from. your ſelf? Pye heard you fay, 
You'd Armagainſt the League, why do you not 7; 
Ihe Thoughts of fuchas you, are Starts Divine, —ͤ— 
And when you mould. with ſecond Caſt the , RT . 
The Air, the Life, the Golden Vapour's gone. G36 F 

Kine. Soft, my Old Friend, Guiſe Plots uin le, [4 e 
Polia ſhall tell thee more; haſt thou not heard F 
Tbbunſufferable Affronts he dailywollers, 51508 l Oo i) ni gag as 
War Without Treaſure on the Hagowots, S ents tim only, oa inet aan Wc 


+. ? 
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While La am foro againſt my Fang of Soul, 
Againſt all Laws, all Cuſtom, Right, Suctſſion, 
Tocaſt Navarrefrom the Imperial Line. 4 41 
Grill. Why do you, Sir? Death, let me tell he Traytor? 
Xing. Peace, Guiſe is going to his Government ; ; $9 
You are his Foe of Old: Go to him, Grills; 
Viſit him as from me, to be Employ'd - 
In this great War againſt the Hagonots; 
And prethee tell him roundly of his Faults; Kath 
No farther, Honeſt Grillan. Grill. Shall I Gght him? * 
Mig. I charge thee not. Grill If he provokes me, ſtrike him? 
Yowll Grant me that? "King g. Not ſo, my Honeſt Souldier. 
Yet ſpeak to him. Grill. Iwill by Heav'n to th? purpoſe, = 
And if Re beating, who can help it. mite Lk. Grill 
King. Follow, Alphonſo, "ont the ſtorm is up, 
Call me to part em. Q. M. Grillon, toask him Pardon, 
* let Guiſe know, we are not in the Dark. 
King. You hit the Judgment; yet, O yet, there's more, 
Some thing upon my heart, after theſe Counſels, * 
So ſoft, and fo unworthy to be namd. n 
2. M. They ſay that Grillow's Ny ece 18 come to Court, 1 45 rok; 
a means to kiſs Your Hand. 1 5 Exit. Q. Mother. 
%%% / Doo elf og 
8 Father pardon me in this, 1 
X enjoyn me all that Man can ſuffer; "IT | 
But fure the Powers above will take our Tears 1 2 e am eie 
For ſuch a fault, Love is ſo like themſelves. e ee eee ee 


"SonoH 2. The Louvre. Gy rom ene en 


Enter Guiſe attended with his Family, Marmoutier mecting hin New v, ame Ks 


Guiſẽ. * ſhe keeps her Word, and Iam lol; 1 | 

vet let not Ambition ſhew it toher, A DOCKING 3720 SOHIE 97S /0925f] 1 

For after all the does it but to try me, Tol DES OUS TH Va) 

And foil my vow'd Deſign: Madam, 1e eee ee eee . ebe, 

You're come to Court; the Robes you wear become you, lr e auge 

Your Air, your Meen, our Charms, your every Grace, TY. 2191 41 201 GH 

Will Kill at leaſt your thouſand in a dax. Din DIL ea, 

Mar. What, a whole day, and kill but one poor chouland? ” 8 8 

An hour you mean, and in that hour ten thouſand. OE 

Yes, I wou'd make with every Glance a Murder. e eee og 

Mend me this Curle. Guiſe. Woman! © Mar, You i, my Lord, oy 

I have my Ji ate like you: I ſ wer ) | 

The Court's a Heav'nly Place; but O my Heart, : go PO ON 

I know not why that ſigh ſhould come uncalPd; Bad qo "3's bf 

Perhaps twas for your goi EIN yet I ſwear © > 

I never was ſo mov'd, O Gaiſe, as now; 18 8 

Juſt as you enter'd, when from yonder Window Betone 

I aw the King. © Guzſe, Woman, allo over ; Woman. 72 5 

The World confeſſes, Madam, Henry's Form 405 | 
Is Noble and Majeſtick. EL 919 

Mar. O you grudge . 1 be extorted Praiſe, and tak! him but . talk, 

Guiſe. Prieſt, Corſo, Dev ils! how ſhe carries it! | 

Mar. I ſee, my Lord, you are come to take = leave; ood agate r 

And were it not to give the Court Suſpicion, - 06 ers fr wait c a ao, 

I would Oblige you, Sir, b 1 G 1 0 49 SOL. 

To lead me to the King. 7 Guiſe. Domtrand as Devil! 5 

Mar. But ſince that cannot be Pl take my leave 2 a8 

Of you, my Lord, Heav'n grant your Journey ſafe.” - a BL, of bh DYE ENS 
Farewell once more. Not ſtir ? Does this ems you? 2ST en 

Does your Ambition ſwell into your Eyes 7 a SAL . F 

Jealouſie by this Light: Nay then, proud ah, 4 "= on Fe Bog 

I tell you, you're not worthy of n ab „ 

* 1 will carry't, Sir, to thoſe that are, SAM. JUN. 2% DAL n 

Vol. Il. | Nn 2 
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And leave you to the Curſe of Boſom War IE 


May. Is this the Heavenly? oy Devil, Devil, as they areall; 
l *Tis true, at firſt ſhe caught the Heawnly Form: N Pe op 
\ But now Ambition ſets her on her Head, 5 A 
it By Hell, I ſee the Cloven Mark upon her: | „ bot oh 
0 Ha! Grillon here! ſome New Court- Trick upon me. 95 Fin Gp wit 
111 | c Enter Grillon. P90 Fre 1 1111177 
1 Grill. Sir, I have buſineſs for your Ear. I ET OD 
} | Gui E. Retire. : 8 tees: $5520 1 Fx; [Exeant his Followers, 
. Grill. The King, my Lord, commanded me to wait yon. 
if And bid you welcome to the Court, Guiſe. The King Vs. 
14 Still loads me with New Honours, but none greater To 
1 Than this, the laſt. Grill. There is one greater yet, | 
65 Your High Commiſſion againſt the Hugonots; „55 
HER I and my Family ſhall ſhortly wait yo.... 
WAR And 'twill be Glorious Work.  Guiſe, If you are there, 
5 ö There muſt be Action. Grill. O, your Pardon, Sir, 


Pm but a Stripling in the Trade of War; 
But you, whoſe Life is one continued Broy ! 
What will not your triumphant Arms accompliſh ! 


— 


2 ST 


br | You, that were form'd for Maſtery in War, LE Torts ps 

wa That, with a ſtart, cry'd to your Brother Menn Dit ba 
F To Horſe, and {laughter'd forty thouſand Germans. 1 e 
Guiſe. Let me beſeech you, Colonel, no more. e 
. Brill. But, Sir, ſince I muſt make at leaſt a Figure 2 
14 In this great Buſineſs, let me underſtand - 

1 What *tis you mean, and why you force the King 


Upon ſo dangerous an Expedition. 


"uy Guaiſe. Sir, I inteng the greatneſs of the King, 
if The Greatneſs of all rance, whom it imports 5 - 

| To make their Arms their Buſineſs, Aim, and Glory, UTI 

ö And where ſo proper, as upon thoſe Rebels 9 J as 

That covered all the State with Blood and Death? _ I 360 591.25; 

i 3 Grill. Stor'd Arſenals and Armories, Fields of Horſe, ; 

l | Ordnance, Munitien, and the Nerve of War, Aol bot, 
4 Sound Infantry, not Harraſs'd and Diſeas d, 7% 
18 To meet the fierce Navarre, ſhould firſt be thought on. 7 cs 101 
it os Guiſe, I find, my Lord, the Argument grows warm, CET 
0 Therefore, thus much, and I have done: I go US FF. ol 
ith To joyn the Holy League in this great War ys 
by In which no place of Office, or Command, | tows Sf ft Fama Fa! 
1 Not of the Greateſt, ſhall be bought or ſold; Fg 1 om bn 
= Whereas too often Honours are Confer'd ir ord ! 
We | On Souldiers, and no Souldiers: This Man Knighted 40 at} 
| | Becauſe he Charg'd a Troop before his —_—_—_ Et; vs. IANS 
N And ſculk'd behind a Hedge ith? Afternooeꝛt 18 8407 1 0 
5 I will have ſtrict Examination madlee 10 70 
| 1 Betwixt the Meritorious and the Baſe. | fig | £4111 
\ == Brill. You have Mouth'd it bravely, and there is no doubt -— 
10 Your Deeds would anſwer well your haughty Words: "20H oF 
1 Yet let me tell you, Sir, there is a Man, | ite Abel 
hl. _ Curſe on the Hearts that hate him, that wou'd better, 505 (3. nh 
. | Better than you, or all your puffy Race, C 7 ad 


That better would become the great Battalion; 
That when he Shines in Arms, and Suns the Field, 
Moves, Speaks, and Fights, and is himſelf a War. 
1 Guiſe. Your Idol, Sir, you mean the Great Navarre ; 
But yet —————— — 
Grill No Yet, my Lord of Guiſe, no Yet; 
By Arms, I bar you that; I ſwear, No Vet: 
For never was his like, nor ſhall aga g 
Tho? voted from his Right by your Curs'd League. 
Guiſe. Judge not too raſhly of the Holy League, 
But look at home. Grill. Ha! dar ſt thou juſtific 
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Thoſe Villains?  Gaiſe, Til not _ a Villain 
More than your ſelf; but if you thus proce 
If every heated Br eath can puff away, - { 
On eac ch ſurmiſe, the Lives of Free. born oy 
What need that Awful General Convocation, 
The Aſſembly of the States? Nay let me urge, 
If thus they vilifie the Holy League, 
What may their Heads expect? Grill. What if I cou d, 
They ſhould be certain of, whole Piles of Fire. 
Guiſe. Colonel, tis ve well I know your Mind, 
Which, without fear, or flattery to your Perſon, 
PII tell 'the King, and then, with his E 
Praclaim it for a Warning to our People. 
Grill. Come, you're a Murderer your ſelf within, 1 
A Traytor. Guiſe. Thou a---hot old Hair-brain d Fool. 
Grill. You were Complotter with the Curſed Lea i 
The black Abettor of our Harry's Death. . is kalle. 
Grill. Tis true, as thou art double-hearted: | 
Thou double Traytor, to Conſpire ſo baſely, 
And when found out, more baſely to deny't. 
Guiſe. O Gracious Harry, let me ſound thy name, 
Leſt this old ruſt of War, this katy Trifler, 
Should raiſe me to extreams. Grill. If thou? rt a i” 
That did'ſt refuſe the Challenge of N avarre, Come forth. 
Guiſe. Go on, ſince thowrt reſolvd on Death, 
Il follow thee, and rid th Cars Soul. 
Enter Ning, dunn Mother, unnd, abe 6. 
But ſee, the King: I Hee 8 N thee 
Therefore go tell him, tell him thy own Story. 
Ning. Ha, Colonel, is this your Friendly An? 
Tell me the truth, how happen' d this diſorder? 
Thoſe rufff'd Hands, red Looks, and Port of Pay? r 
Grill. I told him, Sir, ſince you will t it o, 5 
He was the Author of the Rebel League, 15 5 = 
Therefore a Traytor, and a Murderer: . 2 5 
King. Ist poſſible? 
Guiſe. No matter, Sir, no matter; 
A few hot words, no more upon my Life; _ 
The old Man rowz'd, and ſhook himſelf a little: 
80 if your Majeſty will do me Honour, 
Fog be a let the buſineſs die. ET IT 
g Grillon, ſubMit your ſelf, and ask N parton . 
of Pardon me, I cannot dot. Sedans the 
Ring. VVhere are the Guards? : 
Gul Hold, Sir; come Colonel, II ask Pardon er you: 9 
This Souldierly Embrace makes up the breach; | 
VVe will be forry, Sir, for one another 
My Lord, I know not what to SOUL you, 
m friends, and Tam not, and ſo farewel. 
1 You have your Orders; yet before you 60 
Take this Embrace : I court you for DF, nc 
Tho? Grillon wou'd not. 


* 
7 4 7 * » 45 


Guiſe. I thank you on m Knees, . 2 
And ſtill while Life ſhall laſt, Will take 2 care 
To juſtify my Loyalty to your Perſon. 

Q. M. Excellent Loyalty, to lock 1 
K.irg. I ſee even to the bottom of his So 

And, Madam, I muſt ſay the Gaze has Bots, 
But they are ſet in Ni be and foul Deſign: 


He was my Friend when young, and might be il. 1. fr 8 


Abbot. Mark'd you his hollow acceats at * parting? 77 
Q. M. Graves in his Smiles. 


King. Death in his bloodleſs hands. 
0 Marmouter now I will haſte to meet thee; 


(Exit. 


Exit. 


The 
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The bins of ly, on 1 thistiſing Horrour, ; 
Looks like the midnight-Moon upon a Murder : 5 
It gilds the dark deſign that ſtays for Fate, 
And drives the Shades that thick en n the State. 
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ACT. II. 'SCEN E 1 


Entiv Gritlon a Polin. 


Grill. Ave then this Pious Council of Sixteen 
Scented your late Diſcovery of the Plot? 
Pol. Not as from me, for {till I kennel with them, 
And bark as loud as the moſt deep-mouth'd Traytor, 
Againſt the King, his Government and Laws; 
V Vhereon immediately there runs a Cry 
Of, Seize him on the next Proceſſion, leize him, 
And clap the Chilperic ina Monaſtry ; ; 8 
Thus it was fix d, as I before diſcover'd: 
But when, againſt his Cuſtom, they perceiv'd - 
The King abſented, ſtreight the Rebels met, 
And roar'd, they were undone, Grill. 0, tis like* em, 
Tis like their Mun grel Souls; fleſh em with Fortune, | 
And they will worr Royalty to Death: 3 
But if ſome crabbed Virtue turn and pinch' em, 
Mark me, they'll run, and yelp, and clap their Tails, 
Like Curs, betwixt their Legs, and howl for Mercy. 
Pol. But Malicorn, ſagacious on the point, 
Cry'd, Call the Sheriffs, and bid em arm their Bands; 
Add yet to this, to raiſe 575 above hope, 
The Guiſe my Maſter will be here to day, 
For, on bare gueſs of what has been revealed, 
He wing'd a Meſſenger to give him notice; 
Vet ſpight of all this Factor of the Fiends 
Cou'd urge, they ſlunk their Heads like Hinds i in Storms: 3 
But ſee, they come, | 


Enter Sheriff with the Popalace 
Brill. Away, Pll have amongſt 'em ; 
Fly to the King warn him of Gaiſe's coming, 
That he may ow diſpatch his ſtrict Commangs 
To ſtop him. 
1. Her. Nay, this is Colonel Grilln, 
The Blunderbuſs o'th* Court „away, away, 
He carries Ammunition in his Face... mY = 
Grill, Hark, you my Friends, if you are notin taſte, wet, 
Becauſe you ate "the „ > © > oh Mn 
I wor'd inform you of a general Ruin. 
| 2. Sher. Ruine to the City! marry, Heaven forbid 1 
Grill. Amen, I fay; for look you, Pm your Friend: 2 
*Tis blown about ol ve plot on the King, h 
To ſeize him, if not kill him; for WhO e | 
When once your Conſcience yields, how far Nil U rerck; 
Next, quite to daſh your firmeſt hopes 1 na T1 
The Duke of Gurſe is dead. . Sher. Pa Colonel! 
2. Sher. Undone, undone! | 
Grill. The World cannot redeem you; 
For what, Sirs, if. the King, provok'd at TY 
Should joyn the Spaniard, and ſhowd fire your. City, Mg 
Paris your Head, but a moſt Venomous o 2 
Which muſt be blooded? © 1. Sher. Rlooded, C Cola!” 
Grill. Ay, blooded, thou moſt Infamous Magiſtrate, , 
Or you will blood the King, and burn the Lonvr e,; ) 
But *ere that be, fall million miſcreant Souls, 33 
Such Earth-born minds as yours; for, mark me, Slaves, 
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Did you not PR ouſt conſign your Lives, 
Uäberties, Fortunes, to Imperial hands ; 
Made em the Guardians of your ſickly Vears, ol Tels y; 
And now you're grown up to a Boobies Sees He 
What, wou'd you wreſt the Scepter from his Hand)) 

Now, by the Majeſty of Kings I ſwear, NAT” wr [5 
You ſhall as ſoon be ſav'd for packing Juries. | 

1. Sher. Why, Sir, mayn't Citizens be ſav'd? Grill Yes, Sr 
* drowning, to be hanged, burnt, broke ou en 


Sher. Colonel, you ſpeak us plain. 
| Gril A Plague confound e 
Why ſhould Inot? what is there in ſuch Raſtals: 1 
Should make me hide my Thought, or hold my rongue? o 99 
Now, in the Devils name, what make you Here LI DI $6190], 
Dawbing the inſide of the Court like Snails, BU ht DOING e 
Sliming our Walls, and pricking out your Shorts SIT Di 
To hear, I warrant, what the King's a doing, tot Ju 
And what the Cabinet-Council, then to ch City . £10 THC 
To ſpread your monſtrous Lyes, and fow Sedition? - ?? 
Wild-fire choak you. . Sher. Well, we'll think of Uns, 
And fo we take our leaves? Gl . baſh oy" Maſters; 
For Pm a thinking now juſt ebend | 
Grow the two talleſt 'Trees in Arden Foreſt. | Men ig lt hw 
1. Sher. For what pray, Colonel, if we "rey be & fo bold! 851 WIE 
Grill, Why to hang you upon the on. es en ns, Ghnk N 
Fore-God 1 it will be ſo: and [ ſhall laugh - 41/0 * 8 58 550 
o ſee you dangling to and fro th? Air, We 
th the honeſt Crows pecking your Fragros Limbs e 
All, Good Colonel! | 1 
Grill, Good Rats, my precious vermin, 14s wonl 2 Far £16) e 
ou moving Dirt, you rank ſtark Muck o'th* World, 5 e 
You Oven Bats, you things ſo tar from Souls, N en ROT 15 
Like Dogs, you're out of Providence's reach, 4 i e ITE | 
And only fit for hanging; but be gone 
And think of Plunder You right Eder Shen, e vin 
Who Carv'd our Henry's Image, on a Table, S TOR ee ee 
At your Club-Feaſt, and after fabb/d irthrough. how it vs 
1. Sher. Mercy, good Colonel. ä Wes Hein HOW © 
Grill. Run with your Noſe to Eartnmn, EIT 
Run Blood-hound, run, and ſcent out Royal Murder,” 2 Y SCOOT 
You ſecond Rogue, but equal to tlie firſt, | mr et r) 
Plunder, Go hang, nay take your tackling with: vou, 455 
Lor theſe ſhall hold you faſt, your Slaves man a jo e 
To the mid Region 1 in the Sun: 6 E202 NE Eau, Fier, T6 a 
Plunder, be gone Vipers, Aſps, and Adders. Þ and e 2 5 
| Enter Malicorn, 
Ha, but here comes a Fiend that ſoars eee 
A Prince o'th' Air, that ſets the Mud a moving.” 1— 
Mal. Colonel, a word. Grill. I Bold no 5 f 0 0 
Mal. But, Sir, it may concern your Fame and el 
Grill. No matter, T had rather die traduc'd,” ON 
Than live by ſuch a Villains NS Ine + 
Mal. Hate then the Traytor, but yet lobe the Treaſon; | | cee e 
Grill. Why, are not vou a Villain! Mal. Tis confeſs. Wa Sys 
Grill. Then in the Name of all thy Brother Devils, Ii 
What wow'dft thou have with me?? Mal. I know Jar honeſt, 
Therefore it is my buſineſs to diſturb you. | 
Grill. Fore God I'll beat thee, if thou urge me Archer: 5 
Mal. Why tho? you ſhou'd, yet if you hear me Fw. 15 | 
The pleaſure I ſhall take in your vexation '_ © - W il heal wr Braifes, 
Grill, Wert thou definite Rogue, | 
Piaith, I think that I ſhould give thee hearing 47 Fa ya | | Ws Shs 
But ſuch a boundleſs Villany as thine, 5 Admits no, o Patience! 


Mal. Your Neice is come to Court, 18 3 - Ari 93% 2400 
y And 


7 : = 


144 Pars 


0 ch \ with Villains.” 


446 3 & 
1494 


#07 *IS # 4 
5 4 4 x 


x » _ 
W * * — GON I EOS EFOR 


— 1 33 


276 4 The The Duke of GUISE. 


And views hee Homds to our Henry s Bed. 

Grill. Thou ly'ſt, damn'd Villain. 

Mal. So, why this I look'd for: | 
But yet I ſwear by Hell, and my Revenge, 

"Tis true as you have wrong?d me. 

Grill. Wrong'd thee, Villain! 

And name Revenge! O wert thou Grillon's ac, 
And worthy of my Sword, I ſwear by this 

One had been paſt an Oath; but thou'rt a Worm, 
And if I tread thee darſt not turn again. 

Mal. Tis falſe, I dare like you, but cannot act; 
There is no force in this Enervate arm. 
Blaſted I was e're born, Curſe on m _ Stars, | 
Got by ſome dotard in 'his pithleſs Years, | 
And ſent a wither'd Saplin to the world. 

Yet Pve Brain, and there is my Revenge; 

Therefore I ſay agen theſe Eyes have ſeen © 

Thy Blood at Court bright as a Summers Morn, 
When all the Heaven is ſtreak'd with dappbd Fires, 
And fleck'd with Bluſhes like a riff'd Maid; 

Nay, by the Gleamy Fires that melted from her 
Faſt Sighs and Smiles, ſwoln Lips and heaving Brealts, 
My Soul preſages Hexry has enjoy'd her. 

Grill. Again thou ly'ſt; and Iwill crumble thee, 
Thou bottl'd Spider, into thy Primitive Earth, 

Unleſs thou ſwear thy very Thought's a Lye. 

Mal. 1 ſtand in Adamant, and thus dekie thee ; 
Nay draw, and with the edge betwixt my Lips, 
Even while thou raleſt it through my Teeth, Pl (wear 
All Thave ſaid is true, as thou art honeſt _ 
Or Ha Villain. Grill. Damn'd infamous Wretch, 
So much below my ſcorn, I dare not kill thee: 

And yet ſo much my hate, that I muſt fear thee, 
For ſhould it be as hon haſt ſaid, not all 

The Trophies of my Laurell'd Honeſty 

Show'd bar me from forſaking this bad World, 
And never draw my Sword for Hezry more. 

Mal. Ha, 'tis well, and now am __—_ 
was in hopes thou would'ſt have utter d Treaſon, 
And forfeited thy Head to pay me fully. 

Grill. Haſt thou Compacted for a Lak of Years 
With Hell, that thus thou ventur'ſt to provoke me? 

Mal. Perhaps [ have: (How right the Block-head hits.) 
Yet more to rack thy Heart, and break thy Brain, 
'Thy Neice has been betore the Guiſe" s Miſtreſs. 

Grill Hell-hound, avant. 

Mal. Forgive my ' honeſt meaning. 

Grill. *Tis hatch'd beneath, a Plot upon mine honeur, 
And thus he lays his Baits to Catch my Soul: 

Ha! but the Preſence Opens, 2 comes here! 
By Heaven my Neice, led by Alphonſo Corſo! 
Ha, Malicorn, is't poſſible, Trut from thee! 


Tis plain, and.] in Juſtifying Woman 
Have done the Devil wrong. 


Alph. Madam, the King, 


Pleaſe 2 to lit, will inſtantly attend you. 


Grill. Death, Hell, and Furies! ha, ſhe comes to ſeek him, 
O Proſtitute, and on her prodigal Fleſh 


She has lavifh'd all the Diamonds of the Gais 
To ſet her off, and fell her to the King. 

Mar. O Heavens! did ever Virgin yet attempt 
An Enterpriſe like mine? I that reſolv _ 
Never to leave thoſe dear delightfull Shades, 

Bur act the little part that Nature 8 me, 


[Strikes him, 
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On the © Greet Carpets of ſome guiltleſs Grove, 
And having finiſh'd it forſake the World, 
Unleſs ſometimes my Heart nught entertain 
Some ſmall remembrance of the takin Guiſe: 
But that far, far from any dark'ning High, 
To Cloud my Honour, or Eclipſe my Virtue. 
Grill. Thou ly'ſt, and if thou hadſt not glanc'd aſide, 
And ſpy'd me Sig, I had had it all. 
Mar. By Heav'n, by all that's good — 
Grill. Thou haft off thy Honour, 
Give me this Hand, this Hand by which] caught thee 
From the bold Ruffian in the Maſſacre, _ 
That would have ſtain'd thy almoſt Infant Honour, 
With Luſt, and Blood, doit thou remember it ? 
Mar. | do, and bleſs the Godlike Arm that ſav'd me. 
Grill. *Tis falſe, thou haſt forgot my generous Action; 
And now thou laugb'ſt to think how thou haſt cheated, 
For all his kindneſs, this old gritPd Fool. 
Mar. Forbid it Heaven Grill. But oh that thou hadſt died 
Ten thouſand Dearhs, e're blaſted Grillons Glory, 
Grilloz that fav'd thee from a barbarous World 
Where thou hadſt ſtarv*d, or fold thy ſelf for Bread, 
Took thee into his Boſom, folter'd thee 
As his own Soul, and laid thee in his Heart-ſtrings ; 
and now for all my Cares, to ſerve me thus! 
O' tis too much, ye Powers! double Confuſion 
On all my Wars; and oh, out, ſhame upon thee, 
It wrings the ſron Tears from Grillow's Heart, 
And melts me to a Babe. Mar. Sir, e hear me; 
I come to Court, to fave the Life of Guiſe. 
Grill. And proſtiture thy Honour to the King. 
Mar. I have look'd, perhaps, too nicely me mY Sex, 
Into the dark Affairs of tatal State ; i 
And to advance this dangerous Inquiſition, . 
I liſtn'd to the Love of daring Gail 
Grill. By Arms, by Honeſty, I ſwear thou lov'fi his: 
Mar. By Hoav'n, that gave thoſe Arms ſucceſs, I ſwear 
I donot, as you think, but take it all. 1 
Poe heard tlie Guiſe, not with an Angels temper, 
Some thing beyond the tenderneſs of F Pity, 
And yet not Love. 
Noi, by the Powers that fram'd me, this is al; 
Nor ſhould the World have wrought this cloſe Confeſſion, 
But to rebate your jealouſie of Honour. | 
Erill. Tknow not what to ſay, nor what to think; 
There's Heaven {till in thy Voice, but that's a Sign 
Virtues departing, for thy better Angel 
Still makes the Womans 'Tongue his riſing Ground, 
Wags there a while, and takes his flight tor ever. 
Mar. You muſt not go. Grill, Tho I hind Reaſon plain 
A day, to judge thee talſe, I think thee true. 
By Heaven, methinks I ſee a Glory round chee; e 
There's ſomething ſays thou wilt not loſe thy Honour: 
Death, and the Devil, that's my own Honeſty: 
My fooliſh open Nature, that would have 
All like my ſelf; but off; I'll hence and Curſe thee. ie 1115 . 
— O tay! 24 Grill. a TT  TITTITTT 0 
Mar. Hark, the King's a coming. 1 33 33 1660-99 | 
Let me conjure you, for your own Souls quiet, e eie 7 = n 
And for the everlaſting reſt of mine, Ve | 
Stir not till you have heard my Hearts deſign; 
Grill. Angel, or Devil, I wll nay, at this rate 
Shell make me ſhortly bring him to her Bed, 
awd for him? No, he ſhall make me run my Head | ns} £4 
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Into a Cannon, when tis Firing, firſt. 
And if ſhe plays me falſe, here's that ſhall mend her 


T hat's honourable ſport ; but JI rerire 


[Marmoutier Sts. Song and Dance. 


Enter the Ring. 
Ning · After the breathing of a Love. ſick * 
Upon your Hand, once more, nay twice, forgive me. 
Mar. I diſcompoſe you, Sir. 
But with ſuch Charming pleaſure, 
I love, and tremble, as at Angels view. 
Kine Who ſhou'd be lov'd, but you? 
So ova, that even my Crown, and ſelf are vile, 
While you are by, try me upon deſpair; 
My Kingdom at the ſtake, Ambition ſtarv d; 
Revenge forgot, and all great Appetites 
That whet uncommon Spiri its to aſpire, 
So once a day I may have leave 
Nay, Madam, then you fear me. 
Mar. Fear you, Sir, what is there dreadful in you? 


You've all the Graces that can Crown Mankind: 


Yet wear 'em fo, as if you did not know em: 
So ſtainleſs, fearleſs, free in all your actions, 
As if Heaven lent you to the World to Pattern. 
Ring. Madam, I hind you're no Petitioner ; 
My people would not treat me in this ſort; 
Thoꝰ 'twere to gain a part of their Deſign: _ 
But to the Ga7/e they | ju their faithleſs Praiſe 
As faſt, as you your flattery.to me; 


Tho for what end I cannot guels, except 


You come, like them, to mock at my Misfortunes. 
lar. Forgive you, Heaven! that thought: no, * Monarch, 
The Love of all the Good, and wonder of the Great; 
I ſwear, by Heaven, my Heart ador es, and loves you; 
Kine. O, Madam, riſe 
By this Seditious Rout that dare deſpiſe you ; 
laſt all my days, ye Powers, torment my Nights; 
Nay, let the Miſery invade my Sax, 
That cou'd not for the Royal Cauſe like me, 
Throw all their Luxury before your Feet, 
And follow vou like Pilgrims through the World. 
Grill. Sound Wind, and Limb, fore-God a. Fat Girl. 
Ring. What ſhall Tanſwer to thee, O thou Bala 


To heal a broken, yet a Kingly Heart; 
For, ſo I ſwear! will be to my Lait, 


Come to my Arms, and be thy Harry's Angel, 
Shine through my Cares, and make my Crown ſit eaſie. 
Mar. O never, Sir. King · What ſaid you, Marmoutier? 
Why dott thou turn thy Beauties into Frowns? ? 
Har. You know, Sir, 'tis impoſſible, no more. 
King. No more ——and with that ſtern reſolv'd behaviour: _ 
By Heaven, were IA dying, and the Prieſt 
Shou'd urge my laſt Confeſſion, Pd cry out, 5 


Oh Marmoutier, and yet thou ſay'ſt, no more- 


Mar. Tis well, Sir, have lot my aim, farewl. 

King. Come back, O ſtay, my Lite flows alter you: 

7505 No, Sir, I find lam a trouble to you. | 
You will not hear my Suit. d Kings You Cannot 0, 
You ſha'not O your ſuit, 1 kneel to grant it, 


I beg you take whatever you demand. 


Mar. Then, Sir, thus low, or proſtrate, if you A" 7 80 9 8 
Let me intreat for Guiſe. King. Ha, Madam, what! 
For Gaiſe; for Guiſe! that ſtubborn arrogant Rebel, 19 7 
That laughs at proffer'd Mercy, {hghts his Pardon, 

Mocks Royal Grace, and plots upon my Lite: ; 
Ha: and do you protect him? then the World 


Ring. Thou doſt, by Heaven; 


Mar. Love me, my Lord : 


Mar, Nay, were you, Sir, unthron' d. 
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js {worn to Henry's Death: does Beauty too, 

And Innocence it ſelf, conſpire againſt me; 

Then let me tamely yield my Glories up, 
Which once I vow*d with my drawn Sword to wear 
To my laſt drop of Blood? Come, Gaiſe, come Cardinal, 
All you lov'd Traytors, come I trip to meet you; 
Sheath all your Daggers in Curſt Hexrys Heart. 

Mar. This I expected, but when you have heard 


How far 1 would intreat your Majeſty. + eee 
Perhaps you'll be more Calm. XiIng. See, Pm huſh'd; 
Speak then, how far, Madam, wou'd you Command ? met 
Mar. Not to proceed to laſt Extremities | 

Before the Wound is deſperate, think alone, 
For no Man Judges like your Majeſty ; 8 355 
Take your own Methods, all the heads of France 
Cannot ſo well adviſe you, as your ſelf; | 
Therefore reſume, my Lord, your Godlike temper, 
yet do not bear more than a Monarch ſhould : 
Believe it, Sir, the more your Majeſty _ 
Draws back your Arm, the more of Fate it Carries, 
King. Thou Genius of my State, thou perfect Model 
Of Heaven it ſelf, and abſtract of the Angels, 
Forgive the late difturbance of my Soul, 
Im clear by Nature, as a Rockleſs Stream, 
But they dig through the Gravel of my Heart, 
And raiſe the Mud of Paſſions up to cloud me, 
Therefore let me conjure you do not go; _ 
'Tis faid the Grziſe will come in ſpight of me 
Suppoſe it poſſible, and ſtay to adviſe me. 
Mar. Twill, but on your Royal word, no more. 
Ring. 1 will be eaſie 3 5 
To my laſt gaſp, as your own Virgin Thoughts, 
And never dare to breathe my Paſſon more; 
Yet you'll allow me now and then to sig 
As we diſcourſe, and Court you with my Eyes. 
Enter Alphonſo. _ ES 
Why do you wave your Hand, And warn me hence? 
So looks the poor Condemn'd, . 5 
When Juſtice beck'ns, there's no hope of Pardon. 
Sternly, like you, the Judge the Victim eyes, * | 
And thus, like me, the Wretch deſpairing dies. Exit with Alph- 
Enter Grillon. Mo 3 
Grill. O Rare, rare Creature, by the Power that made me:: 
Were't poſſible we cou'd be damn'd again, OD. 
By ſome new Eve, ſuch Virtue might redeem us; 
Oh I cou'd claſp thee, but that my Arms are rough, 
Till all thy Sweets were broke with my Embraces, 
And kiſs thy Beauties to a diſſolution =» 
Mar. Ah Father, Uncle, Brother, all the Kin, 
The precious Blood that's left me in the World, 
Believe, dear Sir, what-e're my actions ſeem, _ 
Iwill not loſe my Virtue for a Throne 
Grill. Why, Iwill Carve thee out a Throne my ſelf; 
PIl hew down all the Kings in Chriftendom, 
And feat thee on their Necks, as high as Heaven. 
Enter Abbot Delbene. 6 
Abb. Colonel, your Ear. Mar. By theſe whiſpering Councils, 
My Soul preſages that the Guiſe is ms: OE Ore 285 
It he dares come, were I a Man, a King, 
Id facrifice him in the City's lg t 7 
O Heavens! what was't Tſaid? Were I a Man, 


% 


18 that, but, as Lam a Virgin, Tf Iwou'd offer thee, too lovely Gaiſe, 
t ſhou'd be kneeling to the Throne of Mercy. O08 oy D 
Ha! then thou lov'lt, that thou art thus concern d, 


O O 2 | Down 


| Reaſon and Love rend my ivided Soul, 


| 2 you foul, why ſhould * doubt me? 
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Down, rifing miſchief, down, or I will kill thee, 
Even in thy Cauſe, and ſtrangle new born pity : 
Yet, if he were not married ! ha, what then? 
His Charms prevail, no, let the Rebel die. 

I faint beneath this ſtrong oppreſſion here, 


Heav'n be the Judge, and "Al let Virtue Conquer; 

Love to his Tune my jarring Heart wou'd bring, 

But reaſon over-winds and Cracks the String CA 
Abb. The King diſpatches. Order upon Order, 

With poſitive Command to 1455 n, 

Vet there is notice given to th 5 

Beſides Belleure brought but a half . oral 

How that the Guiſe reply'd he would obey 

His Maieſty in all, yet if he might Hare leave to juſtify himſelf before chin 


He doubted not his Cauſe. e 1 he 155 che hos 
Rebellion's pamper'd to a Pleuriſie, 3 


And it muſt bleed. 1 . [Show nia, 
Abbot. Hark, what a ſhout was there! on 

Pl to the King, it may be *tis reported 

On purpoſe thus. W e- Let there be Truth or Tiles 

In this mad Fame, I'll bring you inſtant word. [Exit Abbot 

Manet Grillon:Exter Guile, Cardinal, Mayenne,Malicorn, Artendants, NC. Shouts a again. 
Grill. Death, and thou Devil, Malicorn, is that - | Thy Maſter ? 
Guiſe. Yes, Grillon, tis the Guiſe, ; 5 


> + 


One that wow'd Court you for a Friend. _. 5 Grill. A Friend, 


Traytor, thou mean'ſt, and ſo I bid thee welcome; 
But ſince thou art ſo inſolent, thy blood 


Be on thy Head, and fall by me unpitied. 


your” The bruiſes of his Loyalty have az him. 8 [Shouts louder. 
Spirit within Sings. , 


Malicor n, Malicorn, Malicorn, ho! 
If the Guile reſolves to go, 

Tcharge, I warn thee let him b nom, 
Perhaps | is head may lie too low. 


Guiſe. Why, Malicorn? 15 
Mal. ¶ ſtarting· ] Sir, do not ſee the King: Guiſe. I will. 
Mat. Tis dangerous. wiſe. Therefore I will ſee him, 
And ſo report my danger to the People. 
Halt to your Judgment, let him, if he dare 
But more, more, more, Why, Malicorn, again? 
thought a look with us ha 1 been a Language; 


I'll talk my mind on any point but this 
By Glances ; ha, not yet, thou makeſt me bluſh 


At thy delay; ; why, Man, 'tis more than Lite... 
Ambition, or a Crown. Mad. What, Marmoutier! 
Cuiſe. Ay, there a Generals Heart beat like a Drum, 
Quick, quick, my Reins, my Back, and Head, and Breaſt, 


Ake, as I'd been a Horſe-back forty hours. „ . Sbe has ſeen the King. 


Guiſe. 1 thought ſhe might. A trick upon me, well. 
Mal. Paſſion o both ſides. 3 Guiſe. His thou meaneſt. 
Mal. On hers. Down on her Kgees. 

Guiſe, And up again, no matter. b 15 
Mal. Now all in Tears, now ſmiling, ſad at parting, 
Gaiſe. Diſſembl'd, for ſhe told me t ial before, 


I 'was all put off chat! might hear and rave. 


Mal. And ſo, to make ſure work on't, by Conſent 


Ot Grillon, who is made their Bawde. . Guiſe. Away. 
Mal. She's lodg'd at Court. Guiſe. Tis falſe, they do belye her. 
Mal, But, Sir, I ſaw the Apartment. SGaiſe. What, at ourt? 


« Mal. At Court, and near the King, tis true by Heavens bf 
Guiſe. 


Te Duleof GUISE. 


Guiſe. 1 wou'd thou hadſt, ere thus unmann'd my Heart, 

Blood, Battles, Fire, and Death, I run, I run. 

With this laſt blow, he drives me like a Coward; 

Nay, let me never win a Field again, _ 3 

If with the thought of theſe irregular Vapours, s 

The blood han't burſt my Lips. Card. Peace, Brother. 
Guiſe. By Heaven, I took thee for my Souls Phylician, . 
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And doſt thou vomit me with this loath'd peace? 
Tis contradiction; no, my peaceful Brother,, 

PII meet him now, tho? Fire, arm'd Cherubins 

Shou'd croſs my way. O Jealouſie of Love! , . | 

Greater than Fame: Thou eldeſt of the Paſſions; 

Or rather, all in one, I here invoke then,, 
Where-e're thou'rt Thron'd in Air, in Earth, or Hell, 

Wing me to my Revenge, to Blood, and Ruin. Ty 
Card. Have you notemper?  Guzſe. Pray, Sir, give me leave, 
A moments thought; ha, but I ſweat and tremble, © 

My Brain runs this and that way, *rwill not fix 38 
On ought but vengeance; Malicorn, call the People: [ Shoxts within 
But hark, they ſhout again, Pllonand meet em, ö 

Nay, head 'em to his Palace as my Guards; 

Vet more, on ſuch exalted Cauſes born, 2 
Pll wait him in his Cabinet alone, 
And look him pale, while in his Courts without 
The people ſhout him dead with their alarms, 


Exeunt. 


and make his Miſtreſs tremble in his arms. 
e Scence the Third. 
3 ant Vu Fad Council. N CLSluurr without, 
Ring. What mean theſe Shout? Ab. I told your — 
The Sheriffs have puff d the Populace with hopes i 
Of their Deliverer. V en A Fe 
King Hark, there rung a Peal | 5 L a — 


Like Thunder; ſee, Alphonſo, what's the Cauſe. 
Enter Grillon. 
Grill. My Lord, the Gaiſe is come. 
King. Is't poſſible! ha Grillon, ſaid'ſt thou, come ? 
Grill. Why droops the Royal Majeſty? O Sit — 
King. O Villain, Slave, wert thou my late born Heir, 

Giv'n me by Heav'n, ev'a when I lay a dying; 

But peace, thou teſtring thought, and hide thy Wound; 5 

Where is he? Grit. With her Majeſty, your Mother; 

She has tak'n Chair, and he walks bowing by her, un t 

With thirty thouſand Rebels at his heels. 

King. What's to be done? No pall upon my Spirit; 

But he that loves me beſt, and dares the moſt, 

On this nice point of Empire, let him ſpeak. 

Alph. I would adviſe you, Sir, to call him in, 

And kill him inſtantly upon the Spot. 

Abb. Ilike Alphonſo's Counſel, ſhort, ſure Work, 

Cut off the Head, and let the Body walk. _. 

Enter Queen- Mother. wy 
Q. M. Sir, the Guiſe waits. Ming. He enters on his Fate. 
CM. Not ſo; forbear, the City's up in Arm: 

Nor doubt, if in their heat you cut him off, 

That they will ſpare the Royal Majeſty. | 

Once, Sir, let me adviſe, and rule your Fury. 

Ring You ſhall, Til ſee him, and I'll ſpare him now. 
Q. M. What will you ay? ' King. I know not; 

Colonel Grillon, call the Archers in, K e 7 15 ors 

Double your Guard, and ſtrictly charge the Swirs + 

Stand to their Arms, receive him as a Traytor.  {ſEx#Gilll 
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| My Heart has ſet thee-d6wn, O Cie, in Blood; !...... 
= Blood, Mother, Blood, ne'er to be blotted out. eee AHL Dot : 
\ Qi. M. Yet you'll relent when this hot fit is over. i 
i Ks. If I forgive him, may I ne'er to be forgiv'n; 18 | | ; 
| No, if I tamely bear ſuch Inſolence, 8 3 e | 
1 Do What act of Treaſon: Will the Villains r N WO ee 6 
| Seize me, they've ſworn; 'Tmpriſon me's the next, £ n! | 
l | Perhaps Arraign me, and then doom me dead; | 1 PA I 
a But ere I ſuffer that, fall all together, * 7 0 4 
i Or rather, on their ſlaughter'd Heaps erect | DO: n I 
| 1 5 Thy Throne, and then proclaim it for Example, 5 E 3 
| Pm born a Monarch; which implies alone 5 ie L 
| To weild the Scepter, and depend on none. 2 7 N | [Exennt. I 
i | De Endof the Third ACT. L 
| SEL OM STS EIS | AC ; I 
Ba ce! Ag RP 1 1 4 
[|  _SCENE the Lowre. 1 
! A Chair of State plac'd; the Rine appears ſitting in it; a Table by him, on which he 2 
; leans; Attendants on each ſide of them: among ſt the reſt, Abbot, Grillon, 434 Bel. 3 
ZE lieure. The Queen-Mother enters led by the Dake of Guiſe, who makes his approach 3 
{ with three Reverences to the Rings C hair; after the third, the Ring riſes, and com- 4 
; = ing forward, ſpeaks. % ͤ 
Ning. I Sent you word you ſhould not come. 
| 1 Gui/e;' Sit, that I came —— _ 
King. Why, that you came, I fee, ' 
1 Once.more, I ſent you word, you ſhould not come. 
6 Gaiſe. Not come to throw my ſelf, with all ſubmiſſion, 
| Beneath your Royal Feet: to put my Cauſe PEE, 
And Perſon in the Hands of Soveraign Juſtice! | 7 
EK.ing. Now 'tis with all ſubmiſſion, that's the Preface, > 


Yet ſtill you came againſt my ſtrict Command, | 
You diſobey'd me, Dake, with all ſubmiſſion. 
Guiſe. Sir, it was the laſt neceſſity that drove me 
To clear my ſelf of Calumnies, and Slanders, 
Much urg'd, but never prov*d, againſt my Innocence; 
Yet had I knownat was your expreſs Command, 
I ſhould not have approach e. 
King. *T'was as expreſs, as words could ſignifie; 
x Stand forth Bellieure, it ſhall be prov'd you knew it, 
N | Stand forth, and to this falſe Mans Face declare 
| Juour Meſſage, word for word. end ot 
Bell. Sir, thus it was, I met him on the way, 
1 And plain as I could ſpeak, I gave your Orders, 
1 Juſt in theſe following Words —— 
Ring. Enough, I know you told him; 
| Hut he has us'd me long to be contemn'd, 
And I can ſtill be patient, and forgive. | 
g Guiſe. And I can ask forgiveneſs, when J err; 
; But let my Gracious Maſter, pleaſe to know 
5 Ihe true intent of my miſ-conſtru'd Faith. 
Should I not come to vindicate my Fame, 
From wrong Conſtructions? And — . 
Kine. Come, Duke, you were not wrong'd your Conſcience knows, 
You were not wrong'd, were you not plainly told, | 
That if you dar'd to ſet your Foot in Paris, 
You ſhou'd be held the cauſe of all Commotions, wh 
That ſhou'd from thence enſue, and yet you came. 
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Guiſc. Sir, will you pleaſe with patience but to hear me? 
King. Iwill, and wou'd be glad, my Lord of Guiſe, 
To clear you to my felt. Gais. Thad been told 
There were in agitation here at Court, . 
Things of the higheſt note againſt Religion, 
Againſt the common Properties of Subſects, 
And Lives of honeſt well affected men; 
therefore judg d —— TY 
King. Then you, it ſeems, are Judge 
Betwixt the Prince and People, Judge for them, 
And Champion againſt me? 5 
Guaiſe. J fear'd it might be repreſented ſo, 1 
And came Reſolv'd —— Ring. To head the Factious Crowd. 
Guiſe. To clear my Innocencgqe. King. The means for that, 
Had been your abſence from this hot-brain'd Town | 
Where you, not I, are King —— 
[ feel my Blood kindling within my Veins, 
The Genius of the Throne knocks at my Heart, 
Come what may come, he dies. EE 
= ©. M. topping the Ring. What mean you, Sir, 
E You tremble and look pale, for Heavens fake think, 
E ”Tis your own Life you venture, if you kill him. 
ing. Had I ten thouſand Lives, Pl venture all. i 
Give me way, Madam. Q. M. Not to your deſtruction. 
The whole Pariſian Herd is at your Gates; © ads 
A Crowd's a Name too ſmall, they are a Nation, 
Numberleſs, arm'd, enrag'd, one Soul informs em. 
King. And that one Soul's the Guiſe, Tl rend it out, 
And damn the Rabble all at once in him. = 
_ Guiſe, (aſide.) My Fate is now i'th' Ballance, Fool within, 85 
{ thank thee for thy foreſight. Q. M. Your Guards oppoſe 'em. 


Ring. Why not? a Multitude's a Bulky Coward. © 1 

Q. M. By Heaven there are not Limbs in all your Guards, 
For every one a Morſel. Ning. Cafar quel ld *em 
But with a Look and Word. . Q. M. S0 Galba thought. 

King. But Galba was not Cæſar. CFC 1 2 
Guiſe. I muſt not give em time for Reſolution- [ Aſide. 
My Journey, Sir, has diſcompos'd my Health, [Ie the Ring. 
I humbly beg your leave I may retire . 333 
Till your Commands recall me to your Servicſge. [Exit Guile, 

„ Maze King, Queen Mother, Grillen, Abbot, rtr 
King. So, you have counſell'd well, the Traytors gone 
To mock the meckneſs of an injur'd King, [To Queen-Mother: 
Why did not you, who gave me part of Life, )* 
Intuſe my Father ſtronger in my Vein??? 8 
But when you kept me coop'd within your Womb, 
You palPd his generous Blood with the dull mixture 
Ob your Italian Food, and milk'd flow Artes 
Or Womaniſh tameneſs in my Infant Mouth, my 
Why ſtood I ſtupid elſe, and miſs'd a blow, © 
Which Heaven and daring folly made ſo fair. 


* 


Q. M. I ſtill maintain, *rwas wicely done to ſpare, him 3 ples 5 


Grill, A pox o' this unſeaſonable Wiſdom; "hoe $I} 
He was a Fool to come; if fo, then ti 3 
Who let him go, were ſomewhat. OA 12 


King. The event, th event will ſhew us what we were, PINE OE ge” 
- . PBS STETMS 13S 10 IJI18FHSS 20 SOUGIEE e 
For like a blazing Meteor hence he ſhox,” _ as. ae 


8 


And drew a ſweeping Fiery Train aldng;* ©; r-? h ig 
0 Paris, Paris, ance my Scat , ˙ . ann ele 
But now the Scene of all thy King's misfortunes, s EI; eee 
a perm and Do eee eoey. ade 
Which by my Royal Preſence I have warme 


So long, that now the Serpent hiſſes — —— ICY "14 $FhICT 
And ſhakes his forked Tongue at Majeſty, © While Iu Kenn 
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. M, While you loſe time in idle tal, 
And uſe no means for ſafety and prevention. 
King. What can I do! O Mother, Abbot, Grillon' 
All dumb! nay, then *tis plain, my Cauſe is deſperate. 
Such an Oer-Whelming ill makes Grief a Fool, Fe 9 
As if Redreſs were paſt, Grill. PIl go to the next Sheriff, 
And beg the firſt Reverſion of a Rope; _ 
Diſpatch is all my buſineſs, Dll hang for you. 

Abbot. *Tis not ſo bad, as vainly you ſurmiſe; . 
Some ſpace there is, ſome little ſpace, ſome ſteps 
Betwixt our Fate and us; our Fees are powertul, 
But yet not Arm'd, nor Martiall'd into Order; 
Believe it, Sir, the Guiſe will not attempt, 
Till he have rowPd his Snow-ball to a heap. 

King. So, then, my Lord, we are a day off from Death, 
What ſhall to morrow do? Abbot. To morrow, Sir, 
If hours between ſlide not too idle by, | 
You may be Maſter of their Deſtiny, 
Who now diſpoſe ſo loftily of yours. 
Not far without the Suburbs there are Quarter'd 
Three thouſand Swiſſe, and two French Regiments. 

Rino. Wou'd they were here, and I were at their head. 
©. M. Send Mareſchal Byron to lead *em up. 


2 


King. It ſhall be fo, by Heaven there's Life in this, 


The wrack of Clouds is driving on the Winds, 
And ſhows a break of Sun-ſhine. _ 
Go, Grillon, give my Orders to Byron, 
And fee your Souldiers well diſpos'd within, | 5 5 
For Safeguard of the Louvre Qi. Mother, One thing more, 
The Gaiſe (his bu'sneſs yet not fully ripe,) e 
Will treat at leaſt for ſhow of Loyalty: 
et him be met with the ſame Arts he brings. 
Ring. I know, he'll make exorbitant Demands, 
But here your part of me will come in play ; 
Th' Tlalian Soul {hall teach me how to ſooth: 
Even Jove mult flatter with an empty hand, | e 
Tis time to thunder, when he gripes the Brand. [ Ex. Ones, 
„ Enter Malicorn ſolus. A Night-Scene. = 
Mal. Thus far the Cauſe of God: but God's or Devils, ” 0 1% 
I mean my Maſter's Cauſe, and mine ſucceed : . e 
What ſhall the Guiſe do next? [A flaſh of Lightning, 
Enter the Spirit Melanax. 1 5 8 
Mel. Firſt ſeize the King, and after murder him. 
Mal. Officious Fiend, thou com'ſt uncalld to Night. 
Met. Always uncall'd and {till at hand for miſchief. 
Aal. — But why in this Fanatick Habit, Devil? 
Thou lookꝰſt like one that preaches to the Crowd, 

Goſpel is in thy Face, and outward Garb, 3 nag 
And Treaſon on thy Tongue. Mel. Thou haſt me right, | 
Ten thouſand Devils more are in this Habit, 6405 
Saintſhip and Zeal are ſtill our beſt diſguiſe: 

VVe mix unknown with the hot thoughtleſs Crowd, 
And quoting Scriptures, which too well we know, 
VVith impious Gloſſes ban the holy Text, 

And make it ſpeak Rebellion, Schiſm and Murder, 
So turn the Arms ot Heaven againſt it ſelf. 
Mal. What makes the Curate of St. Euſtace here? 

Aal. Thou art miſtaken Maſter, *tis not he, 
But *tis a zealous, godly, canting Devi, 
V Vho has afſum'd the Churchman's lucky ſhape, 
To talk the Crowd to Madneſs and Rebellion. 

Mel. O true Enthuſiaſtick Devil, true; 

For lying is thy Nature, even to me: 
Pidtt thou not tell me, If my Lord the Giſe | 
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Euter'd the Court, his Head ſhould then lie low? 
That was a Lye; he went, and is return d. 
Mel. Tis falſe; I faid, Perhaps it ſhould lie low. 
And, but I child the blood in Herry's veins, 
And, cram'd a thouſand ghaſtly, frightful Thoughts, 
Nay, thruſt em foremoſt in his lab'ring Brain, 
Even fo it would have been. Mal. Thou haſt deſerv'd me, 
And I am thine, dear Devil; What do we next? 


Mel. 1 faid, Firſt ſeize the King. Mal. Suppoſe it done: 


He's clapt within a Covent, ſhorn a Saint, „ 5 
My Maſter mounts the Throne. el. Not ſo faſt, Malicorn; 
Thy Mafter mounts not, till the King be ſlain. a 
Mal. Not when depos'd? Mel. He cannot be depos'd: 
He may be kill'd, a violent Fate attends him; 1 
But at his Birth there ſhone a Regal Star. 
Mal. My Maſter had a ſtronger. .  _ 
Mel. No, not a ſtronger, but more popular. 
Their Births were full oppos'd, the Guiſe now ſtrongeſt; 
But if th' ill Influence paſs o'er Harry's Head, 
As in a year it will, France ne'er ſhall boaſt 
A greater King than he, now cut him off 


While yet his Stars are weak. Mal. Thou talk'ſt of Stars: 


Canſt thou not ſee more deep into Events, 
And by a ſurer way? _ Caps Mel. No, Malicorne, 
The ways of Heaven are brok'n ſince our Fall, 
Gulph, beyond Gulph, and never to be ſhot : 
Once we cou'd read our mighty Maker's mind, 
As in a Chryſtal Mirror, ſee th' Idea's 
Of things that always are, as, He is always. 
No ſhut below in this dark Sphere, 
By Second cauſes dimly we may gueſs, 
And peep far off on Heavens revolving Orbs, 
Which caſt obſcure Reflections from the Throne. 
Mal. Then tell me thy Surmiſes of the future. 
Mel. J took the Revolution of the Lear, 
Juſt when the Sun was entering in the Ram: 
Th' aſcending Scorpion poyſon'd all the Sky, 
Aſign of deep deceit and treachery. 
Full on his Cuſp his angry Maſter fate, 
Conjoyn'd with Saturn, baleful both to Man: 
Of ſecret Slaughters, Empires overturn'd, 
Strife, Blood, and Maſſacres expect to hear, 
And all th? Events of an ill omen'd Year. _ - 
Mal. Then flouriſh Hell, and mighty Miſchief reign, 
Miſchief to ſome, to others muſt be good; 
But hark, for now, tho? *tis the dead of Night, 
When ſilence broods upon our darkned world, 
 MethinksT hear a murmuring hollow found, 
Like the deaf Chimes of Bell, in Steeples touch'd- 


| Mel. Tis truly gueſs'd: 


But know, *tis from no nightly Sexton's hand, 
There's not a damned Ghoſt, nor hell-born Fiend, 
That can from Limbo ſcape, but hither flies, Z 
With leathern wings they beat the dusky Skies. 
To facred Churches all in Swarms repair, 3 
Some crowd the Spires, but nioſt the hallow'd Bells, 
And ſoftly Toll for Souls departing Knells, _ 
Each Chime thou hear'ſt, a future death foretells. 
Now there they perch to have'em in their Eyes, 
Till all go loaded to the Nether Skies. 3 8 
Mal. To morrow then. | Mel. To morrow let it be: 
Or thou deceiv*ſt thoſe hungry, gaping Fiends, 
And Beelzebab will rage. = | 
Mal. Why, Beelzebab? Haſt thou not often ſaid, 
Vol: It e Pp 
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That Lecifer's your King? ” Mel, I told thee true: 

But Lacifer, as he who foremoſt tell, | 

So now lies loweſt in th? Abyſs of Hell. 

Chain'd till the dreadful Doom, in place of whom 

Sits Beelz2bub, Vicegerent of the damn'd, 

Who liſtning downward hears his roaring Lord, 

And executes his purpoſe, but no more: 

The morning creeps behind yon Eaſtern hull, 

And now the Guard is mine, to drive the Elves 

And fooliſh Fairies from their Moon-light Play, 

And laſh the Laggers from the fight of day. [Deſeends, 

Enter Guiſe, Mayenne, Cardinal, and Archbiſhop. e 
May. Sullen, methinks, and {low the Morning breaks, 

As if the Sun were liſtleſs to appear, OE 

And dark deſigns hung heavy on the day. 

| Gaiſe, Yare an old Man too ſoon, y'are ſuperſtitious, 

Plltruſt my Stars, I know em now by proof, 
The Genius of the King bends under mine, 

Inviron'd with his Guards he durſt not touch me; 

But aw*d and craven'd, as he had been ſpelPd 

Would have pronounc'd, Go kill the Guiſe, and durſt not. 
Card. We have him in our power, coopt in his Court, 

Who leads the firſt Attack? Now by yond Heaven 
That bluſhes at my Scarlet Robes, I'll d'off 8 
This womaniſh Attire of godly peace, 
And cry, Lie there Lord Cardinal of Guiſe. 
Gaif, As much too hot, as Mayenne too cool, 

But *tis the manlier —_ her = 

| Biſhop. Have you not heard the King, preventing day, 
Rene the Guards into the City Cn 5 . 8 
The jolly Swiſſes marching to their Fifes. 

The Crowd ſtood gaping heartleſs, and amaz'd, 

Shrunł to their ſhops, and left the paſſage free. 

Guiſe. I would it ſhould be fo, *twas a good horror, 

Firſt let *em fear for Rapes, and ranſackt Houſes; 

That very fright when I appear to head 'em, 

Will harden their ſoft City Courages : SS le 
Cold Burghers mult be ſtruck, and ſtruck like Flints, 

Ere their hid Fire will ſparkle. 
Biſhop. Tam glad the king has introduc'd theſe Guards. Card. Your Reaſon, 
Biſhop. They are too few for us to fear, | 5 Fr 

Our numbers in old martial Men are more, 
The City not caſt in, but the pretence 
That hither they are brought to bridle Paris, 
Will make this Riſing paſs for juſt defence. 
May. Suppoſe the City ſhould not riſe: 
Gaiſe, Suppoſe as well the Sun ſhould never riſe. 
He may not riſe, for Heaven may play a trick; 
But he has riſen from Adam's time to ours. 
Is nothing to be left to Noble Hazard ? 
Do Venture made, but all dull Certainty; 
By Heav'n Ill tug with Harry for a Crown, 
Rather than have it on tame terms of yielding, - 

I ſcorn to poach for Power. 

Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Guiſe. 

A Lady, ſay'ſt thou, Young, and Beautiful, 


Brought in a Chair? 
Conduct her in — N 
Card. You wou'd be left alone 
Gauiſe. Iwou'd, Retire. = 
| Re-enter Servant with Marmoutier, and Exit, 
Starting P Is't poſſible? I dare not truſt my Eyes, 
back. F You are not Marmoatier. 2 


Mar. What am I then?  Guife, Why, any thing but ſhe: 


LExit Serv. 


What 


| { be Dike of G U I 8 E. 287 
V Vhat ſhould the Miſtreſs of a King do here? 25 
Mar. Find him, who wow'd be Maſter of a King. 
Guiſe. J ſent not for you, Madam, 
Mar. Lthink my Lord the King ſent not for you. 
Guiſe. Do you not tear your Viſit will be known? 
Mar. Fear is tor guilty Men, Rebels, and Traytors 
VVhere 5 1855 df _ is my Guard, TY 
Guiſe. VV hat Devil has ſent thee here to plague my Soul? 
9 I could detelt thee now as much OS OR Oe: 
As ever I have lov'd, nay even as much 
As yet in ſpite of all thy Crimes J love: 
But *tis a Love ſo mixt with dark Deſpair, 
The Smoke andSoot ſmother the riſing flame, 
And make my Soul a Furnace : VVoman, VVoman, 
What can I call thee more, if Devil'twere leſs, 
Sure thine's a Race was never got by Adam, 
But Eve play'd falſe engendring with the Serpent, 
Her own part worſe than his. | 
Mar. Then they got Traytors. | 
Guiſe. Yes, Angel Traytors fit to ſhine in Palaces, 
Fork'd into Ills, and ſplit into Deceits; 5 
Two 1n their very frame: *twas well, *twas well 
[ ſaw not thee at Court, thou Baſilisk; _ 
For if I had? thoſe Eves, without his Guards 
Had done the Tyrant's work. | Mar. Why, then it ſeems 
[ was not falſe in all; I told you, Gui/e, on | II, 
If you left Paris, I would go to Court: 


You ſee I kept my Promiſ. «-  Guiſe. Still thy Sex: 
Once true in all thy Life, and that for Miſchief. „ 
Mar. Have I ſaid I lov*d you? Gale. Stab on, Stab, 

'Tis plain you love the King. Mar. Nor him, nor you, 


in that unlawful way you ſeem to mean. 
My Eyes had once ſo far betray*d my Heart, 
As to diſtinguiſh vou from Common Men, 
VVhat ere you faid, or did, was Charming all. ; 
Guiſe. But yet, it ſeems, you found a King more Charming. 
Mar. I do not ſay more charming, but more Noble, 
More truly Royal, more a King 1n Soul, 
Than you are now in wiſhes, as Guiſe. May be 10: 
But Love has oyl'd your tongue to run ſo glib, 
Curſe on your Eloquence. | 
Mar. Curſe not that Eloquence, that ſav'd your Life, 
For when your wild Ambition, which defy d 
A Royal Mandat, hurried you to Town; 
VVhen over-weening pride of Popular Power 
Had thruſt you headlong in the Louvre Toyls, 
Then had you dy'd: For know, my haughty Lord, 
Had I not been, offended Majeſty 
Had doom'd you to the death you well deſerv'd. 
Guiſe. Then was't not Henry's fear preſerv'd my Life? 
Mar. You know him better, or you ought to know him; 
He's born to give you fear, not to receive it. | 
Guiſe. Say this again, but add you gave not up 
Your Honour as the Ranſom of my Lite; | 
For if you did, 'twere better I had dy'd. 
Mar. And ſoit were. Gaiſe. Why ſaid you, So it were? 
For tho? tis true, methinks tis much unkind. i | 
Mar. My Lord, we are not now to talk of kindneſs, _ 
If you acknowledge I have fav'd your Life. 
Be grateful in return, and do an AQ | 
Your Honour, though unaskt by me requires. 
Guiſe. By Heav'n and you, whom next to Heav'n I love, 
(if I fajd more, I fear I ſhould not lye, ) 
I'll do what c're my Honour will permit. 
| 25 
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188 The Duke of GUISE. 
Mar. Go throw your ſelf at Henry's Royal Feet, 
And riſe not, till approv'd a Loyal Subject. 
G#iſe. A Dutious Loyal Subject I was ever. | EO | 
May, I'll put it ſhort, my Lord, depart from Par. Guuiſe. I cannot leave 
My Country, Friends, Religion, all at ſtake; | 
Be wiſe, and be before-hand with your Fortune; 
Prevent the turn, forſake the ruin'd Court; 
Stay here, and make a merit of your Love. 
Mar. No, I'll return, and periſh in thoſe Ruines, 
I find thee now ambitious, faithleſs Guiſe, 


Farewel the baſeſt, and the laſt of Men. 
Guiſe, Stay, or -O Heaven! I'll force you: Stay == 


Mar. I do believe So ill of vou, fo villainouſly ill, 
That if you durſt, you wou'd: firs 
Honour you've little, Honeſty you've leſs; But Conſcience you have none 


Yet therc's a thing call'd Fame, and Mens Eſteem, 
Preſerves me from your force, once more farewel: 
Look on me Guiſe, thou ſeeſt me now the laſt; 
Tho? Treaſon urge not Thunder on thy head, 


This one departing Glance ſhall flaſh thee dead. Exit. 


Guiſe, Ha ſaid ſhe true ? Havel fo little Honour. 
Why then a Prize ſo eaſie, and fo fair, 
Had never ſcap'd my Gripe; but mine ſhe is, 
For that's ſet down as ſure as Harry's Fall: 
But my Ambition, that ſhe calls my Crime: 
Falſe, falſe by Fate, my Right was born with me, 
And Heaven conteſt ic in my very frame; 55 
The Fires that would have form'd ten thouſand Angels, 
Were cram'd together for my ſingle Soul. 
Enter Malicorn. 
Aal. My Lord, you trifle precious hours away, 
The Heavens look gaudily upon your greatneſs, 
And the crown'd moments court you as they fly; 
Briſac and fierce Aumale have pent the Swiſſe, 
And folded 'em like ſheep in holy ground, 


Where now with order'd Pikes, and Colours furl'd, 


They wait the word that dooms 'em all to die: 
Come torth and bleſs the Triumph of the day. 
_ Gaije, So ſlight a Victory requir'd not me: 
J but fate ſtill, and Nodded like a God 
My World into Creation, now *tis time 
To walk abroad, and careleſly ſurvey _ i 
How the dull Matter does the Form obey. _ Exit with Malicorn. 
Euter Citizens, and Melanax in his Fanatic, Habit, at the head of em. 
3/7, Hold, hold a little, Fellow Citizens, and you Gentlemen of the Rabble, 2 
3 ard of Godly Exhortation to ſtrengthen your hands, ere you give the Onſet 
i C. Is this a time to make Sermons? I wou'd not hear the Devil now, tho 
le :;hculd come in God's Name, to preach Peace to us. 
2 Ci. Look you, Gentlemen, Sermons are not to be deſpis'd, We have all profi- 
ted by godly Sermons that promote Sedition, Let the precious man Hold-torth. 
muess. Let him Hold-forth, let him Hold-forth. 
Mel. Jo promote Sedition is my buſineſs: It has been ſo before any of you were 
born, and will beſo when you are all dead and damn'd ; I have led on the Rabble 


im all Ages. | 


i Cit, That's a Lye, and a loud one. He has led the Rabble both Old 


and Young, that's all Ages: A heavenly ſweet Man, I warrant him, I have ſeen 


kim ſomewhere in a Pulpit. 
Mel. J have fown Rebellion every where. 
L _ How every where? That's another 
Friend! 
Mel. Over all the World. 1 Cit, Now that's a Rapper. 
2 Cit. 1 fay, No: For, look you Gentlemen, if he has been a Traveller, he 
certainly fays true, for he may lye by Authority. 
)1/, That the Rabble may depoſe their Prince, 


Lye: How far have you Travell'd 


Has 


1 
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las in all Times, and in all Countries been accounted lawful. 


1 Cit. That's the firſt true Syllable he has utter'd: But as how; and whereby, 
and when may they depoſe him? | LW 


Mel. When ever they have more power to Depoſe, than he has to Oppoſe, and 


this they may do upon the leaſt Occaſion. 


1 Cit. Sirra, you mince the Matter; you ſhould ſay, we may do it upon no 
Occaſion, for the leſs the better. | 

Mel. aſide. Here's a Rogue now will out-ſhoot the Devil in his own Bow. 

2 Cit. Some Occaſion in my mind, were not amiſs; For, look you Gentlemen, 
if we have no Occaſion, then whereby we have no Occaſion to depoſe him; and 
therefore either Religion or Liberty, I ſtick to thoſe Occaſions: for when they are 


gone, Goodnight to Godlineſs and Freedom. 


Mel. When the molt are of one fide, as that's our caſe, we are always in the 
right; for they that are in power, Will ever be the Judges: So that if we ta y 
White is Black, poor White muſt loſe the Cauſe, and put on Mourning , for 
White is but a ſingle Syllable, and we are a whole Sentence: Therefore go on 
boldly, and lay on reſolutely for your Solemn League and Covenant, and if here 
be any ſqueamiſh Conſcience who fears to fight againſt the King, tho I that have 
known you Citizens theſe thouſand years, ſuſpect not any, let ſuch underſtand, 


That his Majeſties Politick Capacity is to be diſtinguiſſ'd from his Natural; and 


though you murder him in one, you may preſerve him in the other, and fo much 
lor this time, becauſe the Enemy is at hand. 5 
2 Cit. Looking ont. | 
Look you, Gentlemen, *tis Grzlloz the fierce Colonel, 
He that devours our Wives, and raviſhes our Children. 


x Cit. He looks fo Grum, I don't care to have to do with him, Wou'd I were 
fafe in my Shop behind the Counter. 

2 Cit. And wou'd I were under my Wives Petticoats, 

Look you, Gentlemen. 

Mel. You, Neighbour, behind your Compter yeſterday, paid a Bill of Ex- 
change in Glaſs, Louisdors, and you Friend, that cry, Look you Gentlemen, this 
very morning was under another Womans Petticoats, and not your Wives. 

2 Cit. How the Devil does he know this? 8 = | 
Met. Therefore fight luſtily for the Cauſe of Heaven, and to make even Tal- 
lies for your Sins, which that you may do with a better Conſcience, I abſolve 
you both, and all the reſt of you: Now go on merrily, for thoſe that eſcape ſhall 
avoid killing; and thoſe who do not eſcap e, I will provide for in another world- 
[Cry within on the other ſide of the Stage, 

Vive le Roy, Vive le Roy. 


8 Enter Grillon, and his Part). 

Grill. Come on, Fellow-Soldiers, Commilitones, that's my word, as 'twas J- 
lius Cæſar's of Pagan memory; fore God I am no Speech maker, but there are 
the Rogues, and here's Bilbo, that's a word and a blow; we mutt either cut 
their Throats, or they cut ours, that's pure neceffity for your comfort: Now if 
any Man can be ſo unkind to his own Body, for I meddle not with your Souls, 
as to ſtand ſtill like a good Chriſtian, and otter his Weeſon to a Butcher's Whittle, 
I ſay no more but that he may be ſav'd, and that's the belt can come on him. 

[Cry on both ſides, Vive le Roy, Vive Guiſe. The Fight. | . 

Mel. Hey for the Duke of Gaiſe and Property, Up with Religion and the Cauſc, 
and down with thoſe Arbitrary Rogues there: Stand to't you Aſſociated Cuck- 
olds. [Citizens go 5 O Rogues, O Cowards, Damn theſe Halt- 
ſtrain'd Shop-keepers, Got between Gentlemen and City-Wives, how Natural- 
ly they quake, and run away from their own Fathers, Twenty Souls a Penny 
were a dear Bargain of em. LT hey all run f, Melanax with them, 


| | | the 1 and 2 Cit. taken. 
Grill. Poſſeſs your ſelves of the place, Maubert, | 


And hang me up thoſe two Rogues for an example. 


1 Cit. O ſpare me, ſweet Colonel, I am but a young Beginner, and new ſet 
up. | 


Grill. Pll be your Cuſtomer, and ſet you up a little better, Sirrah, Go hang 
him at the next Sign-poſt. | 


What have you to ſay for your ſelf, Scoundrel ? 
Why were you a Rebel? 


» Cit: 
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2 Cit. Look you, Colonel, *rwas out of no ill meaning to the Government, all 
that I did, was pure Obedience to my V Vite. 

Grill. Nay, if thou haſt a VVife that wears the Breeches, 
Thou ſhalt be condemn'd to live: | 
Get thee home for a Hen-peckt Traytor —— 
What, Are we encompaſs'd? Nay then, Faces this way; 
Well ſell our Skins to the faireſt Chapmen. 

Enter Aumale and Soldiers on the one ſide, Citizens on the other, Grillon 
| and his Party are diſarm d. 

1 Cit. Bear away that bloody-minded Colonel, 
And hang him up at the next Sign-poſt : | 
Nay, when lam in power, I can make examples too. | 

Omnes, Tear him piece- meal, tear him piece-meal. [Pull and hate him, 

Grill. Rogues, Villains, Rebels, Traytors, Cuckolds, 
*Swounds, What do you make of a Man? Do you think 
Legs and Arms are ſtrung upon a Wire, like a Jointd Baby? 
Carry me off quickly, you were beſt, and hang me decently, according to my 
firſt Sentence. 1 

2 Cit. Look you, Colonel, you are too bulky to be carried off all at once, a 


Leg or an Arm is one Man's Burden : | 


Give me a little Finger for a Sample of him, whereby 
Vil carry it for a Token to my Soveraign 1 

Grill. Tis too little, in all Conſcience, for her, 
Take a bigger Token, Cuckold. Et tu Brute whom I ſav'd, 
O the Conſcience of a Shop-keeper! 5 | 

2. Cit. Look you, Colonel, for your ſaving me, I thank you heartily, whe 
by that Debt's paid; but for ſpeaking Treaſon againſt my anointed Wife, that. 


a new Reckèning between us. 
Enter Guile with a Generals Staff in his hand, Mayenne, Cardinal, Arch- 
ps biſhop, Malicorn, and Attendants. 85 
Oaes, Vive Guile. . 
Gaife, bovius and Bare-headed. 


On 


— 


thank you Country-men, the hand of Heaven 
In all our Safeties has appear'd this day, 
Stand on your Guard, and double every Watch, 


| But ſtain your Triumph with no Chriſtian blood, 


French we are all, and Brothers of a Land. 
Card. What mean you, Brother, by this godly talk? 


Of ſparing Chriſtian Blood, why theſe are Dogs; 


Now by the Sword that cut off Malchus Ear, 
Meer Dogs that neither can be ſav'd nor damn'd. 
Archbiſhop. Where have you learnt to ſpare inveterate Foes ? 
G#iſe, You know the Book, Archbiſhop. And can expound it too : 


But Chriſtian Faith was in the Nonage then, 


And Roman Heathens lorded o'er the World, 
What madneſs were it for the weak and few, 
To fight againſt the many and the ſtrong ; 
Grillo muſt dye, ſo mult the Tyrant's Guards, 
Leaſt gathering head again, they make more work. 
Mal. My Lord, the People muſt be fleſh'd in Blood, 
To teach 'em the true Reliſh, dip 'em with you — 
Or they'll perhaps repent. TY 
Guiſe. You are Fools, to kill *em were to ſhew I fear'd em: 
The Court diſarm'd, diſheartned, and befieg'd, 
Are all as much within my power, as if 


I grip'd 'em in my Fiſt. May. Tis rightly judg'd : 


And let me add, who heads a popular Cauſe, 
NMuſt proſecute that Cauſe by Popular Ways: 


So whether you are mercitul or no, You muſt affect to be. 
Guife, Difmils thoſe Priſoners, Grillon, you are free, 
do not ask your Love, be {till my Foe. 
Gr. I will be fo: But let me tell you, Guife, 
As this was greatly done, *twas proudly too; 
Fil give you back your life when next we meet, 


Till 
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Till then I am your Debtor. ; 


Guiſe. That's till Dooms-day. [Grillon and his Exeant one way, Rabble the other, 


Haſte Brother, draw out Fifteen thouſand Men, 
eurround the Louvre, leaſt the Prey ſhould ſcape; 
know the King will ſend to treat, 
We'll ſet the Dice on him in high demands, 
No leſs than all his Offices of Truſt, 
He ſhall be par*d, and canton'd out, and clip'd, 
go long he ſhall not paſs. 
Card. What do we talk 
Of paring, clipping, and ſuch tedious work, | | 
Like thoſe that hang their Noſes o'er a Potion and Qualm, and keck, and take it 
down by Sipps. 
Archbiſhop. Beſt make advantage of this Popular Rage, 
Let in th? orewhelming Tyde on Harry's head, 
In that promiſcuous Fury who ſhall know 
Among a thouſand Swords who kilPd the King: 
Mal. O my dear Lord, upon this onely day 
Depends the ſeries of your following Fate: | 
Think your good Genius has aſſumd my ſhape 
In this Prophetick doom. N 
Guiſc. Peace croaking Raven, 
lll ſeize him firſt, then make him a led Monarch; 
ll be declar'd Lieutenant General 5 
Amidſt the Three Eſtates that repreſent 
The glorious, full, majeſtick Face of Frauce, 
Which in his own deſpight the King ſhall call: 
So let him reign my Tenant during life, 
His Brother of Navarre ſhut out for ever, 
Branded with Hereſie, and barr'd from Sway, 
That when Valois conſum'd in Aſhes lies, 
The Phenix Race of Charlemain may riſes [Exeat: 


SCENE, The LOU/Y X E. 


Enter King, Queen-Mother, Abbot, Grillon. 


King. Diſmiſt with ſuch Contempt? 5 
Grill. Ves, Faith, we paſt like beaten Romans underneath the Fork. 
King. Give me my Arms. Grill. For what? 
King. I'll lead you on. | 
Grill. You are a true Lyon, but my Men are Sheep; 
If you run firſt, PII ſwear they'll follow you. 
Ring. What, all turn'd Cowards? Not a Man in France 
Dares ſet his Foot by mine, and periſh by me. OY 
Grill. Troth I can't find *em much inclin'd to periſhing- 
King. What can be left in danger, but to dare? 
No matter for my Arms, Þll go Bare-tac'd, 
And ſeize the firft bold Rebel thatT meet. 
 _ Abbot. There's ſomething of Divinity in Kings 
That fits between their Eyes, and guards their Life. 
Grill. True, Abbot, but the miſchiefis, you Churchmen 
Can ſee that ſomething further than the Crowd; 
Theſe Musket Bullets have not read much Logick, 
Nor are they given to make your nice diſtinctions: R 
; [Oze enters, and gives the Queen a Note, ſhe Frads wag 
One of *em poſſibly may hit the King 4 2225 
In ſome one part of him that's not Divine, 

And fo the mortal part of his Majeſty wou'd draw 
The Divinity of it into another world, ſweet Abbot. 
Q. Mother. Tis equal madneſs to go out or ſtay, 
The Reverence due to Kings is all transfer cd 
To haughty Guiſe, and when new Gods are made, 

The old muſt quit the Temple; you muſt fly- 
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King. Death, Had 1 wings, yet I would ſcorn to fly: 
Grill, Wings or no V Vings, 1s not the Queſtion : 
If you won't fly for't, you muſt ride for't, | 
And that comes much to one. 
King. Forſake my Regal Town? 
Q. Mother. Forſake a Bedlam : | 
This Note informs me, Fifteen thouſand Men 
Are marching to incloſe the Louvre round. 
_ Abbot, The buſineſs then admits no more diſpute, 
You, Madam, mult be pleas'd to find the Gaiſe, 
Seem eaſie, feartul, yielding, what you will, 
But ſtill prolong the Treaty all you can, 
To gain the King more time for his Eſcape. 
Mother. I'll undertake it —— Nay, no thanks, my Son, 
My bleſſing ſhall be given in your deliverance; : 
That once perform'd, their Web is all unravel'd, | 
And Guiſe is to begin his work again. [Exit Q. Mother, 
King. I go this minute. 25 


| Enter Marmoutier. 
Nay then, another minute muſt be given. 

O how I bluſh, that thou ſhouldſt ſee thy King 
Do this low Act that leſſens all his Fame: 
Death mult a Rebel force me ſrom my Love! 

If it mult be 
Mar. It muſt not, cannot be. 7 5 
Grill. No, nor ſhall not Wench, as long as my Soul wears a Body. 
King. Secure in that, I'll truſt thee ; Shall I truſt thee ? 

For Conquerors have Charms, and Women Frailty : 

Farewel, Thou may'ſt behold me King agen, 

My Soul's not yet depos'd, why then farewel, 

PII fay*t as comfortably as I can: 

But O curs'd Guiſe, for preſſing on my time, 

And cutting off Ten thouſand more Adieu's. 

Mar. The moments that retard your Flight are Traytors, 

= Make haſte my Royal Maſter to be ſafe, 5 

1 And fave me with you, for Pl ſhare your Fate. 

King. Wilt thou go too? 

Then I am reconciPd to Heaven again: 
O welcome thou good Angel of my way, 
Thou Pledge and Omen of my fate Return; 
Not Greece, nor hoſtile Jazo could deſtroy 

The Hero that abandon'd burning Troy, 

He ſcap*d the dangers of the dreadful Night, 
When loaded with his Gods he took his Flight. 


) 


 [Exennt King, leading her: 


| 5 SCENE, TheCaſtle of Bloiſe. 


Eꝛter Grillon, Alphonſo Corſo. 


Grill. Elcome, Colonel, welcome to Bloiſe. 
Alph. Since laſt we parted at the Barricadoes, 
The World's turn'd upſide down. 
Grill. No, Faith, *tis better, now *tis downſide up, 
Our part oth? wheel is riſing, tho but ſlowly. 
Alph. VVho look'd for an Aſſembly of the States? WC nies 
_ Grit. VVhen the King was eſcap'd from Paris, and got out ofthe Toyls, *twas 
time for the Cuiſe to take em down, and pitch others: That is, to treat for the 
Calling of a Parliament, where being ſure of the major part, he might get by 
Law, what he had miſs'd by Force. E _ 
P ” 
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Alph. But why ſhould the King aſſemble the States, to Satisfie the Gui/e after 
ſo many Affronts? e 

Grill. For the ſame reaſon that a Man in a Duel ſays, he has received ſatisſa- 
tion when he is firſt wounded, and afterwards diſarm'd. 

Alph. But why this Parliament at Blois, and not at Paris? 

Grill. Becauſe no Barricado's have been made at Blois: This Blors is a very little 
Town, and the King can draw it after him. But Paris is a damn'd, unweild 
Bulk, and when the Preachers draw againſt the King, a Parſon in a Pulpit is a de- 
viliſn Fore-horſe. Beſides, I found in that Inſurrection, what dangerous Beaſts 
theſe Townimen are; I tell you, Colonel, a Man had better deal with ten of 
their Wives, than with one zealous Citizen : 

O your inſpir'd Cuckold is moſt implacable. 
Alph. Is there any ſeeming kindneſs between the King, and the Duke of Criſe? 
Grill. Yes molt wonderful: They are as dear to one another, as an old Uſurer 

and a rich young Heir upon a Mortgage. The King is very Loyal to the Guiſe, --- 

and the Guiſe is very gracious to the King: Then the Cardinal of Gaiſe, and the 

Archbiſhop of Lyozs, are the two Pendants, that are always hanging at the 

Royal Ear; They eaſe His Majeſty of all the Spiritual buſineſs, and the Guiſe of 

all the Temporal, fo that the King is certainly the happieſt Prince in Chriſtendom 

without any care upon him: ſo yielding up every thing to his Loyal Subjects that 

he's infallibly in the way of being the greateſt, and molt glorious King in al! »1:, 

World,. Pea EE FFC... 

Abh. Let I have heard, he made a ſharp reflecting Speech upon the Party 

at the opening of the Parliament, admoniſh'd Men of their Duties, pardon'd 

what was paſt, but ſeem'd to threaten Vengeance, if they perſiſted for the fu. 

Grill. Yes, and then they al! cook the Sacrament together: He promiſing tv 
unite himſelf to them, and they to obey him according to the Laws; yet the 
ery next morning they went on, in purſuance of their old Commonwealth de- 
ſigns, as violently as ever. 8 DE 
 Alph, Now am I dull enough to think they have broken their Oath. 

Grill. I but you are but one private Man, and they are the three States; And 
if they Vote that they have not broken their Oaths, Who is to be Judge ? 

Alph. There's One above. . . ; 

Grill. hope you mean in Heaven, or elſe you area bolder Man than I am in 
Parliament-time; but here comes the Maſter and my Niece. 

Alph. Heaven preſerve him, if a Man may pray for him without Treaſon 
Grill. O Yes, You may pray for him; the Preachers of the Gaiſes ſide, do that 
moſt formally: Nay, You may be ſuffer'd Civilly to drink his Health, be of the 
Court, and keep a place of Profit under him: For, in ſhort, *tis a judg'd Caſe of 
Conſcience, to make your beſt of the King, and to ſide againſt him, 

1 Enter Ring and Marmoutier. 

ing. Grillon, Be near me, gs | 

There's ſomething for my ſervice to be done, 

Your Orders will be ſudden, now withdraw. 
Grill. afide. ] Well, I dare truſt my niece, even tho? ſhe comes of my own Fa- 

mily ; but if ſhe Cuckolds my good Opinion of her Honeſty, there's a whole Sex 

falln under a General Rule without one Exception. [ Exeunt Grill. and Alph. 

Mar. You bid my Uncle wait you. Ming. Yes. 

... EEE99: Ring. I think it was. 

Mar. Some thing of moment hangs upon this hour. 

King. Not more on this, than on the next and next, 

My time is all ta ne up on Uſury;  _ 

Inever am before hand with my hours, 

But every one has work before it comes. 

Mar. There's ſomething for my ſervice to be done, 

Thoſe were your words. | 
Ring. And you delire their meaning. 

Mar. J dare not aſk, and yet perhaps may gheſs. 

King. Tis ſearching there where Heaven can only pry, 

Not Man who knows not Man but by ſurmiſe; | 

Nor Devils, nor Angels of a purer Mould, 

Can trace the winding Labyrinths of Tought, 

Itell thee, Marmoutitr, I never ſpeak 

Not when alone, for fear ſome Fiend ſhould hear, 
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And blab my Secrets out. Mar. You hate the Guiſe. EO 
King. True, Idid hate him. Mar. And you hate him ſtill. 
Ring. J am reconcil'd. Mar. Vour Spirit is too high, 


Great Souls forgive not injuries, till time 

Has put their Enemies into their power, 

That they may ſhew Forgivenels is their own; 

For elſe *tis fear to puniſh that torgives : p 3 

The Coward, not the King. King. He has ſubmitted, 
ar. In ſhow, for in effect he ſtill inſults. To 

King. Well, Kings mult bear ſometimes. 

Mar. They muſt, till they can ſhake their burden off | 
And that's, I think your aim. Ring. Miſtaken ſtill: 
All Favours, all Preſerments, paſs through them, | 
Pm pliant, and they mould me as they pleaſe. 

Mar. Theſe are your Arts to make 'em more ſecure, 

| Juft fo your Brother us'd the Admiral, 

Brothers may think, and act like Brothers too. 

King. What faid you, ha! what mean you Marmontier ? 

Mar. Nay, what mean you? That Start betray'd you, Sir. 

King. This is no Vigil of St. Bartholmew, 

Nor 1s Blois Paris. | Mar. Tis an open Town. 
Ring. What then! Mar. Where you are ſtrongeſt. 
Ning. Well, what then? 5 $3 
Mar. No more, but you have Power, and are provok d. 

Ning. O! Thou haſt ſet thy Foot upon a Snake, 

Get quickly off, or it will ſting thee dead. 8 

Aar. Can J unknow it? 

Ring. No, but keep it ſecret. Is | 

Mar. Think, Sir, your Thoughts are (till as much your own, 

As when you kept the Key of your own Breaſt: t:! 
But ſince you let me in, I find it fill'd 
With Death and Horror; you would murder Guiſe. 

Ring. Murder! what Murder! uſe a ſofter word. 

And call it Soveraign Juſtice. _ Mar. Wou'd I cou'd: 

But Juſtice bears the Godlike ſhape of Law, Cs 
And Law requires Defence, and equal Plea 
Betwixt th? Offender, and the righteous Judge. 
ing. Yes when th' Offender can be judg'd by Laws, 
But when his Greatneſs overturns the Scales, 
Then Kings are Juſtice in the laſt Appeal: 
And forc'd by ſtrong Neceſſity may ſtrike, 
In which indeed th'y aſſert the Publick Good, 
And, like ſworn Surgeons, lop the gangreen'd Limb: 
Unpleaſant wholſom work Mar. If this be needſul. 

Ling. Ha, didſt not thou thy ſelf in fathoming 

he depth of my deſigns, drop there the Plummet ? 
Didſt thou not ſay Affronts, ſo Great, fo Public 
{ never could forgive? FO, Mar. T did, but yet: 

King. What means, But yet? *Tis Evidence ſo ful. 

If the laſt Trumpet founded in my Ears, 
Undaunted I ſhould meet the Saints half way: 
And in the Face of Heaven maintain the Fact. 

Mar. Maintain it then to Heaven, but not to me 

Do you love me? 2 — King. Can you doubt it? 
Mar. Yes, I can doubt it, if you can de: | 

Love begs once more this great Offender's life, 

Can you forgive the man you juſtly hate, 

That hazards both your Life and Crown to ſpare him? 

One whom you may ſuſpect I more than pity, | 

(For I would have you lee that what l ask, 

I know is wond”rous difficult to grant) 

Can you be thus extravagantly Good ? 

King. What then? For I begin to fear my firmneſs : 

And doubt the ſoft deſtruction of your tongue. 
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Mar. Then in Return, I Fear to Heaven, and you, 5 9. 
To give you all the Preference of my Soul: / 
No Rebel Rival to diſturb you there, 9 1. 
Let him but live that he may be my Convert. | 
[King walks awhile, then wipes his Eves, and ſpeaks, 
King. Yowve Conquer'd, all that's paſt ſhall be forge, 19 7 5 


* 


My laviſh Love has made a laviſh Grant: 
But know this Act of Grace ſhall be my laſt. 
Let him repent, yes, let him well repent, 
Let him defiſt, and tempt Revenge no further: 
For by yond Heaven that's Conſcious of his Crimes, | 
Iwill no more by Mercy be betrayy ec. LDeputies appearing at the Door, 
The Deputies are entring, You mult leave me: _ ” 
Thus Tyrant Buſineſs all my Hours uſurps, 
And makes me live for others. e 

Mar. Now Heaven reward you with a proſperous Reign, 5 
And grant you never may be good in vain... [Exit, 
Enter Deputies of the Three States: Cardinal of Guiſe, and Archbiſhop of Lyons, at 

| | FE = the Head of em. S 7 v.75 „ 

King. Well, my good Lords, what matters of importance 

Employ'd the States this Morning? "I 
Archb. One high Point was warmly convaſs'd in the Commons Houſe," 

And will be ſoon Reſolv'd. £5 3 te» 

Ring. What wagt? _ F Card. Succeſſion. 
King. That's one high Point indeed, but not tobe 
So warmly canvaſs'd, or ſo ſoon Reſolv'd. 

Card. Things neceſſary muſt ſometimes be ſudden. 

King. No ſudden Danger threatens you, my Lord. 

Archb. What may be 2 muſt be counted ſo; 
We hope, and wiſh Your Life: But Yours, and Ours, 
Are in the Hand of Heaven. g 

Ning · My Lord, they are 
Yet in a Natural way I may live long, 
If Heaven and You my Loyal Subjects pleaſe, 
Archb. But ſince good Princes, like Your Majeſty, 
Take care of Dangers meerly poſſible, 7 
Which may concern their Subjects whole they are, 
And for whom Kings are made. 

King. Yes, we for them, and they for us; 
The Benefits are mutual, and ſo the Tyes are too. 

Card. To cut things ſhort, 


The Commons will Decree to exclude Navarre F 

From the Succeſſion of the Realm of Fraue. 

King. Decree, my Lord! What, one Eſtate Decree? * os 
Where then are the other two, and what am 1? + 


The Government is caſt up ſomewhat ſhort, 
The Clergy and Nobility Caſheer'd, 
Five Hundred Popular Figures on a row, 
And I my Self that am, or ſhould be King, 
An o'ergrown Cypher ſet before the Sum: 
What Reaſons urge our Sorereigns for thExcluſion? 
Archb. He ſtands ſuſpected, Sir, of Hereſie. 
King · Has he been call'd to make his juſt Defence? 
Card. That needs not, for *tis known” 
Ring. To whom? 1 Card. The Commons. 
King. What is't thoſe Gods the Commons do not know ? 
But Hereſie you Church-men teach us Vulgar, 
Suppoſes obſtinate and ſtiff perſiſting 
In Errors prov'd, long Admonitions made, 
And all rejected, has this Courſe been us'd ? 
Archb. We grant it has not, bu 
Ring. Nay, give me leave, 
I urge from your own Grant, it has not been: 
If then in proceſs of a petty Sum, IRC 3 
mz 5 Qq 2 Both 
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Both Parties having not been fully hefe. 


No Sentence can be given: f gn Port e lis ei eo” 
Much leſs in the Succeſſion of a Crown, 1 df ay 
Which after my deceaſe, by Right Inherent, a eee ec 
Devolves upon my Brother of Navarre. e. | 
Card. The Right of Souls is ſtill to be preferr dd. 
Religion muſt not ſuffer for a Cain 
Ming. If Kings may be Excluded, or Depos'd, 


\ 7 


* 


When &er you cry Religion to the Crowd, : ' 

That Doctrine makes Rebellion Orthodox;: ©. - 

And Subjects muſt be Traytors. to be ſavꝰ' dd. Fee ee yo 5 
Archb. Then Hereſie's entail'd upon the Thronme. On e 
King. You would entail Confuſion, Wars and Slaughter? 

Thoſe ills are Certain, what you name Contingent. e 

I know my Brother's Nature, 'tis Sincere, ey F 

Above Deceit, no crookedneſs of Thought, ee 

Says, what he means, and what he ſays, performs: 

Brave, but not Raf; Succeſsful, but not Proud. 

So much acknowledging, that he's uneaſie 

Till every petty Service be o' er paid. 

Archb, Some ſay revengetul. 

King. Some then Libel him: 7 

But that's what both of us have learn'd to bear. 

He can forgive, but you diſdain Forgiveneſs : 

Your Chiefs are they no Libel muſt profane: 

Honour's a Sacred Thing in all but Kings; 2 111 

But when your Rhimes Aſſaſſinate our Fame, 1 1 9 9 5 r 

You hug your nauſeous, blund'ring'Ballad-Wits, _ | | 

And pay 'em as it Nonſence were a Merit, 

It it can mean but Treafon-'. - - „ ad 
Archb. Sir, we have many Arguments to urge ——— 

Ring. And I have more to Anſwer, let*em know 
My Royal Brother of Nawarre ſhall ſtand 
Secure by Right, by Merit, and my Love. 

God, and good Men will never fail his Cauſe, 

And all the bad {hall be conſtrain'd by Laws. 

 Archb, Since gentle means tꝰ exclude Navarre are vain, 

To morrow an the States *twill be propos'd, . 

To make the Duke of Guiſe Lieutenant-General, 

Which Power moſt graciouſly confirm'd by you, 

Will ſtop this headlong Torrent of Succeſſion, 

That bears Religion, Laws, and all before it, 

In hope you'll not oppoſe what muſt be done.. 1. BG? 
We wiſh you, Sir, a long and proſperous Reign. [Exeaunt Omnes, but the Ring. 
King. To morrow Guiſe is made Lieutenant-General, „ 

Why then to morrow I no more am King; 

Tis time to puſh my ſlack'ned Vengeance home, 

Jo be a King, or not to be at al; 

The Vow that manacled my Rage is loos'd, 

Even Heaven is wearied with repeated Crimes, 

Till Lightning flaſhes raund to guard the Throne, 

And the curb'd Thunder grumbles to be gone. 

| 5 Enter Grillon to him. 

Grill. Tis juſt the pointed Hour you bid me wait. 

King. So juſt, as if thou wert inſpir'd te come; 

As if the Guardian-Angel of my Throne, 

Who had o' erſlept himſelf ſo many Lears, 

Juſt now was rouz'd, and brought thee to my reſcue. 

Grill. T hear the Gaiſe will be Lieutenant-General. 

Ming · And canſt thou ſuffer it: 

Grill. Nay, if you will ſuffer it, then well may kJ. 
If Kings will be ſo civil to their Subjects, to give up all things tamely, they firſt 
turn Rebels to themſelves, and that's a fair Example for their Friends; *Slife, 
Sir, 'tis a dangerous matter to be Loyal on the wrong ſide, to ſerve my Prince 
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But keep my Secret, for that” s Conſcience too. : | 


Pre” AD DA * —— — + 


; « 4/6 9% #4 F = . 5 
4 5 — — * 3 „41 _ 
. 


The D #7 GUISE” Ip» 


4 RO 


2 


in om of him; is You be a Royaliſt your ſelf, there are Millions of honeſt 

Men will fight for you ; but if you wo'n not, there are few will hang for you. 
Ring. No more: lam reſolv'd, 

The courſe of things can be with-held no longer 

From breaking forth to their appointed end : 


My Vengeance, ripen'd in the Womb of Time, 


1 for Birth, and longs to be diſclos' d. 

Grillon, the Guiſe is doom'd to ſudden Death: 

The Sword muſt end him; Has not thine an Edge? | 
Grill. Yes, anda Point | too; PII challenge him. | A 
King. I bid thee kill . N 1 L Walking, 
Grill. 80 I mean to doo. H CET OE 
King. — Without thy hazard. 

Gall Now I underſtand you, 1 Mob d Murder fm | 

] am your Soldier, Sir, but not your Hangman. | 
King. Polt thou not hate him? | Grill. Yes. 
King. Halt thou not ſaid, 1 8 15 

That he deſerves it? 

Grill. Ves, but how have 1 


Deſerv'd to doa Murder ? 


King. Tis no Murder: _ 

Tis . juſtice urg'd from Self. Deſence. 
Grill. Tis all confeſt, and yet I dare not do't. 
King. Go, Thou art a 1 
Grill. Lou are my King. 

Ring. Thou ſay'ſt thou dar'ſt not kill him. 
Grill. Were Coward, I had been a Villain, 


E And then I durſt ha? don? * 


King. Thou haſt done worſe in thy long courſe of Arms, 
Haſt thou ne'er kilbd a Man? 

Grill. Yes, when a Man wou'd have killed me.... 

Ring. Haſt thou not plunder'd from the helpleſs ce” ? 


Snatch'd from the ſweating Labourer his Food? 


Grill. Sir, T have eaten and drunk i in my own i defence, 
When I was Hungry and Thirlty- - | 


have plunder'd, 


When you have not paid me—— — | 
have been content with a Farmer's Daughter, 


When a better Whore was not to be had. 


As for Cutting off a Traytor, I'll execute him lawfully 

In my own Function, when I meet him in the Field; 

But for your Chamber- Practice, that's not my Talent: 
King: Is my Revenge Unjuſt, or Tyrannous? * 

Heaven knows, I love not Blood. 5 
Grill. No, for your Mercy is your only Vice. 

You may diſparch a Rebel lawfully, | 

But the Miſchief is, that Rebel . 1 

Has given me my Life at the Parricadoes, EY 

And till J have return'd his Bribe, Ae 


J am not upon even Terms with him. 


Ning. Give me thy Hand, I love thee not the works) i BL el 
Make much of Honour, *tis a Soldier's Conſcience, ee 
Thou ſhalt not do this Act, thowry' een- toogood ; 1 


Grill, When I diſcloſe it, think Iam a Coward. 
Ring. No more of that, I know thou art not one: 1 
Call Lagnac hither ſtraight, and St. Malin 
Bid Larchant find ſome unfuſpected means my 
To keep Guards doubled at the Council-Door, 5 
That none paſs in or out, but thoſe J call: Peg oh 
The reſt ll think on further, ſo farewel. | | 
Grill. Heaven bleſs Your Majeſty ! 
Tho? Pl not kill him for you; Pl defend you Uh he's kid, | 
For the honeſt part of the 1055 let me alone. K Et ene 
| The 
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Tue Scene opens, and diſcovers Men and Women at a Banquet, Malicorne ſtan 
Mal. This is the Solemn Annual Feaſt I keep, © 
As this day Twelve Year on this very hour 


dinghy. 


74 3 


* 


I ſign'd the Contract for my Soul with Hell; DOT Op OA. 
I barter'd it for Honours, Wealth, and Pleaſure, „ 
Three things which mortal Men do covet moſt. 1 e 


And, Faith, I over-ſold it to the Fiend: 
What, One and twenty Years, Nine yet to come, 
How can a Soul be worth ſo much to Devils? 


J 


O how I hug my ſelf, to out- wit theſe Fools of Hell! IT 7 4 
And yet a ſudden damp, I know not why, _ 15 — 
Has ſeiz'd my Spirits, and like a heavy weight 


Hangs on their active Springs, I want a Song © 
To rouze me, my Blood freezes: Muſick there? = SEA 
| „ 14 Fei ir "+: 8 9 
8 A SONG, 
Shepherdeſs. Men are Falſe, and ſo are ju, NY 
Ell me Thirſis, tell your Anguiſh, | 


Why you Sigh, and why you Languiſn; 
When the Nymph whom you Adore, 
Grants the Bleſſing of Poſſeſſing, 
What can Love and I do more ? 

| Shepherd. 

Think its Love beyond all meaſure, 
Makes vit faint away with Pleaſure ;, 
Strength of Cordial may deſtroy, 
And the Bleſſing of Poſſeſſing 

Kills with me Exceſs of Foy. 

Shepherdeſs. 

T hirfis, how can I believe you? _ 
But confeſs, and Ill forgive you 5 


Never Nature fram'd a Creature 
Lo enjoy and yet be true, 
| Shepherd. 


Mine's a Flame beyond expiring, 


Still poſſeſſing, ffill deſiring, 


Fit for Leve's Imperial Crown; 


Ever ſhining, and refining, 


Still the more tis melted down. 
5 Chorus together. 


MNine's a Flame beyond expiring, _ : 
Still poſſeſſing, ſtill deſiring, --- 

Fit for Love's Imperial Crown 

Ever ſhining, and refining, 
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Still the more tis melted down. 


After a Song and Dance, loud knocking at the Door, Enter Servant, 
SAG ne bt 5 


What noiſe is that? EG rates 
Serv. An ill-look'd ſurly Man, 


* 


With a hoarſe Voice, ſays he muſt ſpeak with you. 


Mal. Tell him I dedicate this Day to Pleaſure, 


I neither have, nor will have Buſineſs with him. 
What, louder yet, what fawcy Slave is this? 
1 Re-enter Servant. 
Serv, He ſays you have, and muſt have Buſineſs with him, 


[ Exit Servant. 
| Rock louder. 


* , 5 


Come out, or he'll come 1n, and ſpoil your Mirth. 


Mal. I won nor. 
Serv. Sir, I dare not tell him ſo, 


My Hair ſtands up in Briſtles when I ſee him: 
The Dogs run into Corners; the Spade Bitch 


Payes at his back, and howls. 


Mal. Bid him enter, and ge off thy (elf. - | 
Scene cloſes upon the Company. 


Enter Melanax, an Hour-glaſs in his hand almoſt empty. 


[Knock again more fierceh. 


Exit. Servant. 


How dar'ſt thou interrupt my ſofter Hours? 
By Heaven l' ram thee in ſome knotted Oak, 
Where thou ſhalt ſigh and groan to whiſtling Winds, 


Upon the lonely Plain: 


Or Pl confine thee deep in the Red Sea grov'ling on the Sands, 
'Fen thouſand Billows rowling o'er thy Head. 


Mel. Hoh, hoh, hoh. 


Mal. Laugb'ſt thou, malicious Fiend? . e 


P11 ope my Book of Bloody Characters, 


Like Parchment on a flame. 


Shall rumple up thy tender airy Limbs, 


Mel. Thou canſt not do't, 
Behold this Hour-glaſs. 
Mal. Well, and what of tliat? 


Mel. See ſt thou theſe ebbing Sands? 
They run tor thee, and when their Race is run, 
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Thy Lungs, the Bellows of thy mortal Breath, 
Shall ſink for ever down, and heave no more» 
Mal. What, reity Fiend ? 
Nine Years thou halt to ſerve. 
Mel. Not full Nine Minutes. 
Mal. Thou ly'ſt, look on thy Bond, and view the Date. 
Mel. Then wilt thou ſtand to that without Appeal? 
Mal. I will fo, help me Heav'n. | | 
Met. So take thee Hell. 11 [ Gives him the Bond. 
There, Fool, behold, wholyes, the Devil or thou ? > 3 
Mal. Ha! One and twenty Yearsare fhrunk to Twelve, 
Do my Eyes dazle? 1 F 
Mel. No, they fee too true: . 
They dazl'd once, I caſt a Miſt before em, 
So what Was figur*d Twelve, to thy dull fight 
Appear'd full Twenty one. . 
al. There's Equity in Heaven for this, a Cheat. 
Mel. Fool, thou haſt quitted thy Appeal to Heaven, 
Io ſtand to tuts. ; Mal. Then I am loſt for ever. 
Mel. Thou art. Mal. O why was I not warn'd before? 
A. Yes, to repent, then thou hadſt cheated me. 
. Add but a Day, but halt a Day, an Hour: 
ror {ixty Minutes PII forgive nine Years. | 
Mel. No not a Moments thought beyond my time: | 
Diſpatch, *tis much below me to attend for one poor ſingle Fare. 
Mal. So pitileſs? But yet I may command thee, and I will: 
I love the Gaiſe even with my lateſt breath, , 5 
Beyond my Soul, and my loſt hopes of Heav'n; 
[ charge thee by my ſhort-liv'd power, diſcloſe 
What Fate attends my Malter. 1 . 

Mel. If he goes to Council when he next is calld, he dies. 
Mal. Who waits? | 9 £ 5 
5 Enter Servant. 
Go, give my Lord my laſt adieu, A 
Say 1 ſhall never ſee his Eyes again: | 
But if he goes when next he's calPd to Council, 
Bid him belive my lateſt breath, he dies. ei Servant. 
The Sands run yet, O do not ſhake the Glaſs : [Devil ſhakes the Glaſs. 

I ſhall be thine too ſoon, cou'd I repent, ny N 
Heaven's not contin'd to Moments, Mercy, Mercy. 

Mel. I ſee thy Prayers diſperſt into the Winds, 

And Heaven has putt *em by: _ 

I was an Angel once of foremoſt Rank, 

Stood next the ſhining Throne, and wink'd but half, 

So almoſt gaz'd I glory in the Face y 

That I could bear it, and ſtar'd farther in, 

"Twas but a Moments Pride, and yet I fell, 

For ever Fell; but Man, baſe Earth-born Man, 

Sins paſt a Sum, and might be pardon'd more, 

And yet *tis juſt ; for we were perfect Light, 

And faw our Crimes, Man in his Body's mire, 

Half Soul, half Ciod, ſinks blindfold into fin, 

Betray'd by Frauds without, and Luſts within. 

Mal. Then I have hope. 

Mel. Not fo, I preach'd on purpole _ | 

To make thee loſe this Moment of thy Prayer, 

Thy Sand creeps low, Deſpair, Deſpair, Deſpair. 
Mal. Where am now? Upon the brink of Life, 

The Gulph before me, Devils to puſh me on, 

And Heaven behind me cloſing all its Doors. 

A Thouſand Years for ev'ry Hour I've paſt, 

O cou'd TI 'ſeape fo cheap! But Ever, Ever, 

Still to begin an endleſs round of Woes, 

To be renew'd for Pains, and laſt for Hell? 
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Yet can Pains laſt, when Bodies cannot laſt ? 
Can earthy Subſtance endleſs Flames endure ? 
Or when one Body wears, and flits away, 
Do Souls thruſt forth another Cruſt of Clay, 


Lo tence and guard their tender forms from fire 


I tcel my e rend, Pm here, I'm gone: 
Thus Men too careleſs of their future State, 


Diſpute, know nothing, and believe too late. UA flaſh 


Dake of Guiſe, Cardinal, Aumale. 
Card. A dreadful Meſiage from a dying Man, 
A Propheſie indeed! | 
For Souls jult quitting Earth, peep into Heaven, 
Make ſwift Acquaintance with their Kindred Forms, 
And Partners of Immortal Secrets grow. * 
Hum. Tis good to lean on the ſecurer fide : 


of Lightning, th 
fink reverts : 


| When Lite depends, the mighty Stake is ſuch, 

| 0 Fools {ear too little, and they dare too much. 

ith OE Unter Archbiſhop, Son 
Th Grife, You have prevaild, I will not go to Council, 
„ I have provok*d my Sovereign paſt a Pardon, 

1 It but remains to doubt if he dare kill me: 

„ I .! hen if he dares but to be juſt, I die, 

* Iis too much odds againſt me, PII depart, 


And finiſh Greatneſs at ſome ſafer time. 5 

4 Alrclb. By Heaven 'tis Harry's Plot to fright you hence, 
1 That, Coward-like, you might forſake your Friends: 
u Griſe, The Devil foretold it dying Malicorne. 
A Archb. Yes, ſome Court-Devil, no doubt: 
Fo | I; you depart, conſider, good my Lord, 

s Lou are the Maſter-ſpring that move our Fabrick, 

Which once remov'd, our Motion is no more. 


i 1061 | | . | > | 
- Without your Preſence, which buoys up our Hearts, 

\ == The League will {ink beneath a Royal Name: 

[4 Th inevitable Yoke prepar'd for Kings, 


| Will ſoon be ſhaken off; Things done, repeal'd ; 
1 And Things undone, paſt future Means to do. 
= Card. I know not, I begin to taſte his Reaſons. 
* Archb. Nay, were the danger certain of your ſtay, 
An Act ſo mean would loſe you all your Friends, 
And leave you fingle to the Tyrant's Rage : 
5 Ihen better 'tis to hazard Life alone, 
1 Than Life, and Friends, and Reputation too. 
Gaiſe. Since more I am confirm'd, Pl ſtand the ſnock: 
Where e'er he dares to call, I dare to go. 
My Friends are many, faithful and united, 
He will not venture on fo raſh a deed : 
And now I wonder I ſhould fear that Force, 
Which I have us'd to Conquer and Contemn. 
: Enter Marmoutier. 
Z Archb. Tour Tempter comes, perhaps, to turn the Scale, 
15 And warn you not to go. ns 
. Guiſe. O fear her not, I will be there. 
* What can ſhe mean, Repent ? 
. Or is it caſt betwixt the King and her 
» To ſound me ; Come what will, it warms my Heart 
| With ſecret joy, which theſe my ominous Stateſmen 
Left dead within me; ha! ſhe turns away» 
Mar. Do you not wonder at this Viſit, Sir ? 
Guiſe. No, Madam, I at laſt have gain'd the Point 
Of mightieſt Minds to wonder now at nothing. 
Mar. — Believe me, Guiſe, twere gallantly reſolv'd, 
If you cou'd carry't on the inſide too. 
Why came that Sigh uncalPd ? For Love of me 
Partly perhaps, but more for Thirſt of Glory, 
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Which now again dilates it ſelf in Smiles, 7 
As if you ſcor nd that I ſhould know your purpoſe. | 
Guiſe. 1 change *tis true, becauſe I love you ſtill, 
Love you, O Heav” n, ev'n in my own deſpight ; 
I tell you all even at that very moment, 
know you {traight betray me to the King. 
Mair. O Guiſe ie I never did, but, Sir, 'F come 
To tell you, I muſt never ſee you more- 
Gulſe. The King's at Blois, and you have reaſon for't, 
Therefore what am I to expect from Pity ? 
From yours, I mean, when you behold me ſlain. 
Mar. Firſt anſwer me, and then Pll ſpeak my heart: 
Have you, O Ge, ſince your laſt Solemn Oaths, 
Stood firm to what you ſwore ? Be plain, my Lord, 
Or run it o'er awhile, becauſe again 
I tell you 1 mult never ſee you more- | 
Gaiſe, Never! She's ſet on by the King to ſift me, 
why by that Never then, all I have ſworn 
Is true, as that the King _ to end me. 
Mar. Keep your Obedience, b the Saints you live. 
Gulſo. Then mark, *tis judg'd 5 Heads grown white i in Council, 
This very day he means to cut me | 
Mu. By Heaven then you re forſworn, you” ve broke your Vows. 
| Guiſe, By you the Juſtice of the Earth I have not. 
Mar. -— By you Diſſembler ofthe World you have, 
I know the King. Guiſe. II do believe you, Madam. 


Mar. I have tr Vd you both. Guaiſe. - Not me, the King you mean. 
Mar, -— Do theſe oferboiling Anſwers ſuit the Gaiſe? 


But go to Council, Sir, there ſhew your Truth, 
If yOu are Innocent you're fate, but O 
If I ſhou'd chance to ſee you ſtretch'd along, 
Your Love, O Guiſe, and your Ambition gone, 
That Venerable Aſpect pale with Death, 
I muſt conclude you merited your end. 
Guiſe, - You muſt, you will, and ſmile upon my Murder. 
Mar. Therefore if you are conſcious of a Breach, 
Conſeſs it to me: Lead me to the King, 
He has promis'd me to conquer his Revenge, 
And place you next him; therefore if you're right, 
Make me not fear it by Aſſeverations 
But ſpeak your Heart, and O reſolve me truly. _ 
Gulſe. —-Madam, Tha? thought, and truſt you with my Soul; 
Jou faw but now my parting with my Brother, 
The Prelate too of Lyozs, *twas debated 
Warmnly againſt me that I ſhould £0.00 
Mar. Did I not tell you, Sir? 
Guiſe. True, but in ſpight 
Of thoſe Imperial Arguments they urg'd, 
i was not to be work'd from ſecond t — 
There we broke off; And, mark me, if I live, 
Jou are the Saint that makes a Convert of me. 
Mar. Go then, O Heaven! Why muſt I ſtill ſuſpe& you? 
Why heaves my Heart? And why o'erflow my Eyes? 
Yet if you live, O Gaiſe, there, there's the Cauſe, 
I never ſhall converſe, nor ſee: you more. 1 3 1 
Gaiſe. O ſay not fo, for Once again III ſee you, . 3 > 
Were you this very Night to lodge with Angels, 
Yet ſay not Never; for I hope by Virtue 
To merit Heaven, and wed you late in Glory, . 
Mar. This Night, my Lord, Lm a Recluſe for 1 "OF 
Guiſe. Ha! Stay till Morning Tapers are 0 ee bel ati Me hr 
Stay till the Sun riſes to ſalute fou; „ 
Stay till I lead you to that diſmal en 
of N 9 quick, and ſtay for foe. 
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Mar. Alas Tour "IE is vain, for Lune row'di it: 
Nor was there any other way to clear 
TH imputed ſtains of my ſuſpected Honour, 
Gauiſe. Hear mea word, one Sigh, one Tear, at parting, 


And one laſt Look; for, © my earthly Saint, 


I ſee your Face pale, as the Cherubins at Adam's Fall. | 
Mar. O Heaven, I now confeſs, | 6 5 Pp 

My Heart bleeds for thee, Gage | 
Guiſe, W iy Madam, why? 
Mar. Becauſe by this Diſorder, 

And that fad Fate that bodes upon your Brow, 

I do believe you love me more than Glory. 

 Guife, Without an Oath Ido, therefore have Mercy, 

And think not Death could make me tremble thus: 

Be pitiful to thoſe Infirmities | 

Which thus Unman me, ſtay till the CounciPs o- er, 


If you are pleas'd to grant an hour or two 


To my laſt Prayer, Pll thank you as my Saint; 
If you refuſe me, Madam, Pl not murmur. 

Mar. Alas, my Guiſe! O Heav'n what did! fay? ? 
But take it, take it, if it be too kind, 


Guiſe, O let me crawl, Vile as Lam, and kiſs 
Your Sacred Robe: Is't poſſible, your Hand! 
O that it were my laſt expiring Moment, 
For I ſhall never taſte the like again. 
Nur. Farewel my Proſelyte, your better Genius 
Watch your Ambition. | 

Guiſe. T have none but you, 
Mult Ine'er ſee you more? 

Mar. | have ſworn you muſt not: . 
Which Thought thus roots me here, a my Reſolves, | D Vespa 
And makes me loiter when the Angels call me, 0 

Griſe, O ye Celeſtial Dews ! O Paradiſe! 

O Heavn! O Joys! Neer to be taſted more. = a 

Mar. Nay rakes a little more, cold Marmoatier, 

The temperate, devoted Marmoutier, 
Is gone, a laſt Embrace I mult bequeath you. 

Cuiſe, And O let me return it with another. 

Aar. Farewel for ever; Ah, Guiſe, though now We part 
In the bright Orbs prepar "d us by our Fares, 

Our Souls ſhall meet----Farewel-----and 10 s ſing above, 
Where no Ambition, nor State-Crime, the happier 8 prove, 
ut all are bleſt, and all enjoy an everlaſting Le. To _ [Exir Mar. 
Guiſe m... | 

Guiſs Glory, where art thou? Fame, Revenge, Ambition, 

Where are you fled ? There's Ice upon my Nerves : ; 
My Salt, my Metal, and my Spirits gone, 85 
Pall'd as a Slave that's Bed- rid with an ns. 
Twiſh my Fleſh were off: What now! Thou bleed'ſt 
Three, and no more! What then? And why what then ? 
But juſt three drops! And why not juſt three drops, | 
As well as four or live, or five and twenty. 

Enter 4 Page. 8 

Page. My Lord, your Brother and the Archbiſhop wait you. 

Guile. I come, down Devil, ha! Muſt I tumble too? 

Away ye Dreams; what if it thunder d NOW + a — 

Or if a Raven croſsd me in my way: 

Or now it comes, becauſe laſt Night {rem 

The Council-Hall was hung with Crimſon round, 2 
And all the Ceiling plaiſter'd' oer with black. NENT — 7 
No more, blue Fires, and ye dull rowling Lakes, : 77 
Fathomleſs Caves, ye Dungeons of old Night, . 3 8 
Fantoms be gone, if I muſt die, PII fall OI ee en 
P rue Politician, and defie you all. i U | 


© [Shegives him her hand, 


The Die of GUTSE 0 


— 
» 


SCENE II. The Court before the Cuncil-Hal. 


Grillon, Larchant, Soldiers plac d, People cromding. 
Grill. Are your Guards doubled, Captain? 
Larch. Sir, They are. ES 3 
Gril. When the Guiſe comes, remember your Petition, 
Make way there for his Eminence; Give back, 
Your Eminence comes late. 


Enter two Cardinals, Councellors, the Cardinal of Guiſe, Archbiſhop of Lyons, 
1 _ laſt the Guiſe. ö 
Guiſe. Well, Colonel, Are we Friends? 

Grill. Faith, I think not. 

Guiſe. Give me your Hand, ' 

Grill. No, for that gives a Heart. 

Guiſe. Vet we ſhall claſp in Heaven. 

Grill, By Heaven we ſhall not, 


'Vnleſs it be with Gripes. 


Guiſe. True Grillon ſtill. Larch. My Lord. 
Guaiſe. Ha Captain, you ate well attended, Cc 
If I miſtake not, Sir, 185 Number's doubled. 

Larch. All theſe have ferv'd againſt the Hereticks, 


And therefore beg your Grace you would remember 
Their Wounds, and loft Arrears. 


Guiſe. It ſhall be done. 


Again my heart, there 1s a weight upon thee, 5 . 
But I will ſigh it off. Captain, farewel. DLExeunt Cardinal, Guiſe, &. 


Grill. Shut the Hall-door, and bar the Caſtle- Gates, 


March, March there cloſer yet. Captain to the Door. [Ex 


| SCENE HI. Colocil-Hall. 


Gaiſe. I do not like my ſelf today. 
Archb. ----- A Qualm, he dares not. Eine os 
Card. That's one Man's thought: he dares, and that's anothers. 
Guiſe. O Marmoutier, Ha! Never fee thee more; 
Peace my tumultuous Heart, why jolt my Spirits 
In this unequal Circling of my Blood? 
Il ſtand it while I may; O Mighty Nature! 
Why this Alarm, why doſt thou call me on 


"To fight, yet robſt my Limbs of all their uſe? [Swoons. 


Card. Ha! He's fall'n, chafe him: He comes again. 
Guiſe. J beg your Pardons : Vapours, no more. 
Grill. Th' Effect of laſt Nights Lechery with ſome working Whore. 

DN Enter Revol. 

Revol. My Lord of Guiſe, the King would ſpeak with you. 

Guiſe. O Cardinal, O Lyoxs, but no more, 
Yes, one word more, thou haſt a Privilege [To the Cardinal. 
To ſpeak with a Recluſe. O therefore tel her, 


If never thou behold'ſt me breath again, 


Tell her I figh'd it laſt O Marmoutier. [ Exit bowing. 
Card. You will have all things your own way, my Lord, 2 
By Heav*n, I have ſtrange Horrour on my Soul. 
Arch. ] fay again, that Henry dares not do't. 
Card. Beware your Grace of Minds that bear like him, 
I know he ſcorns to ſtoop to mean 3 2 
But when ſome mightier Miſchief ſhocks his Toure, 
He ſhoots at once with Thunder on his Wings, 
And makes it Air: But hark, my Lord, tis doing. 
Guiſe within.] Murderers, Villains ! 8 
. Archb. I hear your Brother's voice, run to the Door. 
Card. Help, help, the Gaiſe is murder'd. 
Archb. Help, help. ES; | 3 
Vol. It Res: þ Grill. 


x THIS 


LD. 
Pee 


4 
bl M | 
i 
#. 
Bc! 
SV 
1 
97 
* 
10 
. 
14 * 
y 
* 
i » 


> 0 = *z - 
i — —— 
— — — — 


l x _—_ — 


_— —— 
— 


— — — — _ = . _ * + ZIG va - 
C4 I. _>> — —— . — 4 — — 72 „ — — N 

— Ic - -_ 1 — w— — 
—» 2 r 5 >.> — — — — Eo ax ES L - — 2 - 


TTT 


— —— — 
A Wn —— — 
— 


— — th — — — 3 n . 
* — 2 | r — - — 2 GAL IX ye A AL, ES — _— 2 TY 
- - — * — r — - be — — — _ * I 4 
— re an — — - 4 — — - * 5 nr => — — ER = —_ — "2 o $7 
= TE Ss Ee £ — 8 8 5 5 — 
£ — " 4 S a 


— 
AE 
6 , 


- o > EPI Y = = 4 
1 ap 4 — — 


— = — 
<I> 


4 
— 


r N CUTIE 


The King of Paris at your Feet lies dead. 


Grill. Ceaſe your vain Crys, Mov are the King's Priſoners, 
Take dem Dugaſt irito your Cu 
Card. We muſt obey, my Lord, for Raupen calls us. 


The Scene draws, behind it 4 Traverſe. , 
The Guiſe #s aſſaulted by Eight, they ſtab him i in all Parts, but moſt i in the Head. 


LExeunt. 


Guiſe. O Villains! Hell Hounds! Hold: [Half draws his Sword, 16 held. 
Murder'd, O baſely, and not draw my Sword. | 

Dog, Logniac, but my own Blood choaks me: [Fling himſelf upon him. 

Down, Villain, Down, I'm gone, O Marmoutier. Dies 
The Traverſe is drawn 


The Ring riſes from his Chair, comes forward with his C Celine Council. 


King. Open the Cloſet, and let in the Council; 
Bid P Execute the Cardinal, 
Seize all the Factious Leaders, as I Gocke d, - 
And every one be anſwer' d on your Lives. 4 
Enter Queen-Mother, followed by the C ouncellors. 3 
O, Madam, you are welcom, how goes your Health? 
" Queen-M. A little mended, Sir; What have you done? 
King. That which has made me King of France, for chere 


Queen-M. You have cut out dangerous work, but make! it bp 
With ſpeed and reſolution. 


King. Yes, I'll wear 


The Fox no longer, but put on the Lyon; j 


And ſince I could reſolve to take the Heads 5 Fre | 


Of this great Inſurrection, you the Members 


Look to't, Beware, turn from your Stubbornneſs, 
And learn to know me, for I will be King. 


Grill. Sdeath, how the Traytors lowre and quake, and droop, | 


And gather to the wing of his Protection, 


As if they were his Friends, and fought his Cauſe. 


King, looking upon Guiſe.] Be witneſs, Heaven 5 I gave him treble warning, 
He's gone; no more, diſperſe, and think upon't ; 


Beware my Sword, which if I once unſheath, 


By all the Reverence due to Thrones and Crowns, 
Nought ſhall atone the Vows of ſpeedy Juſtice, 
Till Fate to Ruin every Traytor brings, 
That dares the Vengeance of indulgent . 


F Wit has truly been defin'd a Propriety of Thoughts and Words, then that De- 
finition will extend to all ſorts of Poetry; and amongſt the reſt, to this preſent 
Entertainment of an Opera, Propriety of Thought is that Fancy which ariſes na- 
turally from the Subject, or which the Poet adapts to it. Propriety of Words, 
is the cloathing of thoſe Thoughts with ſuch Expreſſions, as are naturally proper 

to them: And from both theſe, if they are judiciouſly perform'd, the delight of 

Poetry reſults. An Opera is a Poetical Tale, or Fiction, repreſented by Vocal 

and Inſtrumental Muſick, adorn'd with Scenes, Machines, and Dancing. The ſuppos'd 

Perſons of this Muſical Drama, are generally Supernatural, as Gods, and Goddeſſes, and 
Heroes, which at leaſt are deſcended from them, and are in due time to be adopted into their 
Number. The Subject therefore being extended beyond the Limits of Humane Nature, ad- 
mits of that ſort of marvellous and ſurpriſing Conduct, which is rejected in other Plays. 
Humane Impoſlibilities are to be receiv d, as they are in Faith; becauſe where gods are in- 
troduc'd, a Supreme Power is to be underſtood, and ſecond Cauſes are out of Doors: Yet 
Propriety is to be obſerv'd even here. The gods are all to manage their peculiar Pro- 
vinces; and what was attributed by the Heathens to one Power, ought not to be perform'd 
by any other. Phæbus muſt foretel, Mercury mult charm with his Caduceus, and Juno muſt 
reconcile the Quarrels of the Marriage-Bed. To conclude, they muſt all act according to 
their diſtin& and peculiar Characters. If the Perſons repreſented were to ſpeak upon the 
stage, it would follow of neceſſity, That the Expreſſions ſhould be Lofty, Figurative, and 
Majeſtical: But the Nature of an Opera denies the frequent uſe of thoſe Poetical Ornaments : 
For Vocal Mulick, —_ it often admits a Loftineſs of Sound; yet always exacts an harmo- 
nious Sweetneſs : Or to diſtinguiſh yet more juſtly, The recitative Part of the Opera requires 

a more Maſculine Beauty of Expreſſion and Sound: The other, which (for want of a proper 

Engliſh Word) I muſt call The Songiſh Part, muſt abound in the Softneſs and Variety of 
Numbers; it's principal Intention being to pleaſe the Hearing, rather than to gratifie the 

- Underſtanding. It appears indeed prepoſterous at firſt ſight, That Rhime, on any conſi- 
deration ſhould take place of Reaſon. But in order to reſolve the Problem, this funda- 

mental Propoſition muſt be ſetled, That the fitſt Inventors of any Art or Science, pro- 

vided they have brought it to perfection, are, in reaſon,” to give Laws to it; and accord- 
ing to their Model, all after-undertakers are to build. Thus in Epique Poetry, no Man 
ought to diſpute the Authority of Homer, who gave the firſt Being to that Maſter-piece of 

Art, and endued it with that Form of Perfection in all its Parts, that nothing was wanting 

to its Excellency. Virgil therefore, and thoſe very few who have fucceeded him, endea- 

vour'ꝰd not to introduce or innovate any thing in a Deſign already perfected, but imitated 
the Plan of the Inventor; and are only ſo far true Heroick Poets, as they have built on 
the Foundations of Homer. Thus Pindar, the Author of thoſe Odes (which are ſo admi- 

rably reſtor'd by Mr. Cowley in our Language) ought for ever to be the Standard of them; 
and we are bound according to the 2 of Horace and Mr. Cowley, to Copy him. Now, 
to apply this Axiom to our preſent purpoſe, whoſoever undertakes the Writing of an 

_ Opera, (which is a modern Invention, though built, indeed, on the Foundations of Ethnick 

| Worſhip, is obliged to imitate the Deſign of the Italiaus, who have not only invented, 

but brought to Perfection, this ſort of Dramatick Muſical Entertainment. I have not been 
able, by any ſearch, to get any light either of the time, when it began, or of the 
firſt Author. But I have probableReaſons, which induce me to believe, that ſome Ita- 
lians having curiouſly obſerv'd the Gallantries of the Spaniſh Moors at their Zambra's, or 

Royal Feaſts, where Muſick, Songs and Dancing were in Perfection; together with their 

Machines, which are uſual at their Sortia' s, or running at the Ring, and other Solemnities, 

may poſſibly have refin'd upon thoſe Moreſque Divertiſements, and produc'd this delight- 

ful Entertainment, by leaving out the Warlike Part of the Caronſels, and forming a 

Poetical Deſign for the uſe of the Machines, the Songs, and Dances, But however ir be. 

gan, (for this is only conjectural,) we know that for ſome Centuries, ' the knowledge of 

Mulick has flouriſh'd principally in Italy, the Mother of Learning and of Arts; that Poetry 
and painting have been there reſtor'd, and ſo cultivated by Italian Maſters, 'That all EU- 
rope has been enrich'd out of their Treaſury, and the other Parts of it in relation to thoſe 
delightful Arts, are ſtill as much Provincial to 7taly,”as they were in the time of the Ro- 
man Empire. Their firſt Opera's ſeem to have been intended for the Celebration of the 

Marriages of their Princes, or for the Magnificence of ſome general time of Joy, Accord- 

ingly the Expences of them were from the Purſe of the Sovereign, or- of the Republick, 
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as they are ſtill practis'd at Venice, Rome, and other Places at their Carnavals. Savoy and 
Fl-rence have often us'd them in their Courts, at the Weddings of their Dukes: And at 
Turin particularly, was perform'd the Paſtor Fido, written by the famous Guarini, which ig 
a Paſtoral Opera made to ſolemnize the Marriage of a Duke of Savoy, The Prologue of jr 
has given the Deſign to all the French, which is a Complement to the Sovereign Power h 

ſome God or Goddeſs; fo that it looks no leſs than a kind of Embaſſie from Heaven to Earth. 


I aid in the beginning of this Preface, that the Perſons repreſented in Opera's, are gene- 


rally Gods, Goddeſſes, and Heroes deſcended from them, who are ſuppos'd to be their 
peculiar Care ; which hinders not, but that meaner Perſons may ſometimes gracefully he 
introduc, eſpecially if they have relation to thoſe firſt Times, which Poets call the G0l. 
den- Age : Wherein by reaſon of their Innocence, thoſe happy Mortals were ſuppos'd to 
have had a more familiar Intercourſe with Superiour Beings ; and therefore Shepherds 
might reaſonably be admitted, as of all Callings, the moſt innocent, the moſt happy, and 
who by reaſon of the ſpare Time they had, in their almoſt idle Employment, had molt lei- 
ſure to make Verſes, and to be in Love; without ſomewhat of which Paſſion, no Opera can 
poſſibly ſubſiſt. 5 | „C 
Tis almoſt needleſs to ſpeak any thing of that noble Language, in which this Muſical 
Drama was firſt invented and per formd. All, who are converſant in the Italian, &ulnot 
but obſerve, that it is the ſofteſt, the ſweeteſt, the moſt harmonious, not only of any mo- 
dern Tongue, but even beyond any of the Learned. It ſeems indeed to have been inven- 
ted for the ſake of Poetry and Muſick; the Vowels are ſo abounding in all Words, eſpe- 


clally in the Terminations of them, that excepting ſome few Monoſyllables, the whole 
Language ends in them, Then the Pronunciation is ſo Manly, and ſo Sonorous, that their 


very Speaking has more of Muſick in it than Dutch Poetry, and Song. It has withal derivd 
ſo much Copiouſneſs and Eloquence from the Greek and Latin, in the Compoſition of 
Words, and the Formation of them, that (if after all we muſt call it Barbarous) tis the 
moſt Beautiful and moſt Learned of any Barbariſm in Modern Tongues. And we may, at 
leaſt, as juſtly praiſe it, as Pyrrhus did the Roman Diſcipline and Martial Order, that it was 
of Barbarians, (for ſo the Greeks call'd all other Nations,) but had nothing in it of Barba- 


" rity. This Language has in a manner been refin'd and purified from the Gothick, ever ſince 
the time of Dante; which is above Four Hundred Years ago; and the French, who now caſt 


a longing Eye to their Country, are not leſs ambitious to poſſeſs their Elegance in Poetry 
and Mulick ; in both which they labour at Impoſlibilities. *Tis true indeed, they have 
reform'd their Tongue, and brought both their Proſe and Poetry to a Standard; the 
Sweetneſs, as well as the Purity is much improv'd, by throwing off the unneceſſary Con- 


ſonants, which made their Spelling tedious, and their Pronunciation harſh : But after all, 


as nothing can be improy'd beyond its own Species, or farther than its original Nature will 
allow; as an ill Voice, though never ſo throughly inſtructed in the Rules of Muſick, can ne- 
ver be brought to ſing harmoniouſly, nor many an honeſt Critick ever arrive to be a good 
Poetyg ſo neither can the natural Harſhneſs of the French, or their perpetual ill Accent, be 
ever refin'd into perfect Harmony like the Italian. The Engliſh has yet more natural Diſ- 
advantages than the French ; our original Teutonick conſiſting moſt in Monoſyllables, and 
thoſe incumbred with Conſonants, cannot 2 be freed from thoſe Inconveniences. 
The reſt of our Words, which are derived from the Latin chiefly, and the French, with 
ſome ſmall Sprinklings of Greek, Italian and Spaniſh, are ſome relief in Poetry, and help 
us to ſoften our uncouth Numbers; which, together with our Engliſh Genius, incompara- 
bly beyond the trifling of the French, in all the nobler Parts of Verſe, will juſtly give us 
the Preheminence. But, on the other hand, the Effeminacy of our Pronunciation, (a 
Defect common to us, and to the Danes,) and our Scarcity of Female Rhimes, have left 


the Advantage of Muſical Compelition for Songs, though not for Recitative, to our 


Neighbours. | | 

 Throvgh theſe Difficulties I have made a ſhift to ſtruggle, in my part of the perfor- 
mance of this Opera; which, as mean as it is, deſerves at leaſt a Pardon, becauſe it has 
attempted a Diſcovery beyond any former Undertaker of our Nation; only remember, 
chat if there be no North-Eaſt Paſſage to be found, the Fault is in Nature, and not in me. 
Or, as Ben. 7olnſon tells us in the Alchymiſt, when Projection had fail'd, and the Glaſſes 
were all broken, there was enough however in the Bottoms of them to cure the Itch; fo 
I may thus be poſitive, That if I have not ſucceeded, as I deſire, yet there is ſomewhat till 
remaining, to ſatisfie the Curioſity or Itch of Sight and Hearing. Yet I have no great reaſon to 
deſpair ; for I may without Vanity, own ſome Advantages, which are not common to every 
Writer; ſuch as are the knowledge of the Italian and French Language, and the being conver- 
ſant with ſome of their beſt Performances in this kind; which have furniſh'd me with ſuch 


_varicty of Meaſures, as have given the Compoſer Monſieur Grabut what occaſions he cou d. 


wiſh, to ſhew his extraordinary Talent, in diverſifying the Recitative, the Lyrical Part, 
and the Chorus : In all which, (not to attribute any thing to my own Opinion,) the beſt 
Judges, and thoſe too of the beſt Quality, who have honour'd his Rehearſals with their 
Preſence, have no leſs commended the Happineſs of his Genius than his Skill. And let me 
have the Liberty to add one thing; that he has ſo exactly expreſs'd my Senſe, in all Places, 
where I intended to move the Paſlions, that he ſeems to have enter'd into my Thoughts, and 
to have been the Poet as well as the Compoſer. This I ſay, not to flatter him, but to do him 
Right; becauſe amongſt ſome Englyh Muſicians, and their Scholars, (who are ſure to judge 
afrer them,) the imputation of being a French-man, is enough to make a Party, who mali- 
:10ufly endeavour to decry him, But the Knowledge of Latin and Italian Poets, 75 
4 | whic 
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which he poſſeſſes, beſides his Skill in Muſick, and his being acquainted with all the Perfor- 
mances of the French Opera's, adding to theſe the good Senſe to which he is born, having 
raiſed him to a degree above any Man, who ſhall pretend to be bis Rival on our Stage. 
When any of our Country-men excel him, 1 ſhall be glad, for the fake of old England, to 
be ſhewn my Errour ; in the mean time, let Vertue be commended, though in the Per jon 
of a stranger. be | 

If I thought it convenient, I cow'd here diſcover ſome Rules which I have given to my 
ſelf in Writing of an Opera in general; and of this Opera in particular: But I conſider, 
that the Effect would only be, to have my own performance meaſur'd by the Laws I gave; 
and conſequently to ſet np ſome little Judges, who not underſtanding throughly, wou'd be 
ſure to fall upon the Faults, and not to acknowledge any of the Beauties; (an hard meaſure 
which I have often found from falſe Criticks.) Here therefore, if they will Criticize, they 
ſhall do it our of their own Ford but let them be firſt aſſur'd, that their Ears are nice; for 
there is neither Writing nor Judging on this Subject, without that good quality. Tis no 

eaſie Matter in our Language to make Words ſo ſmooth, and Numbers io harmonious, that 
they ſhall almoſt ſet themſelves, and yet there are Rules for this in Nature: and as great a 
certainty of Quantity in our Syllables, as either in the Greek or Latin : But let Poets and 

udges underſtand thoſe firſt, and then let them begin to ſtudy Engliſh. When they have 
chaw'd a while upon theſe Preliminaries, it may be they will ſcarce adventure to tax me 
with want of Thought, and Elevation of Fancy in this Work; for they will ſoon be fatis- 
fied, That thoſe are not of the nature of this ſort of Writing: The neceſſity of double 
Rhimes, and* ordering of the Words and Numbers for the ſweetneſs of the Voice, are the 
main Hinges on which an Opera muſt move; and both of thele are without the compaſs of 
any Art to reach another to perform; unleſs Nature in the firſt place lras done her art, b 
enduing the Poet with that nicety of Hearing, That the Diſcord of Sounds in Words ſhall as 
much offend him, as a Seventh in Muſick would a good Compoſer. I have therefore no necd 
to make Excuſes for Meanneſs of Thought in many places: The Italians, with all the Ad- 
vantages of their Language, are continually forc'd upon it; or rather they affect it. The 
chief Secret is in the choice of Words; and by this Choice I do not here mean Elegancy of 
Expreſſion ; but Propriety of Sound, to be varied according to the Nature of the Subject. 
Perhaps a time may come, when I may treat of this more largely, out of ſome Obſerva- 
tions which I have made from Homer and Virgil, who amongſt all the Poets, only under- 

ſtood the Art of Numbers, and of that which was properly call'd Rithmus by the Ancients. 
Ihe ſame Reaſons which depreſs Thought in an Opera, have a ſtronger Effect upon the 
Words; eſpecially in our Language: For there is no maintaining the Purity of Engliſh in 
ſort. Meaſures, where the Rhime returns ſo quick, and is fo often Female, or double 
Rhime, which is not natural to our Tongue, becauſe it conſiſts too much of Monoſyllables, 
and thoſe too, moſt commonly clogg'd with Conſonants ; for which reaſon Jam often forc'd 
to Coin new Words, revive ſome that. are antiquated, and botch others; as if I had not 
{erv?d out my Time in Poetry, but was bound Prentice to ſome Doggrel Rhimer, who makes 
Songs to Tunes, and {ings them for a Livelihood. *Tis true, I have not been often put to 
this Drudgery ; but where I have, the Words will ſufficiently ſhew, that I was then a Slave 
to the Compoſition, Which J will never be again: "11s my part to Invent, and the Muſi- 
cian's to Humour that Invention. I may be counſelled, and will always follow my Friend's 
Advice, where I find it reaſonable ; but will never part with the Power of the Ailitia. 

I am now to acquaint my Reader with ſomewhat more particular concerning this Opera, 
after having begg'd his Pardon for ſo long a Preface to ſo ſhort a Work. It was originally 
intended only for a Prologue to a Play, of the Nature of the Tempeſt; which is a Tragedy 
mix'd with Opera, or a Drama written in blank Verſe, adorn d with Scenes, Machines, 
Songs, and Dances : So that the Fable of it is all ſpoken and acted by the beſt of the Co- 
medians; the other part of the Entertainment to be perform'd by the ſame Singers and 
Dancers, who are introduc'd in this preſent Opera. It cannot properly be called a Play, 
becauſe the Action of it is ſuppoſed to be conducted ſometimes by ſupernatural Means, or 
Magick ; nor an Opera, becauſe the Story of it is not ſung. But more of this at its proper 
time: But ſome intervening Accidents having hitherto deferr'd the performance of the 
main Deſign, I propos'd to the Actors, to turn the intended Prologue into an Entertain- 
ment by it ſelf, as you now ſee it, by adding two Acts more to what had already written. 
The Subject of it is wholly Allegorical ; and the Allegory it ſelf fo very obvious, that 
it will no ſooner be read than underſtood. Tis divided according to the plain and na- 
tural Method of every Action, into Three Parts. For even Aſ0:1e himſelf is contented 
to ſay ſimply, Fhar in all Actions there is a Beginning, a Middle, and an End ; after which 
Model, all the Spaniſh Plays are built. i Ek | 

The Deſcriptions of che Scenes, and other Decorations of the Stage, I had from Mr. 
Betterton, who has ſpar'd neither for Induſtry nor Coſt, to make this Entertainment per- 


fect, nor for Invention of the Ornaments to beautifie it. | | 
To conclude, Though the Enemies of the Compoſer are not few, and that there is a Party 
form'd againſt him, of his own Profeſſion, I hope, and am perſuaded, that this Preju- 
dice will turn in the end to his Advantage. For the greateſt part of an Audience is always 
unintereſsd, though ſeldom knowing; and if the Mulick be well compos'd, and well per- 
form'd, they who find themſelves pleas d, will be ſo wiſe as not to be impos'd upon, 
and fool'd out of their Satisfaction. The newneſs of the Undertaking is all the hazard: 
When Opera's were firſt ſet up in France, they were not follow'd over eagerly ; but they 
2ain'd daily upon their Hearers, till they grew to that height of Reputation, which they 
| iT NOW 
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now enjoy. The Engliſh, I confeſs, are not altogether ſo Muſical as the French,; and yet 
they have been pleas'd already with the 7 1 1 and ſome Pieces that follow'd, which 
were neither much better Written, nor ſo well compos'd as this. If it finds encour; n 
ment, I dare promiſe my ſelf to mend my Han, by making a more pleaſing Fable; In 
the mean time, every Loyal Engliſhman cannot but be ſatisfied with-the Moral of this 
which ſo plainly repreſents the double Reſtoration of his Sacred Majeſty, 


POSTSCRIPT. 


"HIS Treface being wholly Written before the Death of my late Royal Maſter (quem ſem er 
acerbum, ſemper honoratum, fc Dij voluiſtis, habebo,) 7 have now lately review d is 
as ſuppoſing I [hou'd find many Notions in it, that would require correction on cooler T boughts, 

After Four Months lying by me, I look'd on it as no longer mine, becauſe I had wholly forgotten "i 
but, I confeſs, with ſome ſatisfaction, and perhaps a little Vanity, that I found my ſelf entertain} 
by it; my own Judgment was new to me, and pleas'd me when I look'd on it as another May; 
T ſee no Opinion that I wou'd retrat or alter, unleſs it be, that poſſibly the Italians went not ſo far 
45 Spain, for the Invention of their Opera's. They might have it in their own Country ; and tht 
by gathering up the Shipwrecks of the Athenian and Roman Theatres ; which we know were adorn g 
with Scenes, Mick, Dances and Machines, eſjecially the Grecian, But of this the Learned 
Monſieur Voſſius, who has made our Nation his ſecond Country, is the beſt, and perhaps the only 
Judge now living: As for the Opera it ſelf, it was all compos'd, and was juſt ready to have bern 
perform' d, when he, in Honour of whom it was principally made, was taken from us. 

He had been pleas'd twice or thrice to command, that it ſhould be practis d before him, eſpecially 
the Firſt and Third Acts of it; and publickly declar d more than once, That the Compoſition and Chy- 
rus's were more Fuſt, and more Beautiful, than any he had heard in England. How nice an Ear he 
had in Muſick, is ſufficiently known; bis Praiſe therefore bas eſtabliſh'd the Reputation of it, above 
Cenſure, and made it in a manner Sacred, *Tis therefore bumbly and religiouſly dedicated to his 
Memory. : * 3 | 

It nicht reaſonably have been expected, that bis Death muſt have chang d the whole Fabrick of the 
Opera; or at leaſt a great part of it. But the Deſign of it originally was ſo happy, that it needed 
no alteration, properly ſo call d; for the Addition of Twenty or Thirty Lines in the Apotheoſis of Al. 
bion, has made it entirely of a Piece. This was the only way which cou' d have been indented, to 
ſave it from a Botch d Ending; and it fell luckly into my Imagination As if there were a kind of 
Fatality, even in the moſt trivial things concerning the Succeſſion , a Change was made, and not for 


the worſe, without the leaſt confuſion or Diſturbance : And thoſe very Cauſes which ſeem'd to threaten 
us with Troubles, conſpir d to produce our laſting Happineſs, | = 
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Names of the Pe RSO NS, Repreſented in the ſame 
Order as they appear firſt upon the STacE, 


Mercury. i 1 Nereids. 

Auguſta, London. Acacia, Innocence. 

Thameſis. 5 | Twamy. © - 

Democracy. Aſebia; Atheiſm, or Ungodlineſs. 

Zelota, Feign'd Zeal. 1 Proteus. 5 WI 

Archon. The General. Venus. 

Juno. Fame. : 
Iris. 1 A Chorus of Cities. | | 
Aibion, | A Chorus of Rivers. > NS 
Albanius. ” A Chorus of the People. 

Pluto. A Chorus of Furies. 

Ale&o. A Chorus of Nereids and Tritons, | 
Apollo. A Grand Chorus of Hero's, Loves and Graces. 
Neptune. 3 | | | 
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E Curtain riſes, and a new Urontiſpiece is ſeen, join'd to the great Py- 
laſters, which are on each ſide of the Stage: on the Flat of each Baſis is a 
Shield, adorn d with Gold: In the middle of the Shield on one ſide, are 
two Harts, a ſmall Scrowl of Gold over em, and an Imperial Crown over 
the Scrowl ; on the other, in the Shield are two Quivers full of Arrows 


Saltyre, WCs Upon each Baſis ſtands 4 Figure bioger than the Life ; one . repreſents 


Peace, with a Palm in owe, and an Olive- Brunch in the other hand; Pother Plenty, 


holding a Cornucopia, and reſting on a Pillar. Behind theſs Figures are large Columns 
of the Corinthian Order, adorn d with Fruit and Flowers : Over one of the Figures on 


the Trees is the Rings Cypher, over the other, the Queen's: Over the Capitals, on the 
Cornice, fits a Figure on each ſide ; one preſents Poetry, crowwd with Laurel, hold- 
ing 4 Scrowl in one Hand, the other with a Pen in it, and reſting on a Bool; the other, 
Painting, with a Pallat and Pencils, &c. On the Sweep of the Arch lies one of the 
Muſes, playing on 4 Baſe-Voyal; awother of the Muſes, on the other ſide, holding a 


Trumpet in one Hand, and the other on a Harp. Between theſe Figures, in the middle 


of the Smeep of the Arch, is a very large Pannel in a Frame of Gold; in this Pannel is 
painted on one fide a Woman repreſenting the City of London, leaning her Head on her 
Hand in a dejected poſture, ( ſhewing her Sorrow and Penitence for her Offences, ) the 
other Hand holds the Arms of the City, and a Mace lying under it : On the other ſide, 
is 4 Figure of the Thames, with his Legs ſhackPa, and leaning on an empty Urn: Be- 
hind theſe, are Two Imperial Figures; one repreſenting His preſent Majeſty ; and the 
other, the Queen : By the Ring ſtands Pallas, (or Wiſdom and Valoar, ) holding a 


Charter for the City, the Ring extending his Hand, as raiſing her drooping Head, and 
reſtoring her to her ancient Honour and Glory: Over the City are the envious devourin 


Harpies flying from the Face of Majeſty : By the Queen ſtand the Three Graces, hold- 


ing Garlands of Flowers, and at her Feet Cupids bound, with their Bows and Arrows 


broken, the Queen pointing with her Scepter to the River, and commanding the Graces 
to take off their Fetters. Over the King, in a Scrowl, is this Verſe of Virgil, 


Diſcite Juſtitiam, moniti, & non temnere Divos. 
Over the Queen, this of the ſame Author. 
Non ignara mali, miſeris ſuccurrere diſco. 
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from that Fi igure of his Preſent Majeſſy ( done by t 
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An Opera. 


Decorations of the Stage in the Firſt Act. 
T HE Curtain riſes, and there appears on either ſide of the Stage, next to the 


Frontiſpiece, a Statue on Hoyſe-back of Gold, on Pedeſtals of Marble, en- 

rich'd with Gola, aud bearing the Imperial Arms 0 Eng ad. One f theſe 

Statues is taken from that of the late Ring at Charing © Croks the other, 
2 Noble Are Mr. Gibbons) 

at Windſor. 

ye Scene, is a Street of Palaces, which lead to the Front of the Royal Exchange; 


the great Arch is open, and the view is continued through the open part of the Exchange, 


to the Arch on the other ſide, and thence to as much of 1 the Street on, as could as 
perly be taken. 

Mercury deſcends in a Chariot drawn by Ravens, - 
H comes to Auguſta, and Thameſis. They lie on C 3 at 4 diſtance from each 
other in dejected Poſtures; She attended by Cities, He by Rivers. 
On the ſide of Auguſta s Conch are Painted Towers falling, a Scarlet Gown, and 
Gold Chain, a Cap of maintenance thrown down, and a Sword in a Velvet Scabbard thruſt 
through it, the City Arms, a Mace with an old uſeleſs Charter, and all in _ Be- 
fore Thameſis are broken Reeds, e Seape, &c. with his Urn Rag. 


ACT. v. 


3 1 
Merc. Pw glorious Fabrick ! ſtand for ever, ſtand: 
Well Worthy Thou to entertain 
The God of Traffick, and of Gain, 
To draw the Concourſe of the Land, 
And Wealth of all the Main, 
But where the Shoals of Merchants meeting ? 
Welcome to their Friends repeating, 
Buſie Bargains deafer ſound ! 
'Tonguescontus'd-of every Nation??? 


Nothing here but Deſolation, 


Mournful ſilence reigns around- 
Aug. O Hermes! pity me! 
I was, while Heav'n did ſmile, 
The Queen of all this Iſle, 
Europe's Pride, 
And Albion's Bride; 
But gone my plighted Lord! ah, gone is He! 
O Hermes! pity me! 
Tham. And I the Noble Flood, whoſe Ny Tide 
Does on her Silver Margent ſmoothly - 
But Heav'n grew jealous of our happy tate: 


And bid revolving Fate, Our 
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Our Doom decree; | 5 
No more the King of Floods am T, 7 two Lines are ſang by Repriſes, betwixt 
No more the Queen of Albion, She! Auguſta and Thameſis. 

ni 1 

1 oi 1 . 80 ung by Au guſta and Thameſis together. 

Aug. Behold ! Tham. Behold ! 

Aug. My Turret's on the Ground 
That once my Temples crown'd ! | 

Tham. The Sedgy Honours of my Brow's diſpers'd! 

My Urn revers'd : | | 
| Merc. Riſe, riſe, Auguſta, riſe! 
And wipe thy weeping Eyes: 
Auguſta! for I call thee ſo; 
Tis lawful for the God's to know 
Thy future Name, 
And growing Fame. 
Riſe, riſe, Auguſta, riſe. 
Aug. O never, never will I riſe! 
Never will I ceaſe my mourning, 
Never wipe my weeping Eyes, 
Till my plighted Lord's returning, 
Never, never will J riſe ! OO, 
Merc. What brought thee, Wretch, to this Deſpair ? 
The Cauſe of thy Misfortune ſhow. 95 
Aug. It ſeems the Gods take little Care 
Of Humane Things below, e 
When even our Suffrings here they do not know! 
Merc, Not unknowing came I down, 
Diſloyal Town! 
Speak! didſt not Thou 
Forſake thy Faith, and break thy Nuptial Vow ? 

Aug. Ah ' tis too true! too true! 

But what cou'd I, unthinking City, do? 
Faction ſway'd me, 5 

Zeal allur'd me, 

Both aſſur'd me, 

Both betray'd me 

Merc. Suppoſe me ſent 
Thy Albion to reſtore, 

Canſt thou repent? - 
Aug. My Falſhood I deplore! 

Tham. Thou ſeeſt her mourn; and! 
With all my Waters, will her Tears ſupply. 
Merc. Then by ſome Loyal Deed regain 
Thy long loſt Reputation, 

To waſh away the Stain 
That blots a Noble Nation ; 
And free thy famous Town agam 
From Force of Uſurpation. 
Chorus We'll waſh away the ſtain 
of all. S That blots a Noble Nation; 
And free this famous Town again 
From Force of Uſurpation. 

Aug. Behold Democracy and Real appear; 
She that allur'd my Heart away, 

And He that after made a Prey. 

Merc, Reſiſt, and do not fear. 

Corus of all.] Reſiſt, and do nat fear. 


Dance of the F ollowers of Mercury. 


4 . 


Enter Democracy and Zeal attended by Archon. 
Democ. Nymph of the City, bring thy Treaſures, 

Bring me more to waſte in Pleaſures. 3 8 
Aug. Thou haſt exhauſted all my Store, and I can give no more. 
Teal. Thou Horny Flood, for Ta provide 8 

A new Supply; and ſwell thy Moony Tide, 

0 to Sa That 
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That on thy buxom Back the floating Gold may glide, 
Tham. Not all the Gold the Southern Sun produces, 
Or Treaſures of the fam'd Levant, 
Suffice for Pious Uſes, : 
To feed the ſacred hunger of a Saint! 
Democ. Woe to the Vanquiſh'd, woe 
Slave as thou art, Thy Wealth impart, 
And me thy Victor know ! 
Teal. And me thy Victor know; 
Reſiſtleſs Arms are in my hand, 
Thy Bars ſhall burſt at my Command, 
Thy Towry Head lie low. 
Woe to the Vanquiſh'd, woe! 
Aug. Were J not bound by Fate 
For ever, ever here, 
My Walls I would tranſlate 
Jo ſome more happy Sphere, 
Remov'd from ſervile fear. 
Tham. Remov'd from ſervile fear, 
Would I could diſappear 
And ſink below the Main; 
For Common-wealth's a Load, 
My old Imperial Flood 
Shall never, never bear again. 
A Common-wealth's a Load, | 
Our old Imperial Flood CThameſ and Auguſta together. 
Shall never, never, never bear again. | 
Diamoc. Pull down her Gates, Expoſe her bare; 
I mult enjoy the proud diſdainful Fair. 
Haſte, Archon, haſte 
T0 lay her Wwaſte! 5 
Zeal. Pll hold her faſt to be embrac'd! 
Diemoc. And ſhe ſhall ſee 
A Thoufand Tyrants are in thee, 
A Thouſand Thouſand more in me! = 
Archon to Aug ·] From the Caledonian Shore 
Hither am I come to ſave thee, ig 
Not to force, or to enſlave thee ! 
But thy Albion to reſtore: | 
Hark! the Peals the People ring. 
Peace, and Freedom, and a King. 
(lor. ] Hark! the Peals the People ring, 
Peace, and Freedom, and a King. 
Aug. Tham. To Arms, to Arms! 
Archon. I lead the way! 
Merc. Ceale your Alarms! 
And ſtay, brave Archon, tay ! 
Tis Doom'd by Fates Decree ! 
Tis Doom'd that Albion's Dwelling, 
All other Iſles excelling, 
By Peace ſhall Happy 2 
Archon. What then remains for me? wry 
Merc. Take my Caducens! Take this awful Wand, 
With this th'Infernal Ghoſts I can command. 
And ſtrike a Terror through the Stygian Land - 
Common-wealth will want Pretences, 
Sleep Will creep on all his Senſes; e N 
Zeal that lent him her Aſſiſtance [Archon torches Democracy with a Wands 
Stand amaz'd without Reſiſtance. 223 1 750 
Democ. I feel a lazy Slumber lays me down! 
2 2 3 him take the Crown ! | | WIT PINES 
appy let him Reign, Till T wake again, ls aſleep, 
Real. In vain I - In vain p | N fe 4 . 
I rouze my Powers ; 2 
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But I ſhall wake again; 
I ſhall to better Hours. 
Evꝰ'n in Slumber I will vex him; 
Still perplex him, 
Still incumber : 
Know you that have ador'd him, 
And Sovereign Power afford him, 
We'll reap the Gains of all your Pains 
And ſeem to have reſtor'd him. [Zeal falls afeep. 
Aag- and Thar A ſtupilying ſadneſs 
Leaves her without motion ; 
But Sleep will cure her Madneſs, 
And cool her to Devotion. 


A doable Pedeſtal riſes: Oz the Front of it is painted in Stone-Colour, two 17 omen; one 
holding a double-facd Vizor ; the other, a Book, repreſenting Hypocriſie and Pha. 
naticiſm. Whez Archon has charw'd Democracy and Leal with the Caduceus of 
Mercury, they fall aſleep on the Pedeſtal, and it ſinks with them. 


Merce þ Eaſe, Auguſta! Ceale thy Monin, 
_ Happy Days appear, 

God- like . Albion 1s returning 
Loyal Hearts to Chear |! 
Every Grace his Youth adorning, LES. > 
Glorious as the Star of Moraing, 
Or the Planet of the Year. | 

Chorus. God-like Albion is returning, &c. 

Merc. to Archon. ] Haſte away, Loyal Chief, haſte away. 
No delay, but obey: „ 
To receive thy lov'd Lord! haſt” away. Exit Archon; 
 Tham. Medway and Tjis, you that augment me, OR on 
Tides that encreaſe my Watry Store, 

ad you that arc Friends to Peace and Plenty, 
Send my Merry Boys all aſhore ; ; 
Sca-Men Skipping, 
Mariners Leaping, 
Shouting Tn 
Send my Merry Boys all aſhore! 


Dance of Vater-MMien in foe Ring's and Duke's Liveric 


The C bids divide, and Juno appears in 4 Machine drawn by Peacocks ; while 4 His. 
phony is playing, it moves gently forward, and as it deſcends, it opens and diſcovers 
the Tail of the Peacock, which is ſo large, that it almoſt fills the opening of the Stage 


between Scene and Gromes 


Merc" HE Clouds divide, what Wonders, 

What Wonders do I 1 

The Wits of Jove ! Tis She, © 

That Thunders more than Thundr ing He! 
Juno. No, Herme, No; | 

'Tis Peace above | 

As *tis below : 

For Jove has left his wandring Love: 8 

Ipham. Great Queen of gathering Clouds; "WE TIE 
Whoſe Moiſture fills our Floods ; . Pn 
ce, we fall before Thee, 

Proſtrate we adore Thee! 
Aug. Great Queen of N uptial Rites, 

Whoſe Pow'r the Souls units 

And fills the Genial Bed with chaſte Delights ; . 

Se, we fall before Thee, 

Proſtrate we adore Thee! 
Juno. *Tis ratify'd above by every God, 

And Jer has firm'd it with an awiul Nod; 


That 


” , \ bs % 
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That Albion ſhall his Love renew: i | 2 
But oh, ungrateful Fair, P 
Repeated Crimes beware, 

And to his Bed be true 


Iris appears on 4 very large Machine. 'This was really ſeen the 18th. March, 168 ” 
by Capt. Chriſtopher Gunman, oz Board his R. H. Jacht, then in Calais Pierre: 
He drew it as it then appear d, and gave a Draught of it to us. We haze only added 

the Cloud where the Perſon of Iris fits. 2 


e Iris, from Batavia, ſpeak the News! 
Has ſhe perform'd my dread Command, 
Returning Albion to his longing Land, 
Or dares the Nymph refuſe : ES 
Iris. Albion, by the Nymph attended, 
Was to Neptune recommended, 
Peace and Plenty ſpread the Sails: 
Venus in her Shell before him, 
From the Sands in Safety bore him, 3 
And ſupply*d Eteſian Gales. FS | LRetornella. 
Archon on the Shore commanding, 
Lowly met him at his Landizg, 
Crowds of People ſwarm'd around; 
Welcome, rang like Peals of Thunder; 
Welcome, rent the Skies aſunder; 
Welcome, Heav'n and Earth reſound. 
Juno. Why ſtay we then on Earth, 
When Mortals laugh and love? 
*Tis time to mount above 
And ſend Aſtræa down, 
The Ruler of his Birth, 
And Guardian of his Crown. 
Tis time to mount above, 
And ſend Aſtræa down, Fs TEES 
Mer. Jun. Iris. Tis time to mount above, ET . 
And fend Aſtræa down. 5 [Mer. Ju. and Iris cen. 
Aug-and Iham. The Royal Squadron marches, „„ 
Erect Triumphal Arches, 
For Albion and Albanius: 
Rejoice at their returning, 
The Paſſages adorning : 
The Royal Squadron marches, 
Erect Triumphal Arches 
For Albion and Albanius. 


Part of the Scene diſappears, and the Four Triumphal Arches erected at his Majeſty's 


Coronation are ſeen. 


Albion appears, Albanius by his Side, preceded by Archon, follow by a Train, &c. 
Full Ail, Royal Albion, Hail. // 0 WReT 7 2 Ines 
Chor. Aug. Hail Royal Aibion. Hail to thee, 
Thy longing Peoples Expectation: 
Iuham. Sent from the God's to ſet us free 
From Bondage and from Uſurpation ! 
Aug · To pardon and to pity me, 
And to forgive a guilty Nation! By 
Tham. Behold the differing Climes agree, 
Rejoicing in thy Reſtauration. | 


Entry. Repreſenting the Four Parts f the World, rejoicing at the Reſt auration 
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ACT. Il 


The Scene is 4 Poetical Hell, The Change is Total. The Upper Part of the Houſe 
as well as the Side Scenes. There is the Figure of Prometheus chain'd to 4 Rock 
the Vulture gnawing his Liver. Siſiphus romling the Stone, the Belides, &c. be. 
ond, abundance of Figures in various Torments. Then a great Arch of Fire. Be- 
hind this three Pyramids of Flames in perpetual Agitation. Beyond this, glowing 
Fire, which terminates the Proſpect, . TR: 


Pluto, the Furies; with Alecto, Democracy, and Zelota- 


Plut. I Nfernal 9 of the Night, 
I Debarr'd of Heav'n your Native Right, 
And from the glorious Fields of Light, 
Condemn'd in Shades to drag the Chain, 
And fill with Groans the gloomy Plain: 
Since Pleaſures here are none below, 
Be Ill our Good, our Joy be Woe; 
Our Work t'embroil the Worlds above, 
Diſturb their Union, diſunite their Love, 
And blaſt the Beauteous Frame of our Victorious Fe. 
Democ. & g- Oh thou for whom thoſe Worlds are made, 
lot. together. 5 Thou Sire of all things and their end, 
From hence they ſpring, and when they fade, 
In ſhuffled Heaps they hither tend; 
Here Humane Souls receive their Breath, 
And wait for Bodies after Deatn. TY 
Democ. Hear our Complaint, and grant our Pray'r- 
Pluto. Speak what you are, * 
And whence you fell * 
Democ. I am thy firſt begotten Care, 
Conceiv'd in Heav'n ; but born in Hell, TE 
When Thou didſt bravely undertake in fight '- + 
Yon Arbitrary Power, 7975 
That Rules by Sovereign Might, „ 
To ſet thy Heav'n- born Fellows free NE 10 
And leave no difference in Degree, 
In that Auſpicious Hou. 
Was I begot by Thee. I 
Zelot a. One Mother bore us at a Birth, - -- - 
Her Name was Zeal before ſhe fell; 
No fairer Nymph in Heav'n or Earth, 
Till Saintſhip taught her to Rebel: 
But loofing Fame, and changing Name, re 
She's now the Good Old Cauſe in Hell. Ae TH O77 
Pluto. Dear Pledges of a Flame not yet forgot. 
Say, What on Earth has been your Loot; 
Dem. and Tel. The Wealth of Albioz's Iſle was ours 
Auguſta ſtoop'd with all her ſtately TO. ] rrfr . 
Democ. Democracy kept Nobles under. ent e ee 
Tel. Zeal from the Pulpit roar'd like Thunder. ct e 
Democ. I trampled on the State. tes 1 b v1, 
Ielot. J Lorded d' er the Gown. reif SER 
Democ. and el. We both in Triumph fate e 
Uſurpers of the Crown. 3 Slg 
But oh prodigious Turn of Fate! of. 
Heav'n controuling, _ 
Sent us rowling, rowling, down. 0400 lo: 
Pluto. I wonder'd how of late our Acherontick Shore © 
Grew thin, and Hell unpeepl'd of her Stora 


Charon, for want of Uſe, forgot his aar,. 7 
The Souls of Bodies dead flew all ſublime, ' : - le sont. DL 
And hither none return'd to purgea Crime: 1 4 

| Bur 


Hell can have no admittance there: 
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But now I ſee ſince Albion is reſtor'd, 
' Death has no Bus'neſs, nor the vengeful Sword: 
'Tis too too much that here I lie 
From glorious Empire hurPd ; 3 
But Jove excluded from the Sky, . W 
B Albion from the World. 8 £122 
- Democ, Were Common-wealth reſtor'd 7 again, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have Millions of the ſlain 
a fill thy dark Abode. | 
Zel. For He a Race of Rebels ſends, | 1 93 
And Xeal the Path of Heav'n pretends; „ 
But ſtill miſtakes the Rode. 
Pluto. My lab'ring Thought 
At length hath wrought 
A bravely bold Deſign, 
In which you both {hall | join; | 
In borrow'd Shapes to Earth return: 5 
Thou Commonmealth, a Patriot ſeem, 17 
Thou Leal, like true Religion burn, 
To gain the giddy Crowd's Eſteem. 
Alecto, thou to fair Auguſta go, 
And all thy Snakes into her Boſom throw. 
Democ. Spare ſome to fling 
Where they may ſting _ 
The Breaſt of Albion”s King. 
Tel. Let Jealouſies fo well be mix'd, 
That great Albanius be unfix'd 
Pluto. Forbear your vain Attempts, forbear ; 3 


The Peoples Fear will ſerve as well, 

Make him ſuſpected, then rebel. 

Tl. Vue all forgot 

To forge a Plot 

In ſeeming Care of Albion J Life; ; 

Inſpire the Crowd 

With Clamours loud 

T'involve his Brother and his Wife. D 
Alecto. Take off a Thouſand Souls at thy Command, 

The baſeſt, blackelt of the Stygian Band: 

One that will ſwear to all they can invent, 

So throughly Damn'd that he can ne er repent: 

One often ſent to Earth, 

And {till at every Birth 

He took a deeper ſtain: . Tt 

One that in Adam's time was Caim - 

One that was burnt in Sodom's Flame, F 

For Crimes ev'n here too black to name: 456 1175 

One, who through every form of ill has run: 

One, who in Naboth's days, Wwas Beliul's Son: 

One, Who has gain'd a Body fit for Sin; 

Where all his Crimes bn ie candied N 

Of former Times HA! adi 17 80 „ 

Lie crowded in a Skin. 5 PPV» 

Pluto. Take him; — SU ae Þ 2am. ous 

Make him | 2 3 2 1 1 By L434 ER : 

What you pleaſe ; ) 

For he can be „ e ee | 

A Rogue with eaſe. ee A — 4 eo danth 

One for mighty Miſchief born: 3 05 0 ee en te 


He can Swear, and be Forſworn. ; ed e, 

Pluto and Aledo. | Take him, make him What EST * 8 SPENT * 

Take him, &. For he can be a Rogue: books e 3; we: e 5 
Plut, Let us laugh, let us laugh, let us la ugh at our 3 8000 | 202400 ah 


The Wretch that 18 damn'd has nothing toloſe. __ .. 4 e l bit 
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Ye Furies Tepee POL RS mo i ; 
With the Ghoſts in a Dance, Ge tet 

"Tis a Jubilee when the World is in Trouble. e 

When People rebe! ys nA N 4 l kr of a Devit 
We frolick in Hell ; nf 1G lbs by an Entry 7 


But When the King falls, the Pleaſure i 18 Joubla;: gelb Devils, ' 
Chorus. Let us laugh, let us laugh, let us tk at our Woes, 
The Wretch that is Dama d hath nothing to loſe. | 


The Scene changes to a Profpeet talen fromthe midale of rhe Thames; one ſide of it be- 
gins at York-Stairs, thence 20 Whitehall, aud the Mill-Bank, &c. The other 
from the Saw-Mill, "thence to the Biſhop's Palace, 4nd 0 an As far as can be feen 1 

* _ Day. IT 


Enter Aus: She has a Swake in her Bo, bene down 


Aug. O Jealouſie, ttb raging Ill, 
Why haſt thou found a Room in pvers Hearts, 1 
Afflicting what thou canſt not kill, : Fra 
And poiſoning Love himſelf, with Re own Dart, 5. 
I find my Acbbion's Heart is gone, 
My firſt Offences yet remain, 
Nor can Repentance Love regain; 
One writ in Sand, alas, in Marble one. 
I rave, I rave, my Spirits doll |, 
Like Flames increas'd, and mounting Shigh with pouring Oil; 
Diſdain and Love ſucceed by turn 
One freezes me, and t'other burns; it burns. 
Away ſoft Love, thou Foe to reſt, 
Give Hate the full Poſſeſſion of my Breaſt. 
Hate is the nobler Paſſion far Os — 
When Love is ill repay'd; 3 e e 
For at one blow it ends the War, | „„ 6 
And cures the Love- ſick Maid. 
Enter Democracy and en; one repreſents 4 1 th 
Democ, Let not thy generous Paſſion watts 1 its Rage, 
But once again reſtore our Golden Age; 1 
Still to weep and to complain, d . 
Does but more provoke Diſdain. „55% es 
Let Publick Good | 1 
Inflame thy Blood; 1 
With Crowds of warlike People thou! art lord, 
And heaps of Gold; 
Reject thy old, 
And to thy Bed receive anotlier Lord. 
Tel. Religion ſhall thy Bonds relcaſe,.. 
For Heav'n can looſe, as well as tie all; 
And when ' tis for the Nation's 21 
A King is but a King on Tryal; 
When Love is loſt, let Marciagecnd, - A 27 
And leave a Husband for a Friend. 5 5 ha 5 %% 
Democ. With Jealouſie ſwarming 
The People are Arming 7: ono is 
And irights of Oppreſſion invade them. £ J2j22ͤã ĩð́1¶/ + "9 
Zelot. If they fall to tin TD OI 
For fear of repentinſ, u | ER 
Religion ſhall help to perſuade? em. % eee n 009/47 een 
Aug. No more, 10 ot 8 uſe B AA ˙ ont 
To bend my Will; e e ISO ee BOLD 
How hard a Tak? tisto refuſe 's | 4 S 
A plealing, III 2. u : ; 1 Ga „ TT UT LD 
emo, Maintain ah hols; Negele v 9 OTE AED. LL 0 6 
A modeſt ſhow will jealous Bye deceive, is, V 
40 4 fear for hated HAlbion's Life, 9719 4 25 7410 er 4% bo 1 eee ? 15 5 
An or magnary Dangers * / 80 vg ed en 
| 2.1 1 1179 . 1 e FF 
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A bravely bold Deſign 


One that in Adam's time was Cain: 
One that was burnt in Sodom's Flame, 


One, who in Naboth's days, was Beliul's Son: 5 


11 


But now I 55 e Albion is reſtor'd, 
Death has no Bus'neſs, nor the vengeful Sword. 
Tis too too much that here I lie 
From glorious Empire hur'd; 
But Jove excluded from the Sky, 
By Albion from the World. 
Democ. Were Common-wealth reſtor dagain, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have Millions of the ſlain 
ro fill thy dark Abode. 8 
Tel. For He a Race of Rebels ſends, by I ol 
And Zeal the Path of Heav'n pretends ; - 7 5 
But ſtill miſtakes the Rode. TY Kay 
Pluto. My lab'ring Thought 
At length hath wrought 


In which you both 1. Fall Join; 
In borrow'd Shapes to Earth return: . 
Thou Commonwealth, a Patriot ſeem, 7 

Thou al, like true Religion burn, 


To gain the giddy Crowd's Eſteem. 


Alecto, thou to falr Auguſta go, 


And all thy Snakes into her Boſom throw, 


Democ. Spare ſome to fling 
Where they may ſting 
The Breaff of Albion King. 
Tel. Let Jealouſies ſo well be mix d, 
That great Albanius be unfix dd 
Pluto. Forbear your vain Attempts, forbear ; 3 
Hell can have no admittance there: 
The Peoples Fear will ſerve as well, 
Make him ſuſpected, then rebel. 
el. Vve all forgot 


To forge a Plot 
In ſeeming Care of Albion's Life; 


Inſpire the Crowd 

With Clamours loud 

T'involve his Brother and his Wife. | 
Alecto. Take off a Thouſand Souls at thy Command, 

The baſeſt, blackeſt of the Stygian Band: 

One that will ſwear to all they can invent, 

So throughly Damn'd that he can n&er repent: 


One often ſent to Earth, 


And {till at every Birth 
He took a deeper ſtain: 


9 4 +a 4 


For Crimes ev'n here too black to name: 56 VV ? 
One, who through every form of ill has run: er Ir aaa. 


One, who has gain'd a Body fit for Sin; 3 
Where all his Crimes 
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Of former Times 11 Ps | : 
Lie crowded in a Skin. e 5 
Pluto. Take him; | LA a a oY 
Make him JJV 
What you pleaſe; LT _ 
For he can be 5 
A Rogue with eaſe. 
One for mighty Miſchief born: r 
He can Swear, and be Forſworn. Toe Wawa ont 1 
Pluto and Alecto. Take 5 make him what you ws 5 1 bf rack 
Take him, &«. { For he can be a Rogue with eaſe. ; Tos —— 
Plat. Let us laugh, let us laugh, er us aughatour Wo, bait za 
The Wretch that } 5 damn'd has nothing to loſd. r 
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Ye Fu Avance i obs T9 1 8080 ren oe” 
With the Ghoſts 1n a Dance, 5 | Wins 

Vis a Jubilee when the World is in Trouble. An, 
When People rebel | ; 7 53-4 dl E. Ey 10 of « Devi / 

We frolick in Hell; "orc oy follw 4% in Entry f 
But when the King falls, the Pleaſure i is double: S twelve Devils. 


Chorus. Let us laugh, let us laugh, let us 80 at 0 our Woes, 
The Wretch that is Damn'd hath nothing to loſe. 


The Scene changes to à 1 talen from the midale of the Thames; one ſide of it be. 
gins at York-Stairs, thence 70 Whitehall, and the Mill-Bank, &c. The other 
from the Sa W. Mill, "thence to the Dithop” 8 Palace, and on 45 a fir as can be 85 tt 
a clear Day. n+ 


Enter Ava; She has a Swake in her Bum hanging down 


Aug. O ae u raging Ul, 8 
Why haſt thou found a Room in Lovers Hearts, q 
aMiting what thou canſt not kill, ” 
And poiſoning Love himſelf, with his own Parrs? x 
I find my Albiors Heart is gone, 
My firſt Offences yet remain, 
Nor can Repentance Love regain; _ 
One writ in Sand, alas, in Marble one. 
I rave, I rave, my Spirits boil 
Like Flames increds'd, and mounting S tugh with pouring Oil; 
Diidain and Love ſucceed e 
One freezes me, and t'other burns; it burns. 
Away ſoft Love, thou Foe to reſt, 
Give Hate the full Poſſeſſion of my Breaſt. 
Hate is the nobler Paſſion far 
When Love is ill repay'd; i 
For at one blow it ends the War, . R | 
And cures the Love-fick Maid, 5 
Enter Democracy and Zelota; one re preſents 4 Patriot, the 
Democ. Let not thy generous Paſſion Waſte its Rage, 
But once again reſtore our Golden Age; 
Still to weep and to complain, EY 
Does but more 8 Diſdain. WI 
Let Publick Good 
Inflame thy Blood; | 
With Crowds of war like People thou art ford, | 
And heaps of Gold ; _ 
Reject thy old, 
And to thy Bed receive another Lord. : 
Tel. Religion ſhall thy Bonds releaſe,, _ ct 
For Heav'n can looſe, as well as tie all! 
And when ' tis for the Nation's EY. 
A King is but a King on Tryal; 
When Love is loſt, let Marriage end, 
And leave a Husband for a Friend. 
Democ. Wich Jealouſie ſwarming „„ 
The People are Arming EL ont) 
And irights of Oppreſſion invade them. 1 . 
Telot. If they fall to ee WET 3 00 
For fear of repeating, - wag AIR RENE | 
Religion ſhall help to perſuade em. lee FR 
Aug. No more, no more Temptations uſe c 
To bend my Will; | „ e ONT 25.11 755 
How hard a Task tis to refuſe 8 5 EFFECT 
A pleaſing Ill? e ED 59833 1 724 721 
Democ, Maintain the ſeeming Duyofh Wi gil * WET 


other Reli gion. 


A modeſt ſhow will jealous Eyes deceive, „5 
Affect a fear for hated Albior's Life, 1 4 $9519 10 F 
And for W Dangers grieve. SI „„ gt 


* 


| Befeaves him of his Royal Pow'r, 
Fot Heav*n to mourn and Hell to ſmile. 


"Zebr, His Foes retreat and get, 
His Friends by Publick Fame ſu; petted, 
Albanius muſt forſake his Iſle : 

A Plot contriv'd in happy hour 


1 


The former Scene continues. 


Enter Albion and Albanius with 4 Tran. 


Then Zeal and Common- wealth infeſt 
My Land again; 

The fumes of madneſs that poſſeſt 

The Peoples giddy Brain, 


Once more diſturb the Nation” s reſt, "Mp 


And dye Rebellion in a oy Stain. 


Will they at length 1 the ſleeping Sword, 


And force revenge from their offended Lord? 75 
How long, ve Gods, how long 

Can Royal Patience bear 

Th'Inſults and Wrong 


Of mad Men's jealouſies, and cauſleſs fear! ? 


| 3 . 
1 thought their Love by afldoeſs might be gain'c 'd, 
By Peace I was Reſtor'd, in Peace i Reigind: _ 


But Tumults, Seditions, 
And haughty Petitions, 
Are all the effects of a merciful Nature ; "A 


Forgiving and granting, 


F*er Mortals are wantin 
But leads to Rebelling againſt their Creator. 


Mercury end. 


Mere: With pity Jove beholds thy State, af 
But Jove! is circumſcrib'd by Fate; 


Tir o' erwhelming Tide rowls on fo faſt, 


It gains upon this Iſlands waſt: 


And 1 is oppos'd too late! too late! 
Albion. What then muſt helpleſs Albion do:! ? 
Merc. Delude the Fury of the Foe, 

And to preſerve Ae let him go; 

For 'tis decreed, 

Thy Land mult bleed. 


For Crimes not thine, by wrathful Neve; 4 
A Sacred Flood 


- 


Of Royal Blood, 


Crics Vengeance, Vengrange loud 1 


Mercury aſcends. 
tins Shall I, t' aſſwage 


Their Brutal Rage, 


The Regal Stem deſtroy; 
Or mult I loſe, 

( To pleaſe my Foes, ) 
My ſole remaining Joy ? 
Ye Gods what worſe, 


What greater Curſe, ce gat fe obs 


Can all your Wrath employ ? 


Alban. Oh Albion ! hear the Gods and m me | * 
Well, am I loſt in favint Thee. * 


Not Exile or Danger can fright a brave spirit 


With Innocence guarded, u et d 


— 


ALBION and A 
With Vertue rewarded ; 
I make of my ſufferings a Merit. ih 

Albion. Since then the Gods, and Thou wilt have it ſo; _ 
Go: (can I live once more to bid Thee?) go, 8 
Where thy Misfortunes call Thee and thy Fate: 

Go, -uileleſs Victim of a guilty State, 18 8 Hg 
In War my Champion to defend, 

In peaceful Hours, when Souls unbend, 

My Brother, and what's more my Friend ! 
Born where the Foamy Billows raor, | 

On Seas leſs dang'rous than the Shore: 

Go, where the Gods thy Refuge have aſſign'd: 
Go from my ſight ; but never from my Mind. 

Alban. Whatever Hqſpitable Ground 
Shall be for me, unhappy Exile, found, 

Till Heav'n vouchſafe to ſmile ; 

What Land fo e'er, 1 8 , 

Though none fo dear, | 

As this ungrateful Iſle ; _ . 

O think! O think! no diſtance can remove 

My vow'd Allegiance, and my loyal Love. : 
Albion and Alban. The Roſie finger'd Morn appears, 

And from her Mantle ſhakes her Tears, 

In promiſe of a glorious Day; 

The Sun, returning, Mortals chears, 

And drives the riſing Miſts away, 


= . * 
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5 


In promiſe of a glorious Day. CRitornelu. 


The farther part of the Heaven opens and diſcovers a Machine 


Reins in his Hand. As they fall lower, the Horſes appear with t 
Glory about Apollo. = - Me 


Apollo. All Hail ye Royal Pair! 

The Gods peculiar Care: 

Fear not the Malice of your Foes; 
JJ. LE 
And combining, - 

Time and Truth ſhall once expoſe: 

Fear not the Malice of your Foes. 

2. 


Rays and 4 great 


My ſacred Oracles aſſure, 

The Tempeſt ſhall not long indure; 

But when the Nations Crimes are purg'd away, 

The ſhall $24 both in Glory ſhine; 3 5 4.500: 

ropitious both, and both Divine: _ Apollo goes forward out of ſbt. 
In Luſtre equal to the God of Day. ; 8 eee | of feh 


Neptune riſes out of the Water, and à Train of Rivers, - Tritons, and Sea- 
Tg EIS, Nymphs attend him. 5 


Thames. Old Father Ocean calls my Tyde: 
Come away, come away; | 
The Barks upon the Billows rid 
The Maſter will not ſtay - b 
The merry Boſon from his ſide, LD WTR oo ntfs ef 
His Whiſtle takes to check and chide ee en 
The lingring Lads delay, AA Saw TOC 
And all the Crew aloud has cry'd, 
Come awayguepme ang: ? inn dgnians 


See the God of Seas attends I 9944 
Nymphs Divine, a Beauteous Fra? 3 0 off 


All the calmer Gales befriend Thees 2 
Vol. II. Fes WC ED ch 


the Clouds which are before it divide, and ſhew the Perſon of Apollo, hols . 7 - g 
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"7 XDBTON and K LELEIVES 


* 2 — — -- 


In thy 8 e i Main : 1 

- roy Maid her Locks is 1 
ee Triton's Horn is winding, 
Welcome to the watry Plain. 


Chacon · 
Two Nymphs and Triton þ fi 2 


V E Nymphs, the Charge is Royal, 
Which you muſt convey ; 
Your Hearts and Hands employ all, 
Haſten to obey; | - 
When Earth is grown iſloyal, | 
Shew there's Honour 1n the Sea. 0 
| The Chacon continues. 
The Chorus of Nymphs and Tritons repeat the ſame V WY 
The Chacon continues. 
Two Nymphs and Tritons. 


Sports and Pleaſures ſhall attend you. 
Through all the watry Plains, 
Where Neptune Reigns: 
Venus ; ready to defend you, 
And her Nymphs to caſe your Pains. 
No Storm ſhall offend you, 
Paſſing the Main; 
Nor Blow threat in vain, 
So Sacred a Train, 
Tin tlie Gods that defend you, 
Reſtofs you again. | 


5 The Cbacon continues. 
The chen, repeat the te ſame Verſes, Sports and Pleaſure, & 
The Chacon continues. 
The two 8 and Triton Sig. 


See at your bleſt returning Ro | 8 
Rage diſappears; | 
The Widow'd Ille in Mourning 
Dries up her Tears, 
w ith Flowers the Meads ador ning 
Pleaſure appears, 
And Love diſpels the Nations cankleſ Fears. 
f The Chacon continues. 
N 5 T. he Chorus of Nymphs * Triton repeat the Joe dra See at your bel re- 
5 turning, Oe. | 


 - The Chacon continues. th 
Then th C Chorus repeat, See the God of Seas, Cc. And this C hut concludes the Ad. 


£ x KS. Sek: \ e « 4 Wy % a4 "NS. * 
1 : a — 2 


The N is a View of Dover, taken from the Sea: A row of Cliffs fill ap euch fide o the 
Stage, and the Sea the middle of or which runs into __ 18 ple th 2 
the Town of Dover: On each ſide of the Town is ſeen a very high Hill; on one of which 
is the Caſtle of Dover; on the other, the great Stowe which they rall the 1 Devils drop- 
Behind the Town ſeveral Hills are ſeen at a great diſtance, which finiſh the * iow. 8 


Enter Albion bare-headed : Acacia, or Innocence, with hin, 
Albion, Ba ye Powers! from whom I own | 


* e * o ; ; 
_— + ie "a ets. 
1 D n 


. ͤ —--᷑ür 2 
* 
; 
* 


- Re. 


A Birth immortal, and a Throne: 
See a Sacred King uncrown'd, 
See your Off- pe ing, Albion, bound: 


— 
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4 o 


The eis) you gave with laviſh hand, 
Are all beſtow'd in vain: 

Extended Empire on the Land, 
Unbounded o'er the Main. | r 
Acacia. Empire o'er the Land and Main, „„ RN 

Heavꝰn that gave can take again; 2 | 3 
But a mind that's truly brave, 
Stands deſpiſing, 
Storms ariſing, 
And can neer be made a glave. 
Albion. Unhelp'd I am, who pity'd the Aiſtreſs dd, 
And none oppreſſing, am by all oppreſs d;, 
Betray'd, forſaken, and of hope bereft: 
Acacia. Yet {till the Gods and Innocence are left, 
Albion. Ah! what canſt thou avail 
Againſt Rebellion arm'd with Zeal, 
And fac'd with Publick Good: 2 
O Monarchs ſee 
Your Fate in me / 
To rule by Love, 
Io ſhed no Blood, 
May be extoll'd above; 8 
But here below, 
Let Princes know | EE 
'Tis fatal to be good. . 
Chorus of both. To rule by Love, Cc. 
Acacia. Your Father Neptune from the Seas, 
Has Nereids and blue Tritons ſent, 
To charm your Diſcontent. 


N ereids riſe out of the Sea aud l fng, Tri ritons 6 Dane 25 8 0 


Rom the low Palace of old Father Ocean, 
Come we in pity your Cares to deplore : 7 
Sea-racing Dolphins are train'd for our Motion, | * 
Moony 1 ydes ſwelling to rowl us Ow 


Ev'ry N ymph of tlie Flood, her Treſſes 8 
Throws off her Armlet of Pearl in the Main; 

Neptune in anguiſh his Charge unattending, 

Veſſels are foundring, and Vows are in vain. 


Enter Tyranny Democracy, repreſented by Men, attended 
: Aſebia, Zelota, amen. * 


The ran. - Us, ha, *tis what ſo log I wiſh and vow, 15 my 
Our Plots and Deluſions, 2 
Have wrought ſuch Confuſions, 
That the Monarch's a Slave to the IPO 

Democ. A Deſign we fomented, 

Hran. By Hell it was new! 

Democ. A falſe Plot invented, 

Tyran. To cover a true. 

= Firſt with promis'd Faith we FF 

1yran. Then Jealouſies and Fears we fed,” 

Aſebia. We never valu'd right and e 3 
But as they ſerv'd our Cauſe; . 

Zelot. Our Buſineſs was to  pleaſethe'T Wat 3 BN 
And court, their wild applauſe: 3 

Aſebia. For this we brib'd the et Tongue, . 
And then deſtroy'd the Law. „ 

Chorus. For this, &c. 5 

Tyran. To make him ſafe, we made his "ED our prey Dh, 

Democ, To make him great, we ſcorn'd his Royal Sway, 

Tyra, And to confirm his Crown, we oO his Heir n 
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We kept him poor : 


We merrily Drink and Sing, 


Without Defence 


To * the World, and light the Skies: | 


at : = 
1 — _ — = , 
l T * T=3 "_- ” = 


Democ. T'encreaſe his Store, 


Hias. And when to Wants we had betray'd bim, 
To keep him low, 
Pronounc'd a Foe, 
Who e'er preſum'd to aid him. 
Aſebia. But you forget the nobleſt part, 
And Maſter- piece of all your Art, 
You told him he was ſick at Heart. 
Zelot. And when you could not work belief 
In Albion of the imagin'd Grief; | 
Your perjur'd Vouchers in a breath, 
Made Oath that he was ſick to Death; 
And then tive hundred Quacks of Skill 
Reſolv'd *twas fit he ſhould be ill. | 
Aſebia. Now heigh for a Common-wealtn _; 


"Tis to the Nation's Health, | 

For every Man's a King. | 
Zelot, Then let the Mask begin, 

The Saints advance, 

To fill the Dance, 

And the property Boys comes in. 


The Boys in N. bite begin 4 Fantaftick Dance 


Cin 101 the Saints aſcend the Throne. 

Democe Saints have Wives, and Wives have Preachers, 
Gifted Men, and able Teachers; 
Theſe to get, and thoſe to own; 

Chorus. Let the Saints aſcend. the Throne. 


Aſebia. F. eedom is a bait alluring; 3 
Them betraying, us ſecuring, 
While to Sovereign Pow'r we ſoar. 
Zelota. Old Dufons new repeated, 
Shews them born but to be cheated, 
As their Fathers were before. 


Six Seftaries be gin 4 formal affected Dante the two grave? who er the other F 15 
dram em into the Plot : T. ey pull out ad deliver Fn to 1 e th ira 9 


Democ. See Friendleſs Albion there alone, 


But Innocence ; | 
Albanius now is gone 
Tyran- Say then, What muſt be done ? 
Democ. The Gods have put him in our Hand. 
Telota. He muſt be ſlain 
Hiran. But who ſhall then Command! B 
Democ. The People: for the Right returns to thoſe, | 
Who did the Trutt impofe- 
Tyran. Tis fit another Sun ſhou'd riſe, 


Democ. But when the Sun, 
His Race has run, 

And neither chears the World, nor lights the Sie; 
Tis fit a Common- wealth of Stars ſhowd riſe, 

Afevia- Each noble Vice, d 
Shall bear a Price, OR EY ONS 
And Vertue ſhall a Drug become: 8 407 | 
An empty Name, e 
Was all her Fame, 3 
But now ſhe bel be deb, 3 


4 0 he 5 4 g 5 
* . ” "I. - 4 a ah = IR | : 4 
» " 2 : * 14 1 
by ( 4 Re) 4 £ 1 . # < : " . z l 5 
af ” q * 5 C if 


. — — 
Tals. T o open Ve — * — a 
A Name fo broad we'll n&er connive at. 
Saints love Vice, but more refin'dly, 
Keep her cloſe, and uſe her kindly. 
Tyran. Fall on- 
Bang Fall on: Fer Albion's Death we'll try, 
If one many ſhall his room ſupply. + 


Fad 


The white Boys dance about the Saints : The Saints draw out the Aﬀſaciation, and offer it 
to them : They refuſe i it and quarrel about it: Then the white Boys and Saints fall into 
4 confus Dance, imitating fighting. The white Boys at the end «tas the er * 
driven out by the Sectaries with Proteſtant. Flails. 


Albion. See the Gods my Cauſe defending, 
When all humane help was palt! | 

Acacia, Factions mutually contending, 
By each other fall at laſt. 

Albion. But is not yonder Proteus Cave, 
Below that Steep, | FEY, 
Which riſing Billows brave? 

Acacia It is: and in it lies the God aſleep: 

And ſnorting by, 
We may deſc 
The Monſters of the Deep. N 

Albion. He knows the paſt, 
And can reſolve the future too. 

Acacia. Tis true! 

But hold him faſt, 
For he can change his Hew. 


« 2 


21 


The c ave of Proteus riſes out of the Seb, ? 1 ab TH of Dont dialer f Roth-work, 3 
adorn d with Mother of Pearl, Coral, and abundance of Shells of various kinds : 


Through the Arches is ſeen the Fea, and parts of Dover Peer: In the middle of the 


Cave is Proteus afleep on 4 Rock adorw'd with Shells, &c. like the Cave. Albion a2 


Acacia ſeize on him; and while a Symphony is playing, he ſinks as they are bringing 


him forward, aud charges himſelf into a Lyon, a Crocodile, a Dragon, and _ to his 


own s Pope J He comes 1 the Front Ci rhe S 94 axd Songs. | 
e Symphony. ee e e e 


Pn Albin lov'd of Gods and Men, 
Prince of Peace too mildly Reigning- 
Ceaſe thy Sorrow and complaining ; 
Thou ſhalt be reſtor'd agen: „ 
Albion, lov'd of God's and Men. SES. 
2. 
Still thou art the Care of Heay? n, 
In thy Youth to Exile drivio: {© | 
Heav n thy ruin then prevented, %%% L963 Hh 16+0 
Till the guilty Land repented: 
In thy Age, when none could aid Thee, 
Foes des 
To the brink of Danger driv*n, BR Is i 
Still thou art the Care of Heav'n- Tf! EEE 
Albion. To whom ſhall I my befervantks owe ? 0 
Proteus. Ask me no more! for tis by Neptune* 8 N 


56 e th 5 Proteus deſcends. | 4 Te = e * res 
* N * . Th 2. 34 1 N % he | 55 + &- Ad IIS . 
aud, Zelota return with their Eau. bis 


e 


1 . 3 is * 25 8 


Den Our ſeeming Friends, Who join'd alone, wy | wh | P 
To pull down one, and build another Throne, Eee ee e INEDY: 
Are all 1 and on: „ | „ ( 


p ** 


ir'd, and Friends betray'd Thee; SHO ee RA gh 
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Wich all the Loves and Graces, 1 in her Train. 


B 9" 9A "I, 
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"How A tis A us 2 "Albion mu be Sin: r de ae eee 
Say, whom ſhall Weemmoy ja. Ber 
The Tyrant to deſtroy ? ee Vu nh 0 
Democ. That Archer is by Fate ag, e lf t een eee 
With one Eye clear, and t other blind. ws Ut 
Relota. He ſeems inſpird to %, ates 4 wht 
Ones. Shoot Holy Cyclop, ſhoot. 45-144 2 erp 


The one Eyd aged advances, the = folow: 3 # Fire wifes dae them and Al. 
Dien. Gb L Nercrnel 


Democ. Lo! Heavy? n fad Earth bens 
To blaſt our bold Deſign. | 5 
Whar Miracles arg ſhown ? £2 78." 
Nature's alarm'd, | | 5 ; 


Aud Fires are arm'd, 


To guard che Sacred Throne. 8 n 
Telota. What help, when jarring Elements conſpire - - 
Top puniſh our audacious Crimes? = 
Recent betimes, | 7 
Jo ſhun th' avenging Fire, CP e 
Chorus. To ſhun the avenging Fire. 1 ee , chu. 


As the are going back, a Fire ariſes from behind : T 7 al ſk ele. 


Albion. Let our tuneful Accents upwards move, 

Till they reach the vaulted Arch of thoſe above; : 

Let us adore *em ; 

Let us tall before em: 
Acacia. Kings they made, and Kings they love. 

When they protect a rightfiſl Monarch's Reign, 

The Gods in Heav'n, the Gods ou Earth Watz. 
Bash. W heli they protect, &&. N 
Alion. But ſee what Glories-gild the Main. oy | GS Nee 
Aeacie. Bright Venus brings Albanius. back MAR i io © ad ne nerd 


4 Machiae riſes o. out of fg Ses It open Wag diſcovers Venus and Aibanitis fe tine in 4 


ereat Scallop-ſhell, richly adorn'd : Venus i attended by the Loves and Graces, Al- 
banius by Heroes : The Shell is drawn by Dolphins : It moves forward, while 4 
 Sympiony 7 Fluts-Doux, &c. is 0 gh 10 1 N Gd on Fe 1 gh and then i 
8 and ſinls. e 


: Venus Sings. e e eee ar: 
Albion, Hail; The Gods preſent Thee, þ eo bas tle ht: achd. 
All the richeſt of theic Treaſures, | 
Peace and Pleaſures, 

To enten | e e MEL cone? 

Dancing their eternal Meaſures: [Graces and Loves Dance au Entry- 
Venus. But above all humane Hoing?üũü 41 
Take a Warlike Loyal Nr,, rn nh tu eos A 
Never Prince had ſuch another: „ 
Conduct, Courage, Truth expreſſing, * 1 ay" 
All Heroick Worth poſſeſſing. clue: Heroes Daxee i bel, 

Chorus of all, But above all, Oey ” 2 5  ERiter: 


Whillt a Symphony i is playing ; a very lage, e, "O 88 Machine deſcends; The 


fieare of it Oval, all the Clouds ſoining with Gold, abundance of Angels and Cherubins 


hing about em, and plajing in em; in them it fits 10 ona T brog 
Gold: He comes from the Machine to As tf TY . y ne 


Pheb. From Joe 8 Imperial Court, M ; 4 9 IHE. 20.6 75 Ht bt 21 
Where all the God's reſort; N 5 1 1 7 8 5 H= 
In awful Council met, HUG enoroluah & Hae 1 15 ral 


I 1 155 ehe 


ALBION ad ALBANIUS, 335 


Surpriſing News J bear: 
Albion the Great, 
Muſt change his Seat, 
For He's adopted there- 
Venus. What Stars above ſhall we diſplace ? 
Where ſhall he fill a Room Divine ? 
Neptune. Deſcended from the Sea God's Race, 
Let him by my Orion ſhine. 
Phæb. No, not by that Tempeſtuous Sign: 
| Betwixt the Balance and the Maid, 
The juſt, OE. 
Auguſt, 1 
And peaceful Shade, 
Shall ſhine in Heav'n with Beams diſplay'd, 
While great Albanius is on Earth obey'd: 
Venus. Albanius Lord of Land and Main, 
Shall with fraternal Vertues Reign; 
And add his own, 9 
To fill the Throne; . 
Ador'd and fear'd, and lov'd no leſs: 
In War Victorious, mild in Peace, 
The Joy of Men, and Jove's increſe. 
Acacia. O Thou | who mount'ſt th? Ethereal Throne, 
Be kind and happy to thy ownz | 
Now Albion is come, 
The People of the Sky, 
Run gazing and cry, 
Make Room, make Room, 
Make Room for our New Deity. 


Here Albion mounts the Machine, which moves upward flowly, 
| A full Chorus of all that Acacia ſung. 


The Scene changes to a walk of very high Trees: At the end of the Walk is 4 view of that 
part of Windſor which faces Eaton: In the midſt of it is a row of ſmall Trees, 

which lead to the Caſt le-Hill : In the firſt Scene, part of the Town and part of the 
Hill: In the next the Terrace Walk, the King's Lodgings, and the upper part of St. 
8 Chappel, then the Keep; and laſtly, that part of the Caſtle beyond the 

eps 9 5 

In the Air is 4 Viſion of the Honours of the Garter; the Kpights in Proceſſion, and te 
Ring under a Canopy : Beyond this, the upper end of St. George's Hall. 

Fame riſes out of the midale of the Stage, ſtanding on a Globe; on which is the Arms 
of England : The Globe reſts on a Pedeſtal : On the Front of the Pedeſtal is drawn a 

Man with along, lean, pale Face, with Fiends Wings, and Snakes twiſted round his 
Body : He is incompaſs'd by ſeveral Phanatical Rebellious Heads, who ſuck Poiſon 
from him, which runs out of a Tap in his Side. 


Venus. Behold what Triumphs are prepar'd to grace 
Thy glorious Race, 
Where Love and Honour claim an equal place; 
Already they are fix d by Fate, l 
And only ripening Ages wait. 


Fame. Renown, aſſume thy Trumpet ! 
From Pole to Pole reſounding: 
Great Allions Name; 
Great Albion's Name ſhall be 
The Theme of Fame, ſhall be great Albion Name, 
Great Albion's Name, Great Albion s Name. 
Record the Garters Glory: 
A Badge for Heroes, =p tor Kings to bear: 
For Kings to bear ! 
And ſwell th* Immortal Story, | 3 
Vol. II. U u js With 


316 ALBION and ALBANIUS © 


With Songs of Gods, and fit for Gods to hear; 
And ſwell th? Immortal Story, 

With Songs of Gods, and fit for Gods to hear ; 
For Gods to hear. . 


A full Chorus of all the Voices and Inſtruments : Trumpets and Hoit-Buoys make Ri. 
tornelloes of all Fame ſings ; and Twenty four Dancers are all the time in a Chory, © 
and Dance to the end of the Opera. | , 


Amen 3 
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OLOGUE 
To the OPERA. 


By Mr. Dryden. 


PE ULL twenty Tears and more, our lab ring Stage The Wiſe Italians firſt invented Shom; 


— — ä 2 
— — - , . 


9 


Has loft, on this Incorrigable Age: Thence, into France the Noble Pageant paſt ; 

Our Poets, the John Ketches of the Nation, In England's Credit to be Cozen'd laſt. 
Have ſeem'd ts Laſh ye, ev'u to Excoriation : Freedom and Zeal have chous'd you o'er and ver; fy 
But ſtill no lan remains ; which plainly notes, Pray give us leave to Bubble you once more; 
Tou bore like Heroes, or hen hrib'd like Oates, uu never were ſo cheaply Fool d before; 
What can we do, then minucking a Fop, - M bring you Change, to humour your Diſeaſe ; 
Like beating Nut-trees, makes a larger Crop? Change for the worſe has ever us'd to pleaſe : 
Faith we'll een ſpare our Pains and to content you, Then tis the Mode of France, without whoſe Rules, 
Will farrly leave jou what your Maker meant you. None muſt preſume to ſet up here for Fools: 
Satyr mas once your Phyſick, Mit your F ood ; In France. the oldeſt Man ; altvays young, - 
One nouriſh'd not, and tother drew no Blood. See Opera's dazly, learns the Tunes ſo long, 
Ne now preſcribe. like Doctors in Deſpair, Till Foot, Hand, Head, keep Time with ev'ry Song. 9 
The Diet your weak, Appetites can bear. Each ſings his part, echoing from Pit and Box, 
Since hearty Beef and Mutton will not do, W:th his hoarſe Voice, half Harmony, half Pox. 
Flere's Fulep Dance, Ptiſan of Song and Show : Le plus grand Roy du Monde, 1g always ringing ; 
Give you ſtrong Senſe, the Liquor i; too heads They ſhow themſelves good Subjects by their ſmging, 
Tore come 20 Farce, that's Aſſes Milk, already. On that Condition, ſet up every Throat; 
Some koperul Touths there are, of callow Wit, Tou uche, may ſing, for you have chang d your Note 
Io one day may be Men, if Heavn think fit; Cits and Citeſſes, raiſe a joyful Strain, 9 5 
Sound may ſerve ſuch, & er they to Senſe are gromn; Iis a good Omen to begin a Reign: | 
Like Leadimg-ſirings, till they can walk alone. Voices may help your Charter to reſtoring, 


But yet to keep dur Friend in Count nance, known, And get by Singing, what you loſt by Roaring. 


— 
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EPILOGUE 
Lo EG TED 1 
1 By Ar. Dryden. 


Fter our Æſop's Fable ſhotn to day, Than all their Kings, and all theiriLaws before, 
I come to give the Moral of the Play. What ſafety could their publick Acts afford ? 
. Feign'd Zeal, you ſaw, ſet out the ſpeedier pace; Thoſe he can break ; but cannot break, his Word. 
But, the laſt Heat, Plain Dealing ron the Race : So great a Truſt to him alone was due; 37 . 
Plain Dealing for a Jewel has been known ; Mell have they truſted whom ſo well they knew. 
But ne er till now the Fewel of a Crown. Ihe Saint, who walk'd on Waves, ſecurely trod, 
then Heaven made Man, to ſhow the Work Divine, While he believ'd the beckning of his God; 
Truth mas his Image, ſtamp'd upon the Coin. But, when his Faith no longer bore him out; 
And, when a King is to a God refin'd, ; Began to ſink, as he began to doubt. | 
On all he ſays and does, he ſtamps his Mind : Let us our native Character maintain, 
This proves a Soul without allay, and pure; | *Tis of our growth to be ſincerely plain. 
Kings, like their Gold, ſhould every touch endure. T' excel in Truth, we Loyally may ſtrive ; 
To dare in Fields is Valour ; but how few Set Privilege againſt Prerogative: 
Dare be ſo throughly Valiant to be true? | He plights 57 Faith, and me believe him juſt; 
The Name of Great, let other K afett: His Honour is to promiſe, ours to truſt, 
He's Great indeed, the Prince that is direct. Thus Britain's Baſis on a Word is laid, | 
His Subjects know him now, and truſt him more, As by a Word the World it ſelf was made. 
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AR be it from me (My moſt Noble Lord) to think, that any thing which my 
meanneſs can produce, ſhould be worthy to be offer d to your Patronage; or 
that ought which can ſay of you ſhou'd recommend you farther to the Eſteem 


paid you by Poſterity. On the other fide, I muſt acknowledge it a great Pre- 


garded, as one of the firſt Perſons of the 

ſo: Whether we have been all conſcious to our ſelves, that it was a needleſs 
this notice to Mankind; as all Men are aſham'd to tell ſtale News, or that we were juſtly 
difhdent of our own Performances, as even Cicero is obſerv'd to be in awe when he writes to 
Atticus; where, knowing himſelf over- match'd in good Senſe and Truth of Knowledge, he 


drops the gawdy Train of Words, and is no longer the Vain-glorious Orator. From what- 
ſoever reaſon it may be, I am the. firſt bold Offender of this kind: I have broken down the 


Fence, and ventur'd into the Holy Grove; how I may be puniſh'd for my prophane attempt, 


I know not; but I wiſh it may not be of ill Omen to your Lordſhip; and that a crowd of 


bad Writers, do not ruſh into the quiet of your Receſſes after me. Every Man in all Changes 
of Government, which have been, or may poſſibly arrive, will agree, that I cou'd not have 
offer d my Incenſe, where it cou'd be fo well deſery'd. For you, my Lord, are ſecure in 


your own Merit; and all Parties, as they riſe uppermoſt, are ſure to Court you in their 


turns; 'tis à Tribute which has ever been paid your Virtue: The leading Men ſtill brin 


their Rullion'to your Mint, to receive the Stamp of their intrinſick Value, that they may af- 
terwards hope to paſs with Humane kind. They riſe and fall in the variety of Revolutions; 
and are ſometimes great, and therefore Wiſe in Men's Opinions, who muſt court them for 


their intereſt : But the Reputation of their Parts moſt commonly follows their Succeſs ; few 
of 'em are Wiſe, but as they are in Powers becauſe indeed, they have no Sphere of their 
own, but like the Moon in the Copernican” Syſtem of the World, are whirPd about by the 
motion of a greater Planet. This it is be ever buſie; neither to give reſt to their Fellow 
Creatures, nor, which is more wretchedly ridiculous, to themſelves: Tho' truly, the latter 
is a kind of Juſtice, and giving Mankind a due revenge, that they will not permit their own 


Hearts to be at quiet, who diſturb the repoſe of all beſide them. Ambitious Meteors! how 


willing they are to ſet themſelves upon the Wing; and taking every occaſion of drawing up- 


ward to the Sun: Not conſidering that they have no more time allow d them for their mount- 


ing, than the ſhort revolution of a day; and that when the light goes from them, they are 
of neceſſity to fall. How much happier is he, (and who he is I need not ſay, for there is but 
one Phenix in an Age,) who centring on himſelf,” remains immoveable; ad ſmiles at the 
Madneſs of the Dance about him. He poſleſles the midſt,” which is the portion of Safety and 
Content: He will not be higher, becauſe he needs it not; but by the Prudence of that Choice, 
he puts it out of Fortunes Power to throw him down. Tis confeſt; that if he had not ſo been 
rn, he might have been too high for Happineſs; but not endeavour ing to aſcend, he ſe- 
cures the native height of his ſtation from Envy ; and cannot deſcend from what he is, becauſe 
he depends not on another. What a Glorious Character was this once in Name, I ſhould ſay 
in Athens, when in the diſturbances of a State as Mad as ours, the Wiſe Pomponius tranſported 
all the remaining Wiſdom and Virtue of his Country, into the Sanctuary of Peace and Learn- 
lug. But Iwou'd ask the World, (for you, my Lord, are too nearly concern'd to judge this 
Cauſe) whether there may not yet be found, a Character of a Noble Engliſhman, equally 
ſhining with that illuſtrious Wan, Whether I need to nam 
the World has not already prevented me, and fix'd it the ithont my naming. Not 4 
ſecond, with a Lngo ſed proximus intervallo; not a Voung MM, flatter'd by a Poet, into 
a reſemblance of the firſt, with a ffons leta parum, & dejefto lumina vultu, and the reſt that 
| Vol. II. e U u 2 5 | | rs follows; 


of good Men in this preſent Age; or to the Veneration which will certainly be 


ſumption in me, to make you this Addreſs; and ſo much the greater, becauſe 
by the Common Soffrage, even of contrary Parties, you have been always re- 
the Age, and yet no one Writer has dar'd to tell you 

Labour to give 


wecond Atticus; or whether 


— — er re —S — 
8 2 - - 
—ẽ - 


—— — 
- — 


— — . — 


* 
4 ” 
4 a - 
— — — — — — — - 
— — — — 2 _ 
— = a. — —— — —— 
7 2 - = We 2— 
— — = — 
> — — 


2 — 
—— - - — 
—— 


—— 

— 

—_ - 
—— — — — 


— —— 
. ͤ —˙¹¹-A er 7 WI 
— 


—— — 
5 PIs — —— a 


* * 

. ac tf” moo „ 4 7 Is 
= + ol ER Rs 2% . 
* 
e ö 
. n 
7 0 
* . 
** 85 0 — 
. * "* 
4+ . 1 ** W 2 


follows, ſi qua fata aſpera rumpas Tu Marcellus eris: But a Perſon of the ſame Stamp and Magni- 
tude, who owes nothing to the former, beſides the Word Roman, and the Superſtition of 
Reverence, devolving on him by the precedency; of eighteen hundred years. One who walks- 
by him with equal paces, and ſhares'the Eyes of Beholders with him: One, who had been 
firſt, had he firſt liv'd; and in ſpight of doating Veneration is {till his qu Both of them 
born of Noble Families, inunhappy Ages of Change and Tumult; both of them xetiring fro 
Affoirs of State; yet not leaving the Gammonwealth, till it had left it ſelf; but ae A 
turning to Publick Bulineſs, when they had oncequitreg it; tho%egprted bythe Heads Weither 
party: But who word truſt the Quiet of their Live with the Exgravagancicsof their Coin 
trymen,when they were juſt inthe giddineſs of their Turning, wen the Ground was totterine 
under them at ever Moment, and none cou'd gueſs whether the next heave of the Earth. 
em on the firſt Foundation, or {wallow it ? Both of em knew Mankind 
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quake wou'd ſettle t | n, tt 1 | V 
exactly well; for both of them began that ſtudy in themſelves; and there they found the beſt 
part of Humane Compoſition, the worſt they learn by long experience of the Folly, Igno- 
rance, and Immorality of moſt beſide them. Their Philoſophy, on both tides, was not wholly 
ſpeculative, for that is harren, and produces nothing but vain Ideas of Things which cannot 
poſſibly be known; or if they cou'd, yet wov'd only terminate in the Underſtanding ; but it 
vas a noble, vigorous, and practical Philoſophy, which exerted it ſelf in all the offices of pity, 
to thoſe who were unfortunate, and deſerv'd not ſo to be. The Ffiend was always more 
conſidered by them than the Cauſe: And an OZFawns or an Anthony in diſtreſs, were relievd 
by them, as well as a Brutus or a Caſſius; for the lowermoſt Party to a Noble Mind, is ever 
the fitteſt Object of Good Will. The eldeſt of them, I will ſuppoſe for his Honour, to have 
been of the Academick Sect, neither Dogmatiſt nor Stoick ; if he were not, I am ſure he 
ought in common Juſtice, to yield the precedency to his younger Brother; For ftiffnek of 
Opinion is the effect of Pride, and not of Philoſophy: *Tis a miſerable Preſumption of that 
knowledge which Humane Nature is too narrow to contain. And the ruggegnefs ofa Stojick 
is only a ſilly affeCtation of being a God: To wind himſelf up. by Pulleys, to an inſenſibility 
of ſuffering ;. and at the ſame time to give the lye to his own Experience, by faying he ſuffers 
not what he knows he feels. True, Philoſophy is certainly of a more pliant Nature, anc 
more accommodated to Humane uſe; Homo ſum, humani a me nihil alienum puto: A Wiſe Man 
4 will never attempt an impoſſibility; and ſuch it is to ſtrain himſelf beyond the Nature of his 
\f Being; either to become a Deity, by being above ſuffering, or to debaſe himſelf into a Stock 
or Stone, by pretending not to feel it. To find in our ſelves the Weakneſſes and Imperfections 
of our wretched Kind, is ſurely the moſt reaſonable ſtep we can make towards the Compaſſion 
of our Fellow Creatures. I coud give Examples of this kind in the ſecond Atticus, In every 
turn of State, without meddling on either ſide, he has always been favourable and aſſiſting 
to oppteſt Merit. The Praiſes which were given by a great Poet to the late Queen Mother, 
on her rebunding Somerſet Palace, one part of which was fronting to the mean Houſes on the 
other fide of the Water, are as juſtly his: _ rr e 
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5 ot in bis Thoughts, and always in his Eye; ens 
4 Neither has he ſo far forgot a poor Inhabitant of his Suburbs, whoſe beſt proſpett is on the 


Garden of Leiceſter Houſe; but that more than once he has been offering him his Patronage, to 

reconcile him to a World, of which his Misfortunes have made him weary. There is ano- 

ther Sidney ſtill remaining, tho? there can never be another Spencer to deſerve the Favour. 
But one Sidney gave his Patronage to the applications of a Poet; the other offer'd it unask d. 
Thus, Whether as a ſecond Atticus, or a ſecond Sir Philip Sidney, the latter in all reſpects, 
wilhnot have the worſe of the Compariſon; and if he will take up with the ſecond place, the 
/orld will not ſo far flatter his Modeſty, as to ſeat him there, unleſs it be our of a defe- 
rence of Manners; that he may place himſelf where he pleaſes at his own Table. 
I may therefore ſafely conclude, that he, who bythe conſent of all Men, bears ſo eminent 
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a Character, will out of his inborn Nobleneſs, forgive the Preſumption of this Addreſs. 
'Tis an unfiniſh'd Picture, I confeſs ; but the Lines and Features are ſo like, that it cannot 
be miſtaken for any other; and without writing any Name under it, every beholder muſt 
cry out, at the firſt fight, this was deſign d for Atticus; but the bad Artiſt has caſt too much 
of him into ſhades. But I haye this Excuſe, that even the greateſt Maſters commonly fall 
ſhort of che beſt Faces. They may flatter an indifferent Beauty but the Excellencies'of Na- 
Lure, can have no right done to them: For there both the Pencil and the Pen are overcome 
by the Dignity of the Subject; as our admirable Waller has expreſſed ili! 
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5 5 The Hero's... Race tranſcends, the | Poets Thought. © He Wo? . e . | 
| There are few in any Age who, can bear the load of a Dedication ; for where Praiſe is un- 
deſerv'd, tis Satyr: Tho' Satyr on Folly is now no longer a Scandal to any one Perſon, where 
a whole Age is dipt together; yet I had rather undertake a Multitude one way, than a ſingle 

Atticus the other; for tis eaſier to deſcend, than tis to climb. I ſhould have gone aſham'd out 
of the World, if I had not at leaſt attempted this Addreſs, which 1 have long thought 
owing; and if J had never attempted I might have been vain enough to think I might have 
ſucceeded in it: Now I have made the Experiment, and have faiPd,” through my Unworthi-- 
neſs, I may reſt ſatisfied, that either the Adyenture is not to be atchiey'd, of that it is 
refery'd for ſome other hand. ©. ll ET 0 © 0 nuns 
Be pleaſed therefore, ſineg tig Family of the Attici is and ht to be above the common 
Forms of Concluding Letter hat I may take my leave in the Words of Cicero to the firlt 


of them Me, O Tomponi, valaepenitet vivere: tantum te oro, ut q 10 niam mit ipfe ſemper amiſti, 
non meipſum del mtrunt. "Cura, 


ut eodem amore ſis; ego nimirum, idem ſum, Inimici mei mea mibi a4 
Attice; at valeas, . . 5 THE 
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HZietber it happen d through a long diſuſe of Writing, that I forgot the uſual compaſs” 


of a Play; or that by crowding it with Characters and Incidents, I put a neceſſity 
.... upon my. ſelf of lengthening the main Aclion, Tknow not, but the firſt days Audience 
 S . ſufficiently convinc'd me of my error; and that the Poem was mſupportably too 
long. is an ill Ambition of us Poets, to pleaſe an Audience with more than they can hear And, 
ſuppoſang that we wrote as well as vainly we imagine our ſelves to write; yet we ought to conſider, that 
no Man can bear to be long tickled, There is a nauſeouſneſs in a City Feaſt when we are to ſit four 
hours after we are cloy'd. I am, therefore, in the firſt place, to acknowledge with all manner of gra- 
titude, their civility, who were pleaſed to endure it with ſo much patience, to be weary with ſo much 
good nature and ſilence, and not to explode an entertainment, which was deſign'd to pleaſe tbem; or 
diſcourage an Author, whoſe misfortunes have once more brought him, againſt his will, upon the Stage. 
chile I continue in theſe bad circumſtances, (and truly I ſee very little probability of coming out) I muſt 
be obliged to write; and if I may ſtill hope for the ſame kind uſage, I ſhall the leſs repent of that hard 
neceſſuty.  1-mrite not this out of any expectation to be pityed; for I have Enemies enough to wiſh 
me get in a worſe Condition ; but give me leave to ſay, that if I can pleaſe dy writing, as T ſhall en- 
deavour,tt, the Town may be ſomewhat obliged to my misfortunes, for a * of their di ver ſion. Hau- 
ing been longer acquainted with the Stage, than any Poet nom living, and having obſer d how difficult 
it was to pleaſtʒ that the humours- of Comedy were almoſt ſpent, that Love and Honour (the miſtaken 
Topicks of Tragedy) were quite worn out, that the Theaters cou'd not ſupport their charges, that the 
Audience for fook them, that young Men without Learning ſet up for Judges, and that they talk'd loudeſt, 
who, underſtood the leaſt ; all theſe diſcouragements bad not only wean d me from the Stage, but had 
alſo giuen me a loathing of it. But enough of this. The difficulties continue; they increaſe, and 1 
am ſtill condemu'd to dig in thoſe exbauſted Mines;.. Whatever fault I next commit, reſt aſſur d it 
ſhall not be that of too much length + Above twelve hundred lines have been cut off from this Tragedy, 
ſinct it was. firſt deliver d to the Actors. They were indeed ſo judiciouſiy lopt by Mr. Betterton, to 
hoſe care and excellent Action I am equally obliged, that the connexion of the Story was not loſt 
But on the other ſide, it was impoſſible to prevent ſome part of the Ackion from being precipitated, and 
coming on without that due preparation, which is requir'd to all og Events ;, as, in particular, that 
of rai/ang the Mobile, in the beginning of the fourth Act; which a Man of Benducar's Cool Cha- 
racter, cond nut naturally. attempt, without taking all thoſe precautions, which he foreſaw wou'd be 
. neceſſary to render his deſign ſucceſsful. On this conſideration, I have replac'd thoſe lines, through the 
whole Poem; and thereby. reſtor'd it, to that clearneſs.of Conception, and (if I may dare to ſay it ) that 
luſtre, and maſculine vigour, in which it was firſt written. *Tis obv10us to every underſtanding Fea- 
der, that the moſt Poetical parts, which are Deſcriptions, Images, Similitudes, and Moral Sentences, 
are thoſe mhich of neceſſity were to be par d away, when the Body was ſwoln into too large a bulk fo. 
the repreſentation. of the Stage. But there is avaſt. difference betwixt .a publick Entertainment on the 
Theatre, and aprivate Reading in the 17 05 In the ſint we are confin'd to time, and tho we talk. 
not by the bour-glaſs, yet the Watch often drawn. out of the Pocket, warns the ictors, that their Au- 
dience is, remy; in the laſt, every Reader is judge of his own convemence ;, be can take up the Book, 
and lay tt dawn at his pleaſure; and find out thoſe beauties of propriety, in thought and writing, which 
cſcap'd him in the tumnit and hurty of repreſenting. And I dare boldly promiſe for this Play, that in 


the ro:1ghneſs:of. the numbers and cadeuces, (which I aſſure was not caſual, but ſo'deſign'd ) you will 
ſee ſomen hat more maſterly ariſing to, your view, than in moſt, if not any cf my former Tragedies. 
Ther is a note noble dating in the Figures, and more ſutable to the loftineſs of the Subject; and be- 
ſides this ſome nemneſſes of Engliſh, tranſlated from the Beauties of Modern Tongues, as well as from 
the Elegancięs of. the Latin; and here and there ſome old words are ſprinkled, which for their ſignificance = 
and ſaud, deſerv/d ngt to be antiquated ; Juch as we often find in Saluſt amongſt the Roman Au 
thys, and in Milton's Paradiſe amongſt ours ; though perbaps the latter inſtead of ſyrinkling, has dealt 
hem with ino free a hand, even ſoraetimes to the obſcurmy of bis ſenſe. 7 


4s for the-ſbory, or plot of the Tragedy, tis purely fiction; far I tate it up where the Hiſtory has laid 
it domn Ie fe Gli d by. all, Writers of thoſe times, that Sebaſtian, young Prince of great Courage 
and ExpeGGation, undertook that War 'pattly upon 4 Religious Account, partly at the ſolicitation of Mu- 
!cy-Mahomer, who had been drinen aut of ks Dominions, by Abdelmelech, or as others call him 
Muley- Moluch bis uigh Kinſman, who deſcended f om the ſanie Family of the Xeriff's; whoſe Fathers 


lamet and Mahomet had conquer'd that Empire with i nt Forces; and ſhared it betwiæt them after 


their Viliom : That the Boch ef Don Sebaſtian was never found in the Field f Battle; which gave 
occaſion for myyry to belie de, that be was not ſtain, that ſome'yeats after, when the Spaniards with a 
?retended, Title I force of bad Uſury'd the Cromn of Portugal from the Houſe of Braganza, 
acertain Perſon. who call d himſelf, Don Sebaltian, and had all thy Murks of bis Body, and Features 
 * his Face, appe a d at Venice, where be was dn d by ſome of his Country-men ; but being ſeix d 


thr Spanigyds was firſt impriſe , then ſent ta the C allier, aud at haſt pus to Death in private. 4 | 
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moſt certain, that the Portugueſes expected his return for almoſt an Age together after that Battle 
which is atleaſt a proof of their extream love'to his Memory ; and the Ki Me which they bad from the: | 

new Conquerors, might poſſbly make them Fl N in their bopes and wiſhes for their 014 

I Ground-work the Hiſtory afforded me, and ] deſire no better to build a Play upon it: Po 
where the event of a great action is left doubtful, there the Poet is left Maſter : He my raiſe what he 
pleaſes on that Foundation, provided he Makes it Ma plece, and according to the fue of probability 

From hence I was only oblig d, that Sebaltian ſhou'd return to Portugal no more; but af the fame 

time ] had him at my own diſpoſal, whether to beſtow him in Affrick, or in am other corner of. the 

World, or to bave clo&d the Tragedy with bis death; and the laſt of theſe was certainly the moſt e 

but for the ſame reaſon. the leaſt artful; becauſe as I bave ſomewhere ſazd, the Poiſon and the Dagger 

are ſtill at hand, to Butcher a Heroe, when a Poet wants the Brains to ſave him. It being therefore 
only neceſſary, according to the Laws of the Drama, that Sebaſtian ſhou'd no more be ſeey upon the 

Throne, I leave it fur the World to judge, whether or no I haue diſpos d of him «according to art. g- 
have bungled up the concluſzon of bis Adventure, In the drawing of his Character I forgot not Pity 
. which any one may. obſerve to be one principal Ingredient of it ;, even ſo far as to be a habit in him 
though I ſhew him onceto be tranſported from it by the violence of a ſudden Paſſion, to endeavour 1 
Self- murder. This being preſuppo d, that be was Religious, the horror of his Inceſt, though imocentiy 
committed, was the beſt reaſon which the Stage cou d give for hinaring his return. Tis true, I hade 
no right to blaſt bis Memory with ſuch a Crime; but declaring it to be Fickion, I deſire my Audience 
to think it no longer true, than while they are ſeeing it repreſented : For that once ended, be may le 4 
Saint for cught I know; and we have reaſon to preſume he is. On this ſuppoſition, it was unreaſonable 
to have kilbd him? For the Learned Mr. Rymer bas well obſerv'd, that in all Puniſhments we are to 
regulate our ſclycs by Poctical Fuſtice ; and according to thoſe meaſures an involuntary Sin deſerves 
not Death: from whence it follows, that to divorce himſelf from the beloved Object, to retire into 3 
Deſert, and deprive himſelf of a Throne, was the utmoſt puniſhment which a Poet cou'd inſlict, as it 

was alſo the ut maſt reparation which Sebaſtian cowd make. For what relates to Alieyda, ber part is 

wholly fickious: I know it is the Surname of a Noble Family in Portugal, which was very. Inſtrumenta] 
in the Reſtauration of John de Braganza, Father tothe moſt Illuſtrious and moſt Pious Princeſs, our 

Gueen Vowager. The French Author of a Novel, call d Don Sebaſtian, has given that Name to 

an African Lady of his own invention, and makes ber Siſter to Muley-Mahomet - But I have wholly 
changed the accidents. and borrow'd nothing but the ſuppoſition, that ſhe was belov'd by the King of 
Portugal. Th»? if I bad taken the wholg Story, and wrought it up into a Play, I might bave done 

it exad}y, according to the practice of almoſt all the. Ancients ;, who nere never accus'd of being Pla- 
giaries, for building their Tragedies on known Fabian. Thus Auguſtus Cæſar wrot an Ajax, which. 
was not the leſs his own, becauſe Euripides had written a Play before him on that Subje®. Thus of 
late years Corneille writ an Oedipus after Sophocles; I have deſagu'd one after him, which 

1 wrote witb Ar. Lee, yet neither the French Poet ſtole from the Greek, nor we from the French- 

man. *Tis the contrivance, the new turn, and new Characters, which alter the property and make 

it curs, The Materia Poetica is as common to all Writers, as the Materia Medica to all Phyſicians. 

Tis in our Chronicles, Daniel's Hiſtory is ſtill his own, though Matthew Paris, Stow, and Hol- 

lingſhed writ before him; otherwiſe we muſt have been content with their dull relations, MF a better 

Fea bad not been allow'd to come after them, and write bis own Account, after a new and better 

anner. 5 | „ | RE TBE: 105 1 

Imuſt further declare freely, that I have not ealtiy kept to the three Mechanic Rules of Unity » 1 
knew them and had them in my Eye, but follow'd them only at a diſtance; for the Genius of the Engliſh 
cannot bear too regular a Play; we are given to variety, even to a debauchery of Pleaſure. My Scenes 
are theri fore ſometimes broken, becauſe my Vnder-plct requir'd them ſo to be; though the C eneral Scene 

remains of the ſame Caſtle; and I haue taken the time of two days, becauſe the variety of accidents, 
which arc here repreſented, cou'd not naturally be ſuppos d to arrive in one: But to gain a greater 

Beauty, tis lawful for a Poet to ſuperſede a leſs © __ Een 

I muſt likewiſe own, that I hade ſomewhat deviated from the known Hiſtory, in the death of 
Muley-Moluch, who, by all relations, dyed of a Fever in the Battle, before his Army bad wholly 
won the Field; but if I bave allow'd him another day of Life, it was becauſe I ſtood in need of ſo 
ſhining a Character of brutality, as 1 have given him; which is indeed the ſame with that of the pre- 
ſent Emperor Muley-Iſhmael, as ſome of our Engliſh Officers, who have been in his Court, have cre- 

I baus been liſtning what Objections had been made againſt the Conduct of the Play, but found them 
al fo trivial, that if I ſhou'd Name them, a true Critick wou'd imagine that I pla d booty, and only 
rais'd up phantoms for my ſelf to conquer. Some are pleas'd to ſay the Writing is dull; but ætatem 
nabet, de ſe loquatur. Others that the double Poyſon is unnatural ;, let the common receiv d Opinion, 
and Auſonius bis famous Epigram anſwer that. Laſtly, a more ignorant ſort of Creatures than ei- 
ther of the former, maintain that the Character of Dorax, is not only unnatural, but inconſiſtent 
with it ſelf ; let them read the Play and think again; and if yet they are not ſatisfied, caſt their Eyes 
on that Chapter of the Wiſe Montaigne, which 15 mtitled, De PInconſtance des actions humaines. 
A longer reply, is what theſe Cavillers deſerve not; but I will give them and their Fellows to unden 
ſtand, that the Earl of Dorſet was pleas'd to read the Tragedy twice over before it was Aded;, ans 
did me the favour to ſend me word, that I bad written beyond any of my farmer Plays; and that he 
was diſpleaſed any thing ſhou'd be cut away. If I have not reaſon. to prefer his ſingle judgment to 4 
whole Faction, let the World be judge; for the oppoſition is the ſame wit that of Lucan's Heroe againſt 
an Army; concurrere bellum, Pe ve virum. / think I may moteſily conclude, that whatever 

Errors there may be, either in the Deſign or Writing of this Play.they are not thoſe which have been ob. 
jected to it, J think alſo, that J am not yet arriv'd ta tbe Age of doating ;, and that I haue 72% | 
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much application to this Poem, that I cou'd not probably let it run into many groſs abſurdities;, mich 
may caution my Enemies from too raſh a cenſure ;, and may alſo encourage my Friends, who are many 

more than I cou'd reaſonably have expected, to believe their kindneſs has not been very undeſervedly 

beſtow'd on me. This is not a Play that was buddled up in haſte ; and to ſhem it was not, I will o, 

that beſide the general Moral of it, winch is given in the four laſt lines, there is alſo another Mora, 

couch'd under every aut of the principal Parts and Characters, which a judicious Critick will obſerve, th 

I point not to it in this Preface, And there may be alſo ſome ſecret Beauties in the Decorum of Parts, 

and Uniformity of Deſign, which my puny Judges will not eaſily find out ; let them conſider in tie 

Jaſt Scene of the fourth AF, whether J have not preſer'd the rule of decency, in giving all the ad van- 

tage to the Royal Character; and in making Dorax frrſt ſubmit Perhaps too they ma have thought, 
that it was through indigence of Characters, that I have given the ſame to Sebaſtian and Almeyda 
and conſequently made them alike in all things but their Sex. But let them look a little deeper into 
the matter, and they will find that this Identity of Character in the Greatneſs of their Souls; was in- 
tended for a preparation of the final diſcovery, and that the likeneſs of their nature, was a fair hint to 
the proximity of their Blood. | Bo, | | 

To avoid the imputation of too much Vanity (for all Writers, and eſpecially Poets, will hade ſome ) 
Twill give but one other inſtance, in relation to the Uniformity of the Deſign. I have obſerv'd, that 
the Engliſh will not bear a thorough Tragedy; but are pleas d, that it ſhou'd be lizhtned with under- 
parts of mirth, It had been eaſie for me to have given my Audience a better courſe of Comedy, I can 
a more diverting, than that of Antonio and Morayma. But I dare appeal, even to my Encmics, 
FI, or any Man, cou'd have invented one which had been more of a piece, and more depending on the 
ſerious part of the Deſign For what cou d be more uniform, than to draw from out of the Members 
of a Captive Court, the Subject of a Comical Entertainment? To prepare this Epiſode, you ſee Dorax 
giving the Character of Antonio, in the beginning of the Play, upon his firſt ſight of him at the Lot- 
tery; and to make the dependence, Antonio is engaged in the Fourth Act, for the deliverance of Al- 
meyda ; which is alſo prepared, by his being firſt made a Slave to the Captain of the Rabble, 

I ſhou'd beg Pardon for theſe inſtances; but perhaps they may be of uſe to future Poets, in the condutF 
ef their Plays : At leaſt, if I appear too poſative ;, I am growing old, and thereby, in poſſeſſion of ſome 
Experience, which Menin Yeats will always aſſume for a right of talking. Certainly, if a Man can 
ever have reaſon to ſet a value on himſelf, tis when his ungenerous Enemies are taking the advantage 
of the Times upon him, to ruin him in his reputation. And therefore, for once, Iwill make bold to take 

the Counſel of my Old Maſter, Virgil. | hs 


Tu, necede malis ; ſed contra audentior ito. 


Dramatis Perfonx. 


i Fon Sebaſtian King of Portugal, | By Mr. 2 
2 Muley-Moluch, Emperor of Barbary, Mer. Ynaſton. 
3 Dorax, a Noble Portugueſe, now a Renegade, formerly Don Alonzo de 


Sylvera Alcalde, or Governour of Alcazar, - Mr. Berterton. 
4 Benducar, Chief Miniſter and Favourite to the Emperor, Mr. Sandford. 
5 The Mufti Abdalla, Mr. Underhill. 


6 Muley-Zeydan, Brother to the Emperor, Mr. Powel, Jun. 
Don Antonio, a Young Noble amorous Portugueſe, now a Slave, Mr. Montford. 
$ Don Alvarez, an old Councellor to Don Sebaſtian,now a Slave alſo, Mr. Bomasan. 


9 Muſtapha, Captain ofthe Rabble, 8 Mr. Liegh. 
10 Almeyda, a Captive Queen of Barbary, Mrs. Barry. 
ir Morayma, Daughter to the Mufti, $i Mrs. Mont ford. 
1e Johayma, Chief Wife to the Mufti, Mrs. Leigh. 
Two Merchants. TRY 
"Rake. 
A Servant to Benducar. 
A Servant to the Mufti. 


Scene in tlie Caſtle of Alcazar. 


Don SEBASTIAN 5 
King of Portugal. 
A TRAGEDY. 


ACT I SCENE IL 
The Scene at Alcazar, repreſenting a Market-Place under the Caſtle. 


Maley-Zgydan, Benducar. 
OW Africa's long Wars are at anend; 
And our parch'd Earth is drench'd in Chriſtian Blood, 
| . My Conquering Brother will have Slaves enough, 
| | To pay his cruel Vows for Victory. 
| : What hear you of Sebaſtian, King of Portugal? 
g Beaducar, He fell among a heap of ſlaughter'd Moors; 
| Though yet his mangled Carcaſe is not found. 
The Rival of our threatned Empire, Mahumet, 
Was lot purſued ; and in the general Rout, 
Mittook a ſwelling Current for a Ford; 
And in Macager's Flood was ſeen to riſe; 
Thrice was he ſeen; at length his Courſer plung'd, 
And threw him oft; the Waves whelm'd over him, 
And helpleſs in his heavy arms he drown'd. mY 
Mul. Z:yd4, Thus, then, a doubtful Title is extinguiſh'd: 
Thus Moluch, ftill the Favourite of Fate. 
Swims ina ſanguine Torrent to the Throne. 
As if our Prophet only work'd for him; 
The Heavens and all the Stars are his hir'd Servants. 
As .Muley Zejden were not worth their care, 
And younger Brothers but the draff of Nature. 
Bend. Be (till, and learn the ſmoothing Arts of Court 
Adore his Fortune, mix with flattering Crowds, 
And when they praiſe him moſt, be you the loudeſt ; 
Your Brother is luxurious, cloſe, and cruel, 
* e Gienerous by fits, but permanent in miſchief. 
Ihe ſhadow of a Diſcontent wou'd ruin us; 
a. We mult be fate before we can be great: 
d Theſe things obſerv*d, leave me to ſhape the reſt. 
| Hal. Zeyd. You have the Key, he opens inward to you. 
—_ Bend. So often try'd, and ever found ſo true, 
| Has given me truſt, and truſt has given me means 
| Once to be falſe for all. I truſt not him: 5 
Lor now his ends are ſerv'd, and he grown abſolute, 
How am I ſure to ſtand who ſerv'd thoſe ends? 
know your Nature open, mild and grateful; 
in ſuch a Prince the People may be bleſt, 
And I be fate. . e 
Maul. - My Father ! [Embracing him. 
Bend, My future King? (auſpicious Muley Zeydan : 
Shalh L adore you? No, the place is publick ; 
L worſhip you within; the outward act 
Shall be relerv*d till Nations follow me, 
Aud Herven ſhall envy you the kneeling World. 
pou know ch' Alcade of Alcazar, Dorax ? 
ul. Vd. The gallant Renagade you mean? 
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That gloomy outſide, likes ruſty Cheſt, * I 

Contains the ſhining Treaſure of a Soul, L 

Reſfolv'd and brave; he has the Souldiers beit ; 

And time ſhall make him ours. Mul. He' s juſt upon us. 

Bend. I know him from afar, 
By the long ſtride, and by the ſullen port: 

Retire, my Lord. 

Wait on your Brothers Tcigmph, yours is next, 

His growth is but a wild and fruitleſs Plant, 

Ill cut his barren branches to — ſtock, 

And graft you on to bear. 

Mal. Leyd. My Oracle! [ Exit Muley-Zeyd, 
Bend, Yes, to gelgge your hopes, poor credulous Fool, | 

To think that I wou'd give away the Fruit 

Ofſo much toil, ſuch guilt and fuch damnation ; 

IL am damn't it ſhall be for my ſelf: _ 

This eaſie Fool muſt be my Stale, ſet up 

To catch the People's Eyes; he's tame and merciful, 

Him Ican manage, till I make him odious Cͤͤöͥð ¹ä ü 
By ſome unpopular act, and then dethrone him, | Enter Dorax. 
Now Dorax ! - b 

Dorax. Well Based; 

Bend. Bare Bemboucar ) e | 
Dor. Thou wouldeſt have Titles, take um then, Chief Miniſter, | 
Firſt Hangman of the State. 

Bend. Some call me Favourite. 

Dorax. What's that his Minion ? 

Thou art too old ro bea Catamite! 

No prithee tell me, and abate thy Pride, 

Is not Benducar Bare, a better Name 

In a Friend's mouth, than all thoſe ga dy Titles, 

Which I diſdain to give the Man I love? 

Bend. But always out of Hucnour, 

Dor. L have cauſe: , 

Tho all mankind is cauſe enough for Satyr. 

Bend. Why then thou haſt reveng'd thee on mankind, 

They ſay, 1 in fight, thou hadit a n Sword, 

And well *twas glutted there. 

Dor. I ſpitted ] Frogs, I cruſl'd a heap of Emmets, 

A hundred of em to a ſingle Soul, 

And that but ſcanty weight too; 'the great Devil 

Scarce thank d me for my pans ; he [Wallows Vulgar 

Like whip'd Cream, feels em not in going down. 

Bend. Brave Renegade! coudft thou not meet e * 
Thy Maſter had been worthy of thy Sword. 

Dor. My Maſter 2 By what title, 

Becauſe I happen'd to be born where he 

Happen'd to be King? And yet I ſerv'd bim: ot | 

. Nay, I was Fool enough to love him too. | 
You know my ſtory, how I was rewarded, | 
For fifteen hard Campaigns, ſtill hoop'd in Iron, 

And why I turn'd Mahometan: I'm grateful, 
Bur whoſoever dares to injure me, 
Let that man know, I dare to be reveng'd. 

Bend. Still you run off from biaſs; tay, what r moves 
Your preſent ſpleen? 

Dor: You mark'd not what L told you; 

Ikilld not one that was His Makers Image; 78 by kr: 
I met with none but vulgar two-leg'd Brutes. | 
Seb baſtian Was my aim; he was a Man, n. 
Nay, though he hated me, and I hate _—_—_ 7 
Yet I muſt do him right; he was a Man, 3 | 7 
Above man's 0 even tow ring to Divinity. en, 
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He lov'd his People, him they Idoliz*'d: _ _ 

And thence proceeds my mortal Re tohim, 1 
That thus unblameable to all beſides e 75 
He err'd to me alone: W 
His Goodneſs was difusd to Humane Kind, 

And all his Cruelty confin'd to me. 
Bend. You cou'd not meet him then? 
Dor. No, though I ſought bat ie thbte . 
Where Ranks fell thickeſt; *twas indeed the is : N . 
To ſeek Sebaſtian: Through a track of Death b 
I tollow'd him by Groans of dying Foes, 
But {ill I came too late, for-he was flown _ _* 
Like Lightning, ſwift before me to new Slaughters, Y 
I mow*daecrols, and made Irregular Harveſt -. 
Defac'd the Pompof Battel, but In van 
For he was ſtill ſupplying Death elſewhere: *— | 
[ . This mads me, that perhaps ignoble hjandss 
j 5 Have overlaid him, for they con'd not conquer: 
Murder'd by Multitudes, whom I alone 
Had right to ſlay ; I too wou'd have been ſlain, 

That catching hold upon his flitting Ghoſt . | 
I might have rob'd him of his opening Heaven; 

And drag'd him down with me, {pight of Predeſtination. 
Bend. Tis of as much import as Africa's worth 
To know what came of him, and of Alda. 

The Siſter of the Vanquiſh'd Mahomet, Por 
Whole Fatal Beauty to her Brother, drew e 
The Land's third part, as Lucifer did Heav'ns - 

Der. T hope ſhe dy'd in her own Female Calling, 

0 Choak'd up with Man, and gorg'd with Circumciſion. 

_ As for Sebaſtian, We muſt ſearch the Field, 

Fl And where we ſee a Mountain of the Slain, 

Send one to climb, and looking down below, 

There he ſhall find him at his Manly length, 

With his Face up to Heav'n, in the red Monument, 

4 Which his true Sword has digg'd. _ 

1 Bend. Vet we may poſſibly here farther news; 

=... For while our Africaus purſu'd the Chaſe, 

"It The Captain of the Rabble iſſued out, 

With a black ſhirtleſs train to ſhojl the dead, 

And ſeize the living. | e FEE 84 
Dor. Each of em an Hoaſt, 1:15 WF 70 
A Million ſtrong of Vermine, every Villain: 7 

Ne o part of Government, but Lords of Anarchy, 

Chaos of Power, and privileg'd Deſtruction. _ 

Bend. Yet I muſt tell you Friend, the Great muſt uſe em, 

Sometimes as neceſſary Tools of Tumult. . 
Dor. | wou'd uſe ' em 

Like Dogs in times of Plague, Outlaws of N ature, 

Fit to be {hot and brain'd, without a proceſs, 

To ſtop Infection, that's their proper death. 

Bend, No more, | e 

Behold the Emperor coming to ſurvey ; 1.57 v1 

Ihe Slaves, in order to perform his Vow. 5 
talen Muley-Moluch ble Emperor , with Attendants. The Mufti, a" wer 

Moluch. Our Armours now. may 9 our idle eymiter 
Hang by our fides, for Ornament not uſe: 

Children ſhall beat our Atabals and Drums, 

And all the noiſie Trades of War, no more e 

Shall wake the peaceful Morn: The Xer iss Blood i ee 
No longer in divided Channels runs, 1:2 n 2 5A 
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King of PORTUGAL 
The younger Houſe took end in Mahomet. | + 4 oY 
Nor ſhall Sebaſtian's formidable Name, 

Be longer uſed to lull the crying babe ER 218th 
Muf. For this Victorious Day our mighty Prophet 
Expects your gratitude, The Sacrifice 8 5 

Of Chriſtian Slaves, devoted, if you won. 
Mol. The Purple Preſent ſhall be richly paid: 
That Vow perform'd, Faſting ſhall be aboliſhed: 
None ever ſerv'd Heav'n well with a ſtarv'd Face: 
Preach Abſtinence no more; I tell thee, Mufts 
Good Feaſting is devout; and thou our Head, 
Haſta Religious, ruddy Countenance: 


We will have learned Luxury; our lean Faith 
Gives ſcandal to the Chriſtians; they feed high: 
Then look for Thoals of Converts, when thou haſt 

Reform'd us into Feaſting, © «+, 
Muf. Faiting is but the Letter of the Law: _ 
Yet it ſhews well to Preach it to the Vulgar. 
Wine is againſt our Law, that's litteral too, 
But not denied to Kings and to their Guides 
Wine is an Holy Liquor, for the Great. [Dorax aſide.” 

This Mufti in my Conſcience is fome Eugliſb 1 ro 
Renegade, he talks ſo ſavourly of toping.” 1 
Mol. W th'unhappy Relicks of the War. n 

Enter Muſtapha Captain of the Rabbie, with his Followers of the Black-Gaard, &c. 
and other Moors: With them a C ompany of Portugueſe Slaves without any of 

the chief Perſons. ay a th 1 

M. Mol. Theſe are not fit to pay an Emperor's Vow; 

Our Bulls and Rams had been more Noble Victims; 
Theſe are but Garbidge not a Sacrifiſe. 
Maf. The Prophet mult not pick and chooſe his Offerings; 
Now he has given the Day, tis paſt recalling: oy 
And he muſt be content with ſuch as theſe. _ 
M. Mol. But are theſe all? Speak you that are their Maſters. 
Muſta. All upon my Honour: If you'll take 'em as their Fathers got 'em, ſo. 
If not, you muſt ſtay till they get a better Generation: Theſe Chriſtians are meer 
bunglers; * procreate nothing but out of their own Wives; and theſe have 
all the looks of eldeſt Sons | 1 
M. Mol. Pain of your lives let none conceal a Slave. 4 
: Muſt. Let every Man look to his own Conſcience, I am ſure mine ſhall never 
ang me. 5 . 
Bead. Thou ſpeak' ſt as if thou wert privy to Concealments ; then thou art 
an Accomplice. 12 1 | 
Muſt. Nay, it Accomplices mult ſuffer, it may go hard with me; but here's 
the Devil on't, there's a Great Man, and a Holy Man too, concern'd with me. 
Now, if I confeſs, hell be ſure to *ſcape, between his Greatneſs and his Holi- 
neſs, and I ſhall be murder'd, becauſe of my Poverty and Raſcality. 
.. Aduſtiautio; 4 bin. SLE 

Ih hen if thy ſilence fave the Great and Holy, 

*Tis ſure thou ſhalt go ſtraight to Paradiſe. 1 „ 
Muſt. Tis a fine Place they ſay; but Doctor I am not worthy on't; Iam con- 
tented with this homely World, tis good enough for ſuch a poor raſcally Muſul- 
man as Iam: Beſides, I have learnt ſo much good manners, Doctor, as to let my 
Betters be ſerv d before me. 7 

M. Mol. Thou tallk'ſt as if the Mafti were concern d. bs 

Muſt. Your Majeity may lay your Soul on't: But for my part, though I am 
2 plain Fellow, yet I ſcorn to be trick'd into Paradiſe, I wou'd he ſhou'd know » 
it. The troth on't is, an't like you, his Reverence bought of me the Flower of 
all the Market; theſe—— theſe are but Dogs meat to em, and a round price he 
pay'd me too, Pl fay that for him; but not enough for me to venture my neck 
tor: If I get Paradiſe when =y time comes I can't help my ſelf; but I'll venture 
nothing before-hand, upon a blind Bargain. 

M. Mol. Where are thoſe Slaves? produce em; | 

Mauf. They are not what he ſays. | 1 

Vol: II. XX 2 h M. Mol: 


* 
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. Mol. No more Ge e eee e Ser bat to Fach . 
Know thou mayſ better dally rel ER 
With a dead Prophet, than a living King. 5 107 

Maf. I but reſerv'd em to preſent thy Gees, [et 
An Off ring worthy thee. 

Muſt. By the ſame token, there was a dainty. Virgi in, | (Virgin fa aid It ao 7 
won't be too poſitive of that neither) with a Ruſh leering Eye! he paid me 
down for her upon the Nail a thouſand golden Saltanins; or he had never had her, 
I can tell him that: Now is it very likely he would pay ſo deat for ſuch a deli. 
cious Morſel, and give it away out of his own mouth; When it had ſuch a fare. 

wel with it too? 

Enter Sebaſtian conducted in mean 1 dali, with Alvures, Antonio, ont Almeyda; 

her Face veild with a Barnus. | 

M. Mol. Ay; Theſe look like the Wotfemantivp of Heav'n n: b 
This is the Porcelain Clay of Humane Kind, 

And therefore caſt into theſe N oble Moulds. 

Dorax aſide while the Emperor whiſpers Benducar: 
| By all my Wrongs 
| "Tis he; damnation ſeize me, but 'tis he! 

1 | My heart heaves up and ſwells; he's poyſon to me; N i 
My injur'd honour, and my raviſh dlove, E 
Bleed at their Murderers ſigilt. Bend. to Dor. 40, 

The Emperor would ure ee Pris E ners Names, 8 1 
You know em. x 


Dor. Tell him, no. 98 85 
And trouble me no more. 1 vin not lows? em. 1 525 . 
Shall T truſt Heavn, that Heav'n which I renounod, EN [aſide, 
With my Revenge! T hen, where's my Satisfaction? 1 "ab 
No, it mult be my own; I ſcorn a Proxy. 
AI. Mel. 'Tis decreed, | 
'Theiz of a better Aspect, with the reſt 
Shall ſhare one common Doom, and Lots decide it. 
For ev'ry number*d Captive put a Ball 
Into an Urn; three only black be there, 
The reſt, all white, are ſafe. 
Mui, Hold Sir, the Woman muſt not draw. 
M, Mol. O Mufti 
We know your reaſon, let her ſhare the danger. 
Auf, Our Law fays plainly Women have no Souls. 
AM. Mol. Tis true; their Souls are mortal, ſet her by: 
= were Almeyda her e, though Fame reports her 
he faireſt of her Sex, ſo much unſeen, 
; hate the Siſter of our Rival Houſe, 
ten thouſand ſuch dry Notions of our Alcoran 
Shou'd not protect her Life; if not Immortal: 
Dye as ſhe cou'd, all of a piece, the . , 
That none of her remain. 


Here an Urn is brought in; the Pris'ners approach with great concernment; and 


amongſt the reſt Sebaſtian, Alvarez, and Antonio; who ame more cheerfully. 
Dor. Poor abject Creatures how they fear to dye! ( ia, 


Theſe never knew one happy hour in Life, 
Yer ſhake to lay 1 it down: Is Load fo pleafant ? 

Or has Heav'n hid the Happineſs of Death, 
'Uhat Men may dare to live? Now for our Heroes. [The Three approach 

Oh, theſe come up with Spirits more reſolv'd! 888 js 

Old venerable Alvarez, well I know him 

The Fav'rite once of this Sebaſtian's Father; | 
Now Miniſter ; (too honeſt for his Trade) LY „ 
Religion bears him out, a Thing taught Young ; eee 
In Age ill practis'd, yet his prop in Death. NE 2 ud 
Oh! he has drawn a Black, and ſmiles upon't, ben en, 
As who ſhould ſay, my Faith and Soul are White e 
Tho' my Lot ſwarthy: Now if there be hereafter 3 
He s bleſt; if not, well cheated, and dies * 


Anton. 


Ning o, PORTUGAL. 
e Anton. holding his Lot in his clench*d hand. -- 
Here I have thee, 5 25 
ze what thou wilt: Iwill not look too ſoon. 
Thou haſt a colour; if thou prowft not right, 
I have a minute good e er I behold tlie. 
Now, let me rowl and grubhle the, E 
Blind Men ſay white feels ſmooth, and black feels rough; 
Thou haſt a rugged skin; I do not like thee: 
Dor. There's the Amorous airy ſpark, "Atoms; 
The wittieſt Woman's Toy in Portugal. 
Lord what a loſs of Treats and Serenades! 
The whole She Nation will be in Mourning for him. 
Antonio. Pve a moiſt ſweaty palm; the more's my Sin; 
If it be black, yet only dy*d, not odious : 
Damn'd Natural Ebony; there's hope in rubbing 6 | 
To waſh this Ethiope white. (Looks) Pox of the Proverb! 
As black as Hell: Another lucky ſaying! 4 
I think the Devil's in me: -—— Good again, 
I cannot ſpeak one ſyllable, but tends 
To Death, or to Damnation. Dd il bit 
Dor. He looks uneaſie at his future Journey, [ Aſide, 
And wiſhes his Boots off again; for ſear 8 
Of a bad Road, and a worſe Inn at Night. 
Go to bed Fool, and take ſecure repoſe, 
For thou ſhalt wake no more. 
MM. Mol. to Ben. Mark him who now approaches to the Lott'ry, 
He looks ſecure of Death, Superior Greatneſs, 
Like Jove when he made Fate, and ſaid thou art 
The Slave of my Creation; I adnure him. 
Bend. He looks as Man was made, with Face ereQ, 
That ſcorns his brittle Corps, and ſeems aſham'd 
He's not all Spirit, his Eyes with a dumb Pride, 
Accuſing Fortune that he fell not warm: 


„ * 


t 


Vet now diſdains to live. S ebaſt. draws a black.) 
M. Mol. He has his wiſh ; „%% 

And I have faild of mine! 3 5 
Dor. Robb'd of my Vengeance, by a trivial chance! [ Aſide, 


Fine Work above, that their Anointed care 
Shou'd die ſuch little Death: Or, did his Genius 
Know mine the ſtronger Dæmon, fear'd the grapple, 
And looking round him, found this nook of Fate 
To skulk behind my Sword: Shall T diſcover him? 
Still he wowd not die mine; no thanks tom 
Revenge; reſerv*d but to more Royal Shambles. 
*I were baſe too; and below thoſe Vulgar Souls, 
That ſhar'd his danger, yet not one diſclos'd him: 
But ſtruck with Reverence kept an awful ſilence. 
Il ſee no more of this: Dog of a Prophet! 


1 5 [Exit Dorax. 
M. Mol. One of theſe Ihree is a whole Hecatomb; | 


And therefore only one of 'em {hall die. 

The Reſt are but mute Cattle; and when Death 
Comes, like a ruſhing Lion, couch like Spaniels, 
With lolling Tongues, and tremble at the Paw, 
Let Lots again decide it. 8 


(The Three draw again; aud the Lot falls on Sebaſtian) 
Sebaſt. Then there's no more to manage! If I fall 
It ſhall be like my ſelf; a ſetting Sun OLI 
Shou'd leavea track of Glory in the Skies. 
Behold Sebaſtian King of Portugal. 
M. Mol. Sebaſtian! Ha! it muſt be he; no other 
Cou'd repreſent ſuch ſi ung Majeſty: 
ſaw him, as he terms himſelf, a Sun 
Strugling in dark Eclipſe, and ſhooting day 


LHolds ap his Ball. 


: (Sebaſtian comes up to dram. 


On _ 
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On either ſide of the black Orb that veiPd him. 
Sebaſt. Not leſs, ev'n in this deſpicable now, 
Than when my Name filPd Africt with affrights, 
And froze your hearts beneath your Torrid Zone. 


Bend. to M. Mol. Extravagantly brave! Even to an Impudence 


Of Greatneſs. 
Sebaſt. Here Satiate all your fury; 

Let Fortune empty her whole Quiver on me, 

Ihave a Soul, that like an ample Shield 

Can take in all; and verge enough for more. 

wou'd have conquer'd you; and ventur'd only 

A narrow neck of Land for a third World; 

o give my looſen'd Subjects room to play. 

Fate was not mine, 3 

Nor am] Fates: Now I have pleas'd my Longing, 

And trod the Ground which I beheld from far, 

beg no pity for this mouldring Clay: _ 

For if you give it Burial there it takes 

Poſſeſſion of your Earth: 

If burnt and ſcatter'd in the Air; the Winds 

That ftrow my Duſt, diffuſe my Royalty, 

And ſpread me o'er your Clime; for where one Atome 

Or mine ſhall light, know there Sebaſtian Reigns. 

M. Mol What ſhall Ido to conquer thee ? 
Sebaſt. Impoſſible! 

Souls know no Conquerors. en 
AM. Mol. I'll ſhew thee for a Monſter through my Africk- 
Seh. No, thou canſt only ſhew me for a Man: 

Africk is ſtor'd with Monſters : Man's a Prodigy, 

Thy Subjects have not ſeen. 

Al. Mol. Thou talk'ſt as if 

Scill at the head of Battel. 

Sev, Thou miſtak'ſt, 

For then I would not talk. 

"Bend. Sure he wor'd lee. 


Sebaſt. Till Doomſday ; when the Trumpet ſounds to riſe; 


For that's a Soldier's call. 
AJ. Mol. Thowrt brave too late: 
Thou ſhould'ſt have dy'd in Battle like a Souldier. 


Sebaſt. I fought and fell like one, but Death deceiv'd me; 


I wanted weight of feeble Moors upon me, 

Tocruſh my Soul out. ES 

AM. Mol. Still untameable! 

In what a ruine has thy head-ſtrong Pride, 

And boundleſs thirſt of Empire plung'd thy People? 
Sebaſt, What ſay'ſt thou, ha! No more of that. 

LS M. Mol. Behold, 5 = 

What Carcaſes of thine thy Crimes have ſtrew?d, 

And left our Africk Vultures to devour. — 


Bend. "Thoſe Souls were thoſe thy God intruſted with thee; 


To cheriſh not deſtroy. 


Sehaſt. Witneſs, O Heaven, how much 
This fight concerns me! Wou'd I had a Soul 
For cach of theſe; how gladly wou'd I pay 
The Ranſom down: But ſince I have but one, 
Tis a King's Life, and freely 'tis beſtow*d. 
Not your falſe Prophet, but Eternal Juſtice _ 
Has deſtin'd me the Lot, to die for theſe: 
*Tis fit a Sovereign ſo ſhowd pay ſuch Subjects; 
For Subjects ſuch as they are ſeldom ſeen, 
Who not forſook me at my greateſt need; 
Not tor baſe lucre fold their Loyalty, 
But ſhar'd my dangers to the laſt Event, 
And fenc'd em with their own: Theſe Thanks I pay you: 


IE TTY ” 


ſr » 
* * * 
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| And know, that when Sebaſtian weeps, his Tears 

Come harder than His Blood. e en i 
M. Mol. They plead too frbngly . 

To be withſtood : My Clo Js, are gath'ring too, 

In kindly mixture l his Royal ſhower: 

Be ſafe, and owe thy Life, not to my Gitt, 

But to the Greatneſs of thy Mind, Sebaſtian: 

Thy Subjects too ſhall live; a due Reward 

For their untainted Faith, in thy concealment. 7% 

Maut. Remember, Sir, your Vow. LA general ſhout. 

M. Mol. Do thou remember als ets 

Thy Function, Mercy, and provoke not Blood. 

Mal. Zed. One of his generous Fits, too ſtrong to laſt. 8 Aſide to 1. 

Bend. The Muftireddens, mark that holy Cheek. [To him. 

He frets. within, froths Treaſon at his Mouth, > 

And churns it through his Teeth; leave me to work him. 
Sebaſt. A Mercy unexpected, undefir'd, HE 

Surprizes more: You've learnt the art to van quiſh: 

You cou'd not (give me leave totell you, Sir) 

Have given me Life, but in my Subjects ſafety: 

Kings, who are Fathers, Live but in their People. | 

M. Mel. Still Great and Grateful, that's wy Character. 

Unveil the Woman, I wou'd view the Face | 

That warn'd our Meft/s Zeal: = 

Theſe pious Parrots peck the faireſt Fruit: 

Such Taſters are for Kings. 

Officers go to Almeyda to unveil her, 

4 Stand off ye Slaves, I will not be unveil. 

M. Mot. Slave is thy Title: Force her. 

Seb. On your lives approach her not- 

M. Mol. How's this 

Seb. Sir, pardon me, 

And hear me ſpeak.— 

Almeyda, Hear me; I will be heard; 

I am no Slave; the nobleſt 8lood of Africk | 

Runs in my Veins; à purer ſtream than thine; 

For, tho? deriv'd from the ſame Source, thy Current 

Is puddPd and defiPd with Tyranny. . 

M. Mol. What Female Fury have we here! 

Almeyda. I ſhowd: be one, 

Becauſe of kin tothee: Would'ſt thou be conch's 

By the preſuming hands of ſawcy Grooms? . 

The ſame reſpect, nay more, is due to ms: 

More for my Sex; the ſame for my deſcent. 

Theſe hands are only fit to draw the Curtain 

Now, if thou dar'ſt behold Alneyda's Face. „ [Unveils her ſelf. 

Bend. Wowd I had never ſeen it! i LA. he 

Amed. She whom thy * tax d to have no Soul; 

Let Africk now be judge; 

Perhaps thou'th hink*f& n meanly hope to eape, 

As did Sebaſtian 1 he own'd his Greatneſs. 

But to remove that ſcruple, know, baſe Man, 

My murder'd Father, and my Brother's Ghoſt 

Still haunt this Breaſt, and prompt it to revenge. 

Think not I cou'd forgive, nor dar*t thou pardon. 

AM. Mot. Would'ſt thou revenge thee, Trait'reſs, had'ſt chou Power? 2 

Alm. Traytor, I wou'd': The Name's more juſtly thine : 

Thy Father was not more than mine, the Heir 

= this large Empire; but with Arms united _ 
They fought their way, and ſeiz'd the Crown by force: : 

And equa x their danger was their ſhare: ng 

0 where was Elderſhip, where none had right, _ 

But that which Con ogy gave? Twas thy Ambition 

ral from pry Porn ul Father, hat his Sword 
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Help d thine to gain: Surpriz d him and his Kingdom) * 

No provocation given, no War declared. M. Mol. I'll hear no Wore, 
Alm. This is the living Coal that burning in ne 

Wou'd flame to Vengeance, cou'd it find a Vent: 

My Brother too, that lies yet ſcarcely cold . 

In his deep watry bed: My wandring Mother; 

Who in Exile died. 

' O that I had the fruitful Heads of Hydra, 

That one might bourgeon where another fell! 

Still wou'd t give thee Work; ſtill, ſtill, thou Tyrant, 

And hiſs thee with the laſt. I 
M. Mol. Something, 1 know not what, comes over _ EW 

Whether the Toyls of Battle, unrepard 

Wich due repoſe, or other ſudden qualm. 

Benducar do the reſt. " [Aber off, the Court follow him, 
Bend. Strange; in full health! This pang is of the Soul; 

The Body's unconcern'd: Pl! think hereafter. 

Conduct theſe Royal Captives to the Caſtle; Bee tht 

Bid Dorax uſe em well, till farther order. 45 CO, 15 hos. 

The inferior Captives their firſt Owners I As „ 

To ſell, or to diſpoſe. — You Maſtapha, 

Set ope the Market for the fale of Slaves. 2 2 Waden 


« Ho, = 


The Mafters and Slaves come forward, ink Buyers of ſeveral Qualities come 
in and chaſſer about the ſeveral Owners, who make their Slaves do Tricks, 


Mt. My Chattels are come into my hands again, and my Conſcience will 
ſerve me to ſell *em twice over; any price now, before the Mufti come to 
claim 'em. 
| a Firſt Merchant to Muſtapha 
What do'ſt hold that old Fellow at? [Pointing fo Alvarez, | 
He's tough, and has no Service in his Limbs. 

EHulF, Tconfeſs he's ſome what tough; but ! ſuppoſe you wou'd not ben him, 
ask tor him a thouſand Crowns. 

Firſt Mer. Thou mean'ſt a thouſand Marvedi's. N 

„ast. Prithee Friend, give me leave to know my own meaning. 

Firſt Mer. What Virtues has hie to deſerve that priver:- 2; 3 

Maſe. Marry come up Sir? Virtues quoth ah! I took him in the King” 8 9 
pany; he's of a great Famil Y, and rich, What other Virtues wouldit thou have 
ina Nobleman? 

Firſt Aller. I buy him with 1 OM Man's Purſe, that's my 8 My Lord 
Derax the Governor will have him at any rate. There S Handſel. 

Come old Fellow, to the Caſtle. DOT 
var. Lo what is miſerable Age reſer vod! 

But oh the King! And oh the fatal Secret! 

Which 1 have kept thus long to time it better, 5 . 

And now wou'd diſcloſe, tis paſt my Power. Exit with is 1 

Alaſt. Something of a Secret, and of the King I heard him mutter: A Pimp 1 
warrant him, for Jam ſure heis an old Courtier. Now to put off t other rem- 

nant of my Merchandiſe. * 

Stir up, Sirrah. 3 1 1 8 755 | [To Antonio 
Aator: Dog, what would'ſt thou 1 
Aaſt. Learn better manners, or T ſhall ſerve you a Dog-trck; Come, down 

upon all four immediately; 0 bigs . 

I' make you know your FF gt Rag) Le £5 * 

Aut. Thou wilt not make a Horſe of PA, ; | „ | 

Muſt. Horte or Aſs, that's as thy Mother made thee. —But take carneſdin 
the lirſt place for thy Sa weinefſs. [Laſhes him with his Whip 
Be advis'd Friend, and buckle to thy Geers: Behold ay Enſign of 1 * 
play'd over thee. 

Aut. L hope one day to uſe thee worſe in 1 "Db 5: Bhs 

Muſt. Ay, and good reaſon, Friend, if thou catcheſt me a conquering ba 
ſide of the Water, lay me on luſtily, Tl take it as kindly as thou doſt this. 

Haolds up his Wi "ip, Antonio 0 ing down. 

Hold my dear Thr um- cap: A Tobey thee e F 0 

1 de 
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| fee the Doctrine of Non-Reſiſtance is never practis'd throughly, but when a 
M. an cant help himſelf. F 
. "os try Enter a Second Merchant. 

Second Mer. You, Friend, I wou'd ſee that Fellow do his Poſtures. 

5 Muſtapha 6bridling Antonio, 

Now Sirrah follow, for you have Rope enough: 
To your paces, Villain, amble, trot, and gallop: — _ _ 3 
Quick about there. Leap, the more Money's bidden for you, the more 
your credit. 


Antonio follows, at the end of the Bridle, on his hands and feet, and does 
CW | all bis Poſtures. 5 | 5 
Second Mer. He's well chin'd, and has a tolerable good back; that's half in 
half. [To Muſtapha.) Iwou'd ſee him ſtrip, has he no Diſeaſes about him? 
 Muft. He's the beſt piece of Man's-fleſhin the Market, not an Eye. ſore in his 
whole Body. Feel his Legs, Maſter, neither Splint, Spavin, nor Wind-gall. 
SHS, | 1 5 [Claps him on the Shoulder. 
Merchant feeling about him, and then putting his hand to his ſide, 
Out upon him, how his flank heaves! The Whorſon's broken-winded. 
 Muft. Thick-breath'd a little: Nothing but a ſorry cold with lying out a 
Nights in Trenches; but ſound Wind and Limb, I warrant him. AR 


Try him at a looſe trot a little. [ Puts the Bridle into his hand, heſlroakes him. 


Ant. For Heaven's fake Owner ſpare me; you know I am but new broken. 

Second Mer. Tis but a waſhy Jade, I ſee: What do you ask tor this Bauble ? 

Muff. Bauble do you call him; he's a ſubſtantial true-bred Beaſt; bravely fore- 
handed; mark but the cleanneſs of his ſhapes too; his Dam may be a Spaniſh 
Gennet, but a true Barb by the Sire, or I have no skill in Horſe-fleſn. 
Marry I ask Six Hundred Xeriffs for him, f 


Enter Mufti. 
Mufti. What's that you are asking Sirrah? 


Muſt. Marry I ask your Reverence Six Hundred Pardons; I was doing you 
a ſmall piece of Service here, putting off your Chattle for you · 
Mufti. And putting the Money into your own Pocket. 7 
Muſt. Upon vulgar repuration, no, my Lord, it was for your profit and emo- 
lument. What wrong, the Head of my Religion? I was ſenſible you wou'd have 
damn'd me, or any Man that ſhou'd have injur'd you in a ſingle Farthing; for 1 
knew that was Sacrifice. „ 1 Me 8 Ts 
Mufti. Sacrilege you mean, Sirrah, — and damning ſhall be the leaſt part 
of your puniſhment: I have taken you in the Manner, and will have the Law 
upon YOuÞ®- ..- C 
Muſt. Good my Lord, take pity upon a poor Man in this World, and damn 
me in the nexi. „ 9 5 tes 
Mufti. NoSirrah, ſo you may repent, and *ſcape puniſhment: Did not you 
ſell this very Slave amongſt thereſt to me, and take Money for him. 
Mut. Right my Lord. „ „„ 
Mafti. And ſelling him again? Take Money twice for the fame Commodity? 


Oh, Villain! Fe 
But did you not know him to be my Slave, Sirrah? _ | 
Mat. Why ſhou'd Ilye to your Honour, I did know him; and thereupon ſee- 
ing him wander about; took him up for a Stray, and impounded him, with in- 
tention to reſtore him to the right Owner. _ i 
Mufti. And yet at the ſame time was ſelling him to another: How rarely the 
ſtory hangs together. FF a 
Maſt. Patience, my Lord, Teas Hick n 
I tool him up, as your Heriot, with intention to have made the beſt of him, and 
then have brought the whole product of him in a Purſe to you; for I know you 
wou' d have ſpent half of it upon your Pious Pleaſures, have hoarded up the other 
half, and given the remainder in Charities to the Poor. JFF 
Mufti. And what's become of my other Slave? Thou haſt ſold him too I have 
a villainous ſuſpicion. 5 VV 
Muſt. I know you have, my Lord; but while I was managing this young ro- 
buſtious Fellow, that old Spark who was nothing but Skin and Bone, and by 
conſequence, very nimble, ſlipt through my Fingers like an Eel; for there was no 
hold-taft of him, and ran away to buy himſelf a new Maſters - W 
Vol. II. | . ; Y 7 ES | f Mufti. 
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Help'd thine to gain: Surpriz/d him and his Kingdom, © 
No provocation given, no War declared. M, Mol. Pl hear no more, ” 

Alm, This is the living Coal that burning in me 
Wou'd flame to Vengeance, cou'd it finda vent: 


My Brother too, that lies yet ſcarcely cold 67 Ip : 
In his deep watry bed: My wandring Mother, Wo 


Who in Exile died. 


O that I had the fruitful Heads of Mara, 

That one might bourgeon where another fell! 

Still wou'd t give thee work; ſtill, ſtill, thou Tyrant, 

And hiſs thee with the laſt. I 
. Mol. Something, ] know not what, comes over me: 

Whether the Toyls of Battle, unrepar'd 

With due repoſe, or other ſudden qualms 

Benducar do the reſt. [Goes off, the Court follows him, 
Bend. Strange; in full health! This pang is of the Soul; 

The Body's u aconcern'd: I'll think hereafter. 

Conduct theſe Royal Captives to the Caſtle; | 

Bid Dorax uſe em well, till farther order. gs [Going off, ops, 


Ihe inferior Captives their firſt Owners take, 


To ſell, or to diſpoſe.— You Muſtapha, „ 
Set ope the Market for the ſale of Slaves. 5 [Exit Benducar, 


De Maffers and Slaves come forward, and Buyers of ſeveral Qualities came 
in and chaſfer about the ſeveral Owners, who make their Slaves do Tricks, 


ift. My Chattels are come into my hands again, and my Conſcience will 
ſerve me to fell 'em twice over; any price now, before the Mafti come to 
claim 'em. 

Firſt Merchant to Muſtapha, 

What .do'{t hold that old Fellow at? + [Fong to Alvarez, 
He's tough, and has no Service in his Limbs. 

7 5 f. J confeſs he's ſomewhat tough; but [ ſuppolc you wou'd not boy! him, 
| a3k tor him a thouſand Crowns. 

Firſt Mer. Thou mean'ſt a thouſand Marvedi's. 

14{F. Prithee Friend, give me leave to know my own meaning. 

F:r/} Mer. What Vir tues has he to deſerve that price? N 

laßt. Marry come up Sir? Virtues quoth ah! I took him in the King? s Com- 


pany; he's of a great Family, and rich, What other Virtues wouldſt thou have 


ina Nor 


Firſt Iller. I buy him with another Man's Purſe, that's my comfort. My Lord 


- There” s Handſel. 


Dorax the Governor will have him at any rate. 
Come old Fellow, to the Caſtle. 


Alvar. 'Vo what is miſerable Age reſer Yd! en 2 


But oh the King ! And oh the fatal Secret! 


Which I have kept thus long to time 1t better, 


Aud now l wou'd diſcloſe, tis paſt my Power. ; [Exit with his Miſe. 
Aut. Something of a Secret, and of the King I heard him mutter: A Pimp I 


warrant hi m, for I am ſure he is an old Courtier. Now to put off t other rem- 


nant oh my! lerchandiſe. 


Stir up, Sirrah. 7s [To Antonio. 


Anton, Dog, what would lt thou have! 


Lat. Learn better manners, or I ſhall ferve you a Dog-trick; Come, down 


upon all four immediately; 
make you know your Rider. 
at. Thou wilt not make a Horſe of me? 


uſt. Horte or Aſs, that's as thy Mother made thee.——But take earneſt in 


the lirſt place for thy Sawcinels,  - [Laſbes himmith his Whip 


Be advis'd Friend, and buckle tothy Gears: Behold my Enſign of Wet: diſ- 


play'd over thee. 
4-t. hope one day to uſe thee worſe in Portugal. 


Mujt. Ay, and good reaſon, Friend, if thou catcheſt me a conquering on he gh 


ſide of the Water, lay me on luſtily, TI take! it as kindly as thou doſt this. 


Holds up his Whip, Antonio tying down. 


Hold my dear Thrum-Cap: I obey thee chearfully : 


— 


Ie 


——— ore 7 


I fee the Doctrine of Non-Reſiſtance is never practis'd throughly, but when a 
Man cant help himſelf. 


| Enter a Second Merchant. 
Second Mer. You, Friend, I wou'd ſee that Fellow do his Poſtures. 
|  Muſtapha 6br:d/izg Antonio. | 
Now Sirrah follow, for you have Rope enough: 
To your paces, Villain, amble, trot, and gallop: = _ 
Quick about there. Leap, the more Money's bidden for you, the mare 
your credit. ä ; 
Antonio follows, at the end of the Bridle, on his hands and feet, and does 

„ all bis Poſtures. | | 9 8 

Second Mer. He's well chin'd, and has a tolerable good back; that's half in 
half. [To Muſtapha.] I wou'd ſee him ſtrip, has he no Diſeaſes about him? 

Maſt. He's the beſt piece of Man's-fleſh in the Market, not an Eye: ſore in his 

whole Body. Feel his Legs, Matter, neither Splint, Spavin, nor Wind-gall. 

NG 1 1 [Claps him on the Shoulder. 
Merchant feeling about him, and then putting his hand to his ſide, 

Out upon him, how his flank heaves! The Whorſon's broken-winded. 

Muſt. Thick-breath'd a little: Nothing but a ſorry cold with lying out a 
Nights in Trenches; but ſound Wind and Limb, I warrant him. os 
Try him at a looſe trot a little. [Pats the Bridle into his hand, heſtroakes him. 

Aut. For Heaven's fake Owner ſpare me; you know I am but new broken. 

Second Mer. *Tis but a waſhy Jade, I ſee: What do you ask tor this Bauble ? 

Muff, Bauble do you call him; he's a ſubſtantial true-bred Beaſt; bravely tore- 
handed; mark but the cleanneſs of his ſhapes too; his Dam may be a Spaniſh 
Gennet, but a true Barb by the Sire, or I have no skill in Horle-fleſh, ——- 


Marry I ask Six Hundred Xeriffs for him. 


| | Euter Mufti. 

Mufti. What's that you are asking Sirrah ? | 5 i 1 
Muſt. Marry I ask your Reverence Six Hundred Pardons; I was doing you 
a ſmall piece of Service here, putting of your Chattle tor you. 

Mufti. And putting the Money into your own Pocket. 7 

Muſt. Upon vulgar repuration, no, my Lord, it was for your profit and emo- 
lument. What wrong the Head of my Religion? I was ſenſible you wow'd have 
damn'd me, or any Man that ſhou'd have injur'd you in a ſingle Farthing; for T 

knew that was Sacrifice. „ 5 9 
Mafti. Sacrilege you mean, Sirrah, — and damning ſhall be the leaſt part 
of your puniſhment: I have taken you in the Manner, and will have the Law 
upon you. e . 1 dir | 

Mauſt. Good my Lord, take pity upon a poor Man in this World, and damn 

me in the next. 5 | 1 
Mafti. NoSirrah, fo you may repent, and *ſcape puniſhment: Did not you 
ſell this very Slave amongſt thereſt rome, and take Money for him. 

Muff, Right my Lord. - 5 ET 
Mafti. And ſelling him again? Take Money twice for the fame Commodity? 
Oh, Villain! „ 2 „ hols 
But did you not know him to be my Slave, Sirrah? 
Maſt. Why ſhow'd I lye to your Honour, I did know him; and thereupon ſee- 
ing him wander about; took him up for a Stray, and impounded him, with in- 
tention to reſtore him to the right Owner. | 
Mufti. And yet at the ſame time was ſelling him to another: How rarely the 
ſtory hangs together. 2 | 

Maft. Patience, my Lord, 75 | 5 
I tool him up, as your Heriot, with intention to have made the beſt of him, and 

then have brought the whole product of him in a Purſe to you; for I know you 
wou'd have ſpent half of it upon your Pious Pleaſures, have hoarded up the other 
half, and given the remainder in Charities to the Poor. „ 

Mufti. And what's become of my other Slave? Thou haſt ſold him too I have 
a villainous ſuſpicion. eee 855 | | 

Muſt. I know you have, my Lord; but while I was managing this young ro- 
buſtious Fellow, that old Spark who was nothing but Skin and Bone, and by 
conſequence, very nimble, ſlipt through my Fingers like an Eel; tor there was no 
hold- faſt of him, and ran away to buy himſelf a new Maſters FN es 

Vol. II. Een”, + if Mufti. 
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Mufti to Antonio. Follow me home Sirrah : [To Muſt.] I ſhall reme 


ſome orher time. 


LY 


72 Mer you 
[Exit Mufti with antonio. 


Muſt. T never doubted your Lordſhips Memory, for an ill turn: Ang ſhall 
remember him too in the next riſing ofthe Mobile, tor this act of Reſumption, and 
more eſpecially tor the Ghoſtly Counſel he gave me before the Emperor, to have 


hang'd my ſelf in ſilence, to have ſav'd his Reverence. The bett owt i 
beforehand with him, for ſelling one of his Slaves twice over. 


85 Iam 


And if he had 


not come juſt in the nick, 1 might have pocketed up t'other: For what ſhould 
a poor Man do, that gets his living by hard labour, but pray for bad times whey 
he may get it eaſily. Oh, for ſome incomparable Tumult! Then ſhowa I natu. 


ther ſide already, and there's nothing more to get of *em. 
Both rich and poor for their own Int'reſt pray, 
I'is ours to make our Fortunes While we may; 
For Kingdoms are not conquer'd every day. 


rally wiſh, that the beaten Party might prevail, becauſe we have plunder'd too. 


Exit Muſtapha, 


Mn nts 


ACT I. SCENE L 


Snpposd to be a Terrace Walk, on the fide of the Caſtle of Alcazar. 


Enter Emperor, Benducar. 
Emp. A ND think'ſt thou not it was diſcover'd 2 
; | Bend. No: e 


The Thoughts of Kings are like Religious Groves, 


The Walks of muffled Gods: Sacred retreat, 
Where none but whom they pleaſe Vadmit, approach. 
Emp. Did not my Conſcious Eyes flaſh out a Flame 
To lighten thoſe brown horrours, and diſcloſe 
The ſecret path I trod? _ 705 5 
Bend. 1 cow'd not find it, 'till you lent a Clue 
To that cloſe Labyrinth; how then ſhou'd they? 
Emp. T wou'd be loath they ſhou'd; it breeds contempt 
For Herds to liſten, or preſume to pry, 
When-the hurt Lyon groans within his Den: 
But ax not rape Eu nent edn hs: 
Bend. To love? not more than 'tis to ive; a Tax 
Impos'd on all by Nature, paid in kind, 


Familiar as our being. 


Ep. Still *tis ſtrange 

To me: I know my Soul as wild as Winds, 
That ſweeps the Deſerts of our moving Plains; 
Love might as well be ſow'd upon our Sands, 
As in a breſt ſo barren: 
Jo love an Enemy, the only One 
Remaining too, whom yelter Sun beheld, 
Multring her Charms, and rolling as ſhe paſt, 
By every Squadron her alluring Eyes: 
Jo edgeher Champions Swords, and urge my ruine. 
The ſhouts of Soldiers, and the burſt of Cannon, 
Maintain even ſtill a deaf and murm'ring noiſe; 
Nor is Heav'n yet recover'd of the found 
Her Battle rows'd: Yet ſpite of me I love. 

Bend. What Then controuls you? 


Her Perſon is as proſtrate as her Party. 


Emp. A thouſand things cont roul this Conqueror, 
My Native Pride to own th'unworthy Paſſion, 
Hazard of Intreſt, and my People's love: 

To what a Storm of Fate am I expos'd! 
What it I had her murder'd ? *tis but what 
My Subjects all expect, and ſhe deſerves: 


| Wou'd 


F 


* » 2 ad... ad. Ati a6 


Wou'd not the impoſſibility 
Of ever, ever ſeeing, or poſſeſſing | 
Calm all this rage, this Hurricane of Soul ? 
hend. That ever, ever, 
1 marked the double, ſhows extream reluctance 
To part with her for ever. | 
Emp. Right, thou haſt me, 
Twou'd but cannor kill : I muſt enjoy her: 
1 muſt and what I muſt be ſure I will. 
What's Royalty but power to pleaſe my ſelf? 
And if I dare not, then am I the Slave, 
And my own Slaves the Sovereigns, "tis reſolv'd, 
Weak Princes flatter when they want the power 
To curb their People; tender Plants muſt bend: 
But when a Government is grown to ſtrength, 
Like ſome old Oak, rough with its armed Bark, 
It yields not to the tug, but only nods, | 
And turns to ſullen State. 
Bend. Then you reſolve 3 
T'implore her pity, and to beg relief? 
Emp. Death, muſt I beg the pity of my Slave? 
Muſt a King beg? Yes, Love's a greater King; 
A Tyrant, nay a Devil that poſſeſſes me : 
He tunes the Organs of my Voice, and ſpeaks 
Unknown to me within me; puſhes me, 
And drives me on by force... : 
Say I ſhou'd wed her, wou'd not my wiſe Subjects 
Take check, and think it ſtrange? perhaps revolt? 
Bend. J hope they wou'd not. 3 
Emp. Then thou doubt'lt they wou'd ? h Bend. To whom: 
do ber 
Perhaps, or to my Brotlier, or to the. Pr 
Bend. [in diſorder] To me! me did you mention? how I tremble! 
The Name of Treaſon ſhakes my honeſt Soul. 
It Lam dounted; Sd, 5 
Secure your ſelf this moment, take my Life, 
Emp. No more: If I ſuſpected thee — I. would. 21 a 
Bend. I thank your kindneſs: Guilt had almoſt loſt me! Ade. 
Emp. But clear my doubts: Think'ſt thou they may Rebel. 3 
Bend. [ Aſide.] This goes as IwWou'd wiſh : —— (To the Emp.) *Tis poſſible, 
A ſecret Party {till remains, that lurks il 
Like Embers rak'd in Aſhes —— wanting but Tu = - 8 
A breath to blow aſide tlvinvolving duſt, 9 
And then they blaze abroad. . 
Emp. They muſt be trampled out. Bend. But firſt be known. 
Emp. Torture ſhall force it from em. 
Bend. You wou'd not put a Nation to the Rack? 
Emp. Yes, the whole World; fo I be ſafe, I care not. 
Bend. Our Limbs and Lives | 
Are yours, but mixing Friends with Foes is hard. 
Emp. All may be Foes; or how to be diſtinguiſh'd, 
It ſome be Friends ? ET HS 
Bend. They may with caſe be winnow'd: 
Suppoſe ſome one who has deſerv'd your truſt, 
Some one who knows Mankind, ſhould be employ'd 
To mix among em, ſeem a Maleconteat, 
And dive into their Breaſts, to try how far 
They dare oppoſe your Love? +5 pd, te 
Emp. I like this well; *ris wholeſome, wickedneſs, 
Bend. Whomever he ſuſpects, he faſtens there, 
And lea ves no cranny of his Soul unſearch d.. 
Then like a Bee bag'd with his honey'd ve nom, .. 
He brings it to your Hive ; if ſuch a Man . 
80 able, ane e eee ee eee, a 4 nine tg EN 
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If not my project dies —» 
Emp. By all my hopes thou haſt acſerib/d a thy ſelf, — - 


Thou, thou alone art fit to play that Engine, 


Thou only could'ſt contrive. 
Bend. Sure I could ſerve you; 


I chink Icou'd: but here's the difficulty, | 
I'm ſo entirely yours, 


That I ſhou'd ſcurvily aiſemble hate; 
The cheat wou'd be too grots. 
Ein. Art thou a Stateſman 
And canſt not be a Hypocrite ? Impoſſible: 
Do not diſtruſt thy Virtues. 
Bend. If L mult perſonate this ſeeming Yi, 
Remember 'tis to ſerve you. | 
Emp. No more Words: 


Are troubleſome but that; and yet that moſt- 
Bid Dorax treat Sebaſtian like a King ; 


I had forgot him; — but this Love mars all, 


And takes up my whole Breaſt. 

Bend. (to the Emp.) Be ſure PII tell him. 
With all the aggravating Circumſtances 
can, to make "him ſwell at that Command, 
'The Tyrant firſt ſuſpected me: . 
Then, with a ſudden guſt, he Whirbd aboht, 
And truſted me too far: Madneſs of Power! 
Now, by his own conſent Iruine him. 


For, ſhou'd ſome feeble Soul, for fear or gain, 


Bolt out Vaccuſe me, ev'n the King is cozen'd, 
And thinks he's in the Secret. 
How ſweet is Treaſon when the Traytor's aſe! J 
(Sees the Mufti and Dorax entring and fee ring to confer.) 
The Mafti, and with him my ſullen * 


That firſt is mine already. 


was eaſie work to gain a covetous Mind, 
Whom rage to loſe his. Pris'ners had prepared: 
Now, caught himſelf, 


| He wou'd ſeduce another ; I muſt help him: 


For Church-men, though they itch to govern; all, 
Are filly, woful, awkward Politicians; _ 
They make lame miſchief, tho? they mean it well: 
Their Int'reſt is not finely drawn, and hid, 
But ſeams are coarſly bungled up, and ſeen. 

Mauf. He'll tell you more. 

Dor. Pve heard enough already 
To make me loath thy Morals. 

Bend. (to Dor.) You ſeem warm: 


The Good Man's Zeal, perhaps, has gone tog far. 


Dor. Not very far; not farther than Zeal goes 

Of courſe; a ſmall days journey ſhort of Treaſon. 
Muf- By all that's Holy, Treaſon was not nam'd : 

I ſpar'd hh Emperor's broken Vows to fave 

Ihe Slaves from Death; tho? it was cheating f Heav” — 


Hut I forgave him that. 


Dor. And ſlighted oer 
The Wrongs himſelf ſuſtain'd in Property”: 
When his bought Slaves were ſeiz d by force, no loſs 
Of his conſider'd, and no coſt repaid. * 

Muff. Not wholly ſlighted o'er, not abſolutely: 
Some modeſt hints of Private Wrongs Turg'd. 

Dor. T wo thirds of all he ſaid; there he began; 
To ſhew the fulneſs of his Heart, there ended : 
Some ſhortexcurſions of a broken Vow, 
He made indeed but flat inſipid ſtuff: 


[ Going . 


[Exit Emperour. 
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King o, PO 
But when he made his loſs the Theme, he flouriſh'd, 
Relie vd his fainting Khetorick with new Figures, 
And thunder'd at oppreſſing Tyranny, _ | 
Muf. Why not, when Sacrilegious Pow'r wou'd ſeize 
My Property, *tis an affront to Heav'n, 
Whoſe Perſon, though unworthy, I ſuſtain. 
Dor. You've made ſuch ſtrong Alliances above, 
That *twere Protanenels in us Laity 
To offer Earthly Aid. | 1 . 
I tell thee, Mufti, if the World were wiſe, 
They wou'd not wag one Finger in your Quarrels. 
Your Heav'n you Promiſe, but our Earth you covet. 
The Phaetons of Mankind, who fire that World, 
Which you were ſent, by Preaching, but to warm. 
Bend. This goes beyond the mark. . 
Muf. No, let him rail; £7 
His Prophet works witlun him; 
He's a rare Convert. . 
Dor. Now his Zeal yearn z, 
To fee me burnt; he damns me from his Church; 
| Becauſe I wou'd reſtrain him to his Duty; 
Is not the care of Souls a load ſufficient? 1 CORE, 
Are not your. Holy Stipends paid for this? | 
Mere you not bred a- part from worldly noiſe, 
To ſtudy Souls, their Cures and their Diſcaſes 7 
If this be ſo, we ask you but our own ; . SY 
Give us your whole Imployment, all your care: 
The Province of the Soul is large enough 
Io fill up every Cranny of your time, 
And leave you much to anſwer, if one Wretch 
Be damn'd by your neglect, , 
Bend. (to the Maſti.) He ſpeaks but reaſon. 3 
Dor. Why then theſe Foreign Thoughts of State-Employments, 
Abhorrent to your Function and your Breeding? So 
Poor droaning Truants of unpractis'd Cells, | 
Bred in the Fellow!hip of bearded Boys, 
What wonder is it if you know not Men? 
Yet there you live demure, with down-catt Eyes, 
And humble as your Diſcipline requires 
But, when let looſe from thence to live at large, 
Your little tincture of Devotion dies: 
Then Luxury ſucceeds, and ſet agg 
With a new Scene of yet untaſted Joys. "2 
Lou fall with greedy hunger to the Feaſt, _ 
Of all your College Vertues, nothing now _ 
But your Original Ignorance remains 
Bloated with Pride, Ambition, Avarice, 


Lou ſwell, to Counſel Kings and Govera Kingdoms. 
Maf. He prates, as if Kings had ag Conſciences, 

And none requir'd Directors but the Crowd.  _ 
Dor. As private Men they want you, not as Kings; 

Nor wou'd you care t'inſpect their publick Conſcience, = 

But that it draws dependencies of Pow'r "| 

And Earthly Intereſt which you long to ſway. | 

Content you with monopolizing Heav'n, » 

And let this little hanging Ball alone | 

For give you but a Foot of Conſaence there 5 

And you, like Archimedes, toſs the Globe. 

We know your thoughts of us, that Laymen are 

Lag Souls, and Rubbiſh of remaining Clay, 


Which Heav'n, grown weary of more perfect work, 
Set upright with a little puff of Breath, * +» 4 | 
and bid us paſs for Men. F 
Myſt. Iwill not anſwer, kd eee, 


* 


WR 2 22 


— etna 
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Baſe foul- mouth'd Renegade; but I'll pray for thee ; #5 
| To ſhew my Charity. | Wy Exit Mufti, 
vi ME” Doe. Do; but forget not him who needs it moſt: ; | 
] | Allow thy ſelf ſome ſhare : He's gone too ſoon ; 
I had to tell him of his holy jugglings, 1 
0 | Things that wou'd ſtartle Faith, and make us deem 
0 Not this, or that, but all Religton's falſe. . | | 
| | | Bend. Our Holy Orator has loſt the Cane: Ade. 
Ri But I ſhall yet redeem it-—(to Dorax) let him go; | | 
Wo For I have P bra Orders trom the Emperour, 3 | 
0 | Which none but you muſt hear: I muſt confels _ * 4 
I cou'd have wiſh'd ſome other hand had 8 'em. 
When did you ſee your Pris'ner Great Sehaſtian! 
1 _ Dor. You might as well have ask'd me when I faw 
A creſted Dragon, dea an!!!! 8 
= '  _____ Both are leſs Poiſon to my Eyes and Nature. 
He knows not I am I; nor ſhall he ſee me 14 
Till time has perfected a lab'ring thought, 
a | That rowls within my Brealt, _ | 
= Bend. was my miſtake: | 
Fly I gueſs'd indeed that time, and his misfortunes, 
And your returning Duty had effaed — 
* Ihe Mem'ry of paſt Wrongs; they wou'd in me; 
bt And I judg'd you as tame and as forgiving. 
Dor. Forgive him! No, I left my fooliſh Faith 
Becauſe it would oblige me to forgiveneſs. 
Bend. I can but grieve to find you obſtinate: 
For you muſt ſee him; tis our Emp'rours will, 
And ſtrict Command. 5 
|; Dor. I laugh at that Command. 0 8 
16 5 hBend. You mult do more than ſee; ſerve, and reſpect him. 
| Dor. See, ſerve him, and reſpect, and after all 
My yet uncancelbd wrongs, I muſt do this! 
But I forget my ſelf. e 
Bend. Indeed you do. 8 | 
{| Dor. The Emp'rour is a ſtranger to my wrongs; 
ji . need but tell my ſtory to revoke 
i — This hard Commiſſion. _ 
Bead. Can you call me Friend, 
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And think I cou'd neglect to ſpeak, at full  _ 
Th'Affronts you had from your ungrateful Maſter ? 
Dor. And yet enjoyn'd my Service and Attendance? 
Bead. And yet enjoyn'd *em both ; wou'd that were all; 
He ſcrew'd his Face into a mrs. (mile, N 25 
And ſaid Sebaſtian knew to govern Slaves. 3 
Dor. Slaves are the growth of Africk, not of Europe: 3 
By Heav'n I will not lay down my Commiſſion; 2 
Not at his Foot, I will not ſtoop fo low; : 
But if there be a part in all his Face | 
More Sacred than the reſt, I'll throw it there. 
Bend, You may; but then you loſe all future means 
Ot Vengeance on Sehaſtian, when no more 
Alcalde of this Fort. n 
Dor. That thought eſcap'd mme. 
Bend. Keep your Command, and be reveng?d on both: 
Nor ſooth your ſelf; you have no pow'r t'affront him; 
The Emp'rour's Love protects him from inſults. _ 
And he, who ſpoak that proud ill-natur'd Word, 
Following the bent of his impetnoustemper, 
May force your reconcilement to Sebaſtian: — 
Nay, bid you kneel, and kiſs th'offending Foot, 
That kick d you from his Preſence. | . 
But think not to divide their puniſnment; 3 | 
You cannot touch a Hair of loath'd Sebaſtian, B 
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While Muley-Molach lives. 
Dor. What means this Riddle? 
Bend. Tis out; there needs no Oedipus to ſolve it. 
Our Emp'rour is a Tyrant, fear'd and hated ; 
I ſcarce remember in his Reign, one day 
Paſs guiltleſs o er his execrable head. 
He thinks the Sun is loſt that ſees not Blood : 
When none is ſhed we count it Holiday. 
We, who are molt in favour, cannot call _ 
This hour our own: —— you know the younger Brother 
Mild Muley-Asy dan. WN | 3 
Dor. Hold, and let me think. 
Bend. The Soldiers Idolize you, 
He truſts you with the Caſtle, 
The Key ot all his Kingdam. 
Dor. Well; and he truſts you too. 
Bend. Elſe I were mad, 0 


To hazard ſuch a daring Enterprize. 


Dor. He truſts us both; mark that, ſhall we betray him? 
A Maſter who repoſes Lite and Empire 
On our fidelity: | grant he is a Tyrant, 


That hated Name my Nature moſt abhors; 


More, as you fay, has loaded me with ſcorn: 


Eva with the laſt contempt, to ſerve Sebaſtian. +» 


Yet more | know he vacates my revenge, 
Which but by this revolt cannot compaſs : 
But, while he truſts me were fo baſe a part 


Io fawu and yet betray, I ſhou'd be hiſsd 


And whoop'd in Hell for that Ingratitude. 

Bend. Conſider well what J have done for you. 
Dor. Conſider thou what thou would'ſt have me do. 
Bend. You've too much Honour for a Renegade. 
Dor. And thou too little Faith to be a Fav'rite. 

Is not the Bread thou cat'ſt, the Robe thou wear'ſt, 


Thy Wealth and Honours, all the pure indulgence 


Of him thou would'ſt defttroy ? : 
And wou d his Creature, nay, his Friend betray him? 
Why then no Bond is left on Humane Kind: 


| Diſtruſts, Debates, immortal Strifes enſue ; 


Children may Murder Parents, Wives their Husbands ; | 
All muſt be Rapine, Wars, and Deſolation, ; 


When Truſt and Gratitude no longer bind. 


Bead. Well have youargued in your own defence : 
You, who have burit aſunder all thoſe Bonds, 
And turn'd a Rebel to your Native Prince. 
Dor. True, IrebelVd4; but when did I betray ? 
Indignities, which Man cou'd not ſupport, _ 
Provok'd my Vengeance to this Noble Crime, 


But he had ſtrip'd me firſt of my Command, 


Diſmiſs*'d my Service, and abſolv'd my Faith ; 
And, with diſdainful Language, dar'd my worſt, 

I but accepted War, which he denounc'd, 

Elſe had you ſeen, not Dorax, but Alonxa, nt 
With his couch'd Lance againſt your foremoſt Moor's 
Perhaps too turn'd the Fortune ofthe Day ; ET 


Made Africk Mourn, and Portagal Triumph: 7 


Bend. Let me Embrace thee - 
Dor. Stand off Sycophant, 
And keep infection diſtant. eee eee 
Bend. Brave and honeſt. Dor. In ſpight of thy Temptations. 
Bend. Call em Tryal's; e, n ee 
They were no more; thy Faith was held in Balance, 
And nicely weigh'd by jealouſie of Pow'r; . 
Vaſt was the Truſt of ſuch a Royal Charge; 
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And our wiſe Emperour, might juſtly fear 
Sebaſtian might be treed and reconciPd, 
By new Obligements to thy former Love. 
Dor. I doubt thee ſtill; thy Reaſons were too ſtrong, 
And driven too near the Head, to be but Artifice. 
And after all I know thou art a Stateſman, 
Where Truth is rarely found. 
Bend. Behold the Emperour; 3 
Enter Emp. Seb. and Almeyda - 
Ask him, I beg thee, to be juſtified, | 
If he employ'd me not to foord thy Soul, 
And try the footing whether falſe or firm. 
Dor. Death to my Eyes, I ſee Sebaſtian with him! 
Muſt he be ſerv'd! Avoid him, if we meet, 
It muſt be like the cruſh of Heav'n and Earth, | * 
T'involve us both in ruine. 5 [Exit Dorax, 
Bend. "Twas a bare ſaving Game I made with Dorax, 
But better ſo than loſt; he cannot hurt me, 
That I precaution'd ; I muſt ruine him. 


- 


But now this Love; ay, there's the gath'ring Storm 
The Tyrant muſt not wed Almeyda; no, 
That ruines all the Fabrick I am raiſing. 

Vet ſeeming to approve it gave me time, 


And gaining time gains all. | 
(Benducar goes and waits behind the Emperour.) 5s 
(Ie Emperour, Sebaſtian, and Almeyda advance to the Front of the Stage.) 
| Guards and Attendants. | | 
Emp. to Seb, I bad 'em ſerve you, and if they obey not, 
T keep my Lyons keen within their Dens, b 
To ſtop their Maws with diſobedient Sla ves. 
Seh. Ik Thad Conquer gg 88 
They cou'd not have with more obſervance waited : 
heir Eyes, Hands, Feet, . 
Are all ſo quick, they ſeem t'have but one motion, 
Jo catch my flying Words. Only the Alcade 
Shuns me, and with a grim Civility, 
TL Bows, and declines my Walks. 
Emp. A Renegade : 5 
I know not more of him; but that he's brave, 
And hates your Chriſtian Sect. If you can frame 
A farther with, give wing to your deſires, 
And name the thing you want. 
Seb. My Liberty: 1 N 
For were ev'n Paradiſe it ſelf my Priſon, 
Still I ſhou'd long to leap the Chryſtal Walls. 
Emp. Sure our two Souls have ſomewhere been acquainted, 


Fi In former Beings; or ſtruck out together, 
0 | One ſpark to Africk flew, and one to Portugal. to 
l Expect a quick dehverance; (turning to Alm.) here's a third, 


0 Of kindred Soul to both: Pity our Stars _ 

\ Have made us Foes! I ſhow'd not wiſh her Death. 

Alm. lask no pity ; if I thought my Soul 

Of kin to thine, ſoon wou'd I rend my Heart-ſtrings, 
And tear out that Alliance: But thou Viper 

Haſt cancelbd Kindred, made a rent in Nature, 
And through her Holy Bowels gnaw'd thy way, 
Through thy own Blood to Empire. 

_ Emp. This again; 

And yet ſhe lives; and only lives t'upbraid me. 

Seb. What Honour is there in a Woman's Death 
Wrong'd, as ſhe fays, but helpleſs to revenge; 
Strong in her Paſſion, impotent of Reaſon, 
Tooweak to hurt, too fair to be deſtroy'd. 

Mark her Majeſtick Fabrick; She's a Temple 


. 


, 
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Sacred by Birth, and built by Hands Divine; 
Her Soubs the Deity, that lodges there: 
Nor is the Pile unworthy of the Gd. 2 
Emp. She's all that thou canſt ſay, or I can think. | 1 
But the perverſeneſs of her clam'rous Tongue | | 
Strikes Pity deat- 1 | ph, | | 
Seb. Then only hear her Eyes ; 2 85 | 
Though they are mute they p ead; nay more, command; 
For Beauteous Eyes have Arbitrary Power- | | 
All Females have Prerogative of Sex, GR | 
The She's even of the Salvage Herd are ſafe: | 
All when they ſnarl or bite, have no return 
But Courtſhip from the Male. 
vi 9 Were She not She, and I not Maley-Molach, 
She's Miſtreſs of Inevitable Charms, | 
For all but me; nor am I fo exempt, 
But that I know not what I was to ſay------ 
But Iam too obnoxious to my Friends; 
And ſway'd by your Advice. 
Seb. Sir, | advis'd not. i FO, 5 
By Heav'n, I never Counſeld Love but Pity. 
Ein. By Heav'n thou didſt; deny it not, thou didit : 
For what was all that prodigalit7 "wat 
Of praiſe, but to enflame me! 5 
Seb. Sir 8 Emp. No more: 

Thou haſt con vinc'd me, that ſhe's worth my Love. | 
Seb. Was ever Man ſo ruin'd by himſelf! W72 
Alm. Thy Love; that odious Mouth was never fram'd ” 

To ſpeak a Word fo ſoſ t:: 3 
Name Death again, for that thou canſt pronounce 
With horrid Grace, becoming of a Tyrant. 
Love is for Humane Hearts, and not for thine, 
Where the brute Beaſt extinguiſhes the Man. 
Emp. Such, if | were, yet rugged Lyons love, 
And grapple, and compel their ſa vage Dames. 5 
Mark, my Sebaſtian, how that ſullen frown, „ [She fromns. 
Like flaſhing Lightning opens angry Heaven; | 
And while it kills delights. But yet, inſult not 
Too ſoon, proud Beauty, I confeſs no love. 
Seb. No, Sir, I faid ſo, and I witneſs for you, 
Not Love, but Noble Pity, mov'd your Mind: 
Int'reſt might urge you too to ſave her Life; 
For thoſe who with her Party loft, might murmur 
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At ſhedding Royal Blood. 

Emp. Right, thou inſtruct'ſt me 
Int'reſt of State requires not Death, but Marriage; [| 
Tunite the jarring Titles of our Line. | i 

| Seb. Let me be dumb for ever, all Tplead, Ale. - "i 
Like Wild-fire thrown againſt the Wind, returns | i 
With double force to burn mne. 

— Emp. Cou'd I but bend to make my beauteous Foe 
The Partner of my Throne, and of my Bet. 

Alm, Still thou diſſembleſt, but I read thy Heart, 

And know the Power of my own Charms; thou low'ſt, 
And J am pleas'd for my revenge thou doſt. Cr 

Emp. And Thou haſt cauſe. 1 e 

ke thee wretched. 
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Alm, Thave; for I have power to m 
Be ſure I will, and yet deſpair of freedom. 
Emp, Well then, I love, 52 he | 
And tis below my Greatneſs to diſown it 1 
Love thee implacably, yet hate thee too; GIN | | | 

| 


Wou'd hunt thee bare-foot, in the mid-day Sun, 
Through the parch'd Deſarts, and the ſcorching Sands, 
Venjoy thy Love, and onceenjoy'd to kill thee. | 
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Alm. Tis a falſe Courage, when thou threatneſt me; 
Thou canſt not ſtir a hand to touch my Life: 
Do not I ſee thee tremble while thou ſpeak'ſt? 
Lay by the Lyon's Hide, vain Conqueror, 
And take the Diſtaff; for thy SouPs my Slave. 

Emp. Confuſion! How thou viewelt my very Heart! 
I cou'd as ſoon, | 
Stop a Spring-Tide blown in, with my bare hand, 
As rhis impetuous Love :------Yes, I will wed thee; 
In ſpight of thee, and of my ſelf I will. 

Alm. For what? to People Africk with Monſters, 
Which that unnatural mixture muſt produce? 
No, were we joyn'd, ev'n tho? it Were in Death, 
Our Podies burning in one Funeral Pile, 

The Prodigy of Thebes wou'd be renew'd, 
And my divided Flame ſhou'd break from thine. 

Emzp, Serpent I will engender Poyſon with thee; 
Joyn Hate with Hate, add Venome to the Birth; 
Our OJ-ſpring, like the Seed of Dragons Teeth, 
Shall iſſue arm'd, and fight themſelves to death. 

Alm. I'm calm again thou canſt not marry me. a 

Emp.. As gleams of Sun-ſhine ſoften ſtorms to ſhowers, - 
So if you ſmile, the Loudneſs of my Rage. N 
In gentle Whiſpers thall return, but this 
That nothing can divert my Love, but Death. 

Alm. See how thou art deceiv'd, I ama Chriſtian; 

*Tis true, unpractis'd in my new Belief, 
Wrongs I reſent, nor pardon yet with eaſe: 
Thoſe Fruits come late, and are of {low encreaſe 
In haughty Hearts, like mine: Now tell thy ſelf 
If this one Word deſtroy not thy Deſigns: 
Thy Law permits thee not to marry me. 

Emp. Tis but a ſpecious Tale, to blaſt my hopes, 
And baffle my pretentions. Speak, Sebaſtian, 
And as a King ſpeak true. ot 

Seb, Then, thus adjur'd, | 
On a King's Word *tis Truth, but Truth ill-tim'd; 

For her dear Life is now expos'd anew; 
Unleſs you wholly can put on Divinity, 
And graciouſly forgive. 
Alm. Now learn by this, 
The little value I have left for Life, 
And trouble me no more. | 
Emp. Ithank thee, Woman, 
Thou haſt reſtor'd me to my Native Rage; 
And [ will ſeize my happineſs by force. 3 

Seb. Know Maley-Molach when thou dar'ſt attempt. 

Emp. Beware, I wou'd not be provok'd to uſe 
A Conqueror's right, and therefore charge thy ſilence. 
It thou wouꝰ'd'ſt merit to be thought my Friend, 
[ leave thee to perſwade her to compliance: | 
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If not, there's a new guſt in Raviſhment, 
Which I have never try'd. „ 
Bend. They muſt be watch'd; Alt. 


For ſomething I obſerv'd creates a doubt. [Exit Emp. and Bend. 
| Seb, P've been too tame, have baſely born my Wrongs . 4 IF 
And not exerted all the King within me; 17 Ps 
I heard him, O ſweet Heavens, he threat'ned Rape; ee 

Nay inſolently urg'd me to perſwade thee, 1 
Ev'n thee, thou Idol of my Soul and Eyes; : Y 
For whom I ſuffer Life, and drag this Being. 


n 


1 _ 


Alm. You turn my Priſon to a Paradiſe ; 3 nn 
1 | But have turn'd your Empire to a Priſon: inn 
1 Ihn all your Wars good Fortune flew: before you; i 
| EO 3 . Sublime 
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Sublime you ſate in Triumph on her Wheel; 
Tin in my fatal Cauſe your Sword was drawn; 
The weight of my misfortunes drag'd you down. 
Seb. And is't not ſtrange, that Heav'n ſhou'd bleſs my Arms 
In common Cauſes, and deſert the belt ? 
Now in your greateſt, laſt extremity, 
When I wou'd aid you molt, and molt defire it, 
bring but Sighs, the Succors of a Slave. 
Alm. Leave then the Luggage of your Fate behind, 
To make your flight more eaſie, leave Almeyda. 
Nor think me left a baſe, ignoble Prey, 
Expos'd to this inhumane Tyrant's Luſt; 
My Virtue isa Guard beyond my ſtrength : 
And Death, my laſt defence within my call. 
Seb. Death may be call'd in vain, and cannot come; 
Tyrants can tye him up from your relief: 
Nor has a Chriſtian privilege to die. 
Alas thou art too young in thy new Faith; 
Brutus and Cato might diſcharge their Souls, 
And give Furlo's for another World : 
But we, like Centry's, are oblig'd to ſtand 
In Starleſs nights, and wait the pointed hour. 
Alm, If ſhunning ill be good . 
To thoſe who cannot ſhun it but by Death : 
Divines but peep on undiſcover'd Worlds, 
And draw the diitant Landihape as they pleaſe: 
But who has &er return'd from thoſe Bright Regions, 
To tell their Manners, and relate their Laws? 
I'll venture Landing on that happy Shore 
With an unſully'd Body and white Mind; 
If I have err'd, ſome kind Inhabitant 
Will pity a {tray*d Soul, and take me home. 
Seb. Beware of Death, thou canſt not die unperjur'd, 
And leave an unaccompliſh'd Love behind: 
Thy Vowsare mine; nor will I quit my claim: 
The tye of Minds are but imperfect Bonds, 
Unleſs the Bodies joyn to Seal the Contract. 
Alm. What Joys can you poſſeſs, or can give? 
Where groans of Death ſucceed the ſighs of Love. 
Our Hymes has not on his Saffron Robe; 
But muffled up in Mourning, downward holds 
His dropping Torch, extinguiſh'd with his Tears. 
Sebaſt. The God of Love ſtands ready to revive it 
With his Athereal breath. _ | 
Alm. is late to joyn, when we muſt part fo ſoon. 
Seb. Nay, rather let us haſte it, e er we part: 
Our Souls for want of that acquaintance here, 
May wander in the Starry Walks above, 
And, torc'd on worſe Companions, mils our ſelves. 
Alm. The Tyrant will not long be abſent hence ; 
And ſoon ] ſhall be raviſh'd from your Arms. 
Seb. Wilt thou thy ſelf become the greater Tyrant, 
And give not Love, while thou haſt Love to give? | 
In dangerous Days when Riches are a Crime, 1 
The Wile betimes make over their Eſtates : - | 
Make o'er thy Honour, by a Deed of Truſt, | 
And give me Seizure of the mighty Wealth. 
Alm. What {hall I do! O teach me to refuſe | 
Iwou'd ; and yet I tremble at the grant. 
For dire Preſages fright my Soul by day, | 
And boding Viſions haunt my nightly Dreams: 
Sometimes, methinks, I hear the groans of Ghoſts ; 
Thin, hollow ſounds, and lamentable ſcreams; 
then like a dying Echo, from afar, 
Vol. II. 2 2 2 = My 
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My Mothers Voice, that ery Wed not Almeyda! 
Forewarn'd Almeyda, Marriage is thy Crime. 

Seb. Somic envious Demon, to delude our Joys; 
I ove is not Sin, but where 'tis Sinful Love. 

Ain. Nine is a Flame fo Holy and fo clear, 
hat the white Taper leaves no foot behind; 
No ſmoak of Luſt; but chaſt as Siſters Love, 
When coldly they return a Brother's Kiſs, 
\Vithout the Zeal that meets at Lovers Mouths. 

gel. Laugh then at fond Preſages; I had ſome ; 
Fam'd Noftradamm, when he took my Horoſcope, 
Foretold my Father I ſhou'd Wed wirh Inceſt: 

Per this unhappy War my Mother died; 
And Sitters I had none: Vain Augury! _ 
Along Religious Life, a Holy Age, 

My Stars aſſign'd me too; impoſſible. 

For how can Incelt fuit with Holineſs, 

Or Prieitly Orders with a Princely State? 

Alm. Old venerable Alvarez !-----({ighing.) 

Seh. Bur why that ſigh in naming that Good Man? 

Alm. Your Father's Counſellor and Confident----- 

Seb, He was; and, if he lives, my ſecond Father. 

Alen. Mark'd our farewel, when going to the fight, 
Lou gave Almeyda for the Word of Battle; 

I' was in that fatal moment, he diſcover'd 

The Lovethat long we labour'd to conceal. 

I know it; though my Eyes ſtood full of Tears, 

Yet through the Miſt Iſaw him ſtedfaſt gaze; 

Then knoched his aged breaſt, and inward groan'd ; 
Like ſome {ad Prophet, that foreſaw the doom 

Of thoſe, whom belt he lov'd, and cou'd not fave. 

Seb, It itartles me! and brings to my remembrance, 
That, when the ſhock of Battle was begun,  _ 
He wou'd have much complain'd (but had not time) 
© our hid Paſſion; then, with lifted hands, 
te beg'd me by my Fathers Sacred Soul, 

Not to eſpouſe you, if he died in fight; 

For if he liv'd, and we were Conquerors 

He had ſuch things to urge againſt our Marriage, 

As, now declar'd, wou'd blunt my Sword in Battle; 

And daſtardize my Courage. 
Aim, My Blood cruddles ; 

And cakes about my Heart. | 1 

Seb. I'll breath a ſigh, fo warm into thy Boſom, 
Shall make it low again. My Love, he knows not 
'Thouart a Chriſtian, that produc'd his fear; 

I eſt thou ſhou'd'ſt ſooth my Soul with Charms fo ſtrong, 

That Heav'n might prove too weæg. 
Alm. There muſt be more; 

[his cou'd not blunt your Sword. | 
ye, Yes, it I drew it, with a curſt intent, 
To take a Misbeliever to my Bed, 
It mult be ſo. 
Alm. Vet- 

Seb. No, thou ſhalt not plead 
With that fair Mouth, againſt the Cauſe of Love. 
Within this Caſtle is a Captive Prieſt, 

My Holy Confeſſor, whole free acceſs 
Not ev'n the barb'rous Victors have refus'd ; 
This happy hour his hands ſhall make us one. 

Alm, I go, with Love and Fortune, two blind Guides, 
To lead my way; half loath and half conſenting. 
It, as my Soul forebodes, ſome dire event 
Purſue this Union, or ſome Crime unknown, 
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Forgive me Heav'n, and all ye Bleſt above, | | 
Excuſe the frailty of unbounded Love. | — [Exeunt Ambo; 


5 CEN E Il. 
Suppos'd 4 Cat with Lodging Roows behind it; or on the ſides. 


Enter Mufti, Antonio as a Slave, and Johayma the Mufti“, Wife, 


Muf. And how do you like him, look upon him well; he's a perſonable Fellow, 
of a Chriſtian Dog. Now I think you are fitted, for a Gardiner : Ha, what 
ſay'ſt thou Tohayma? 

Joh. He may make a ſhift to ſow I ettice, raiſe Melons, and water a Gar den- 
Plat. But otherwiſe a very filthy Fellow ; how odiouſly he ſmells ot his Coun- 
try Garlick! tough, how he ſtinks of Spain To. 

Maf. Why Honey bird I bought him a purpoſe for thee: Didft not thou ſay 
thou Long dit for a Chriſtian Slave? 

Joh. Ay, but the ſight of that loathſome Creature bas almoſt cur'd me: And 
how can I tell that he's a Chriſtian? And he were well learch' d he may prove a 
Jew for ought I know. 

And belides, I have always long'd for an Eunuch ; for they ſay that's a Civil 
Creature, and almoſt as harinleſs as your ſelf, Husband : Speak Fellow, are not 
you ſuch a kind of peaceable thing? 


Ant. 1 was never taken for one in my own Country ; and not very peaceable 
neither when I am well provok'd. 

Maf. To your Occupation Dog; bind up the Jefſamines in yond Arbor, and 
handle your pruning Knite with dexterity: ; tightly I fay, go tightly to your "buli- 
neſs; you have colt me much, and mult earn it in your work; here's plentiful 
Proviſion for you, Raſcal, Sallating in the Garden, and Water! in the Tank, and 
on Holydays the licking of a platter of Rice, when you deſerve it. 

Joh. What have you been bred up to, Sirrah, and what can you verforin to 
recommend you to-my Service ? — 

Antonio making Legs. 5 

Why Madam, [1 can perform as wich © as any Man, in a fair Ladies Ser vice. 

I can play upon the Flute, and Sing; I can carry your Umbrella, and fan 
your Ladyſhip, and cool you when you are too hot; in tine, no Service either 
by day or night ſhall come amiſs to me; and beſides, am of fo quick an apprehen- 
tion, that you need but wink upon me at any time, to make me underſtand my 


duty. [She winks at him. 
Ant. Very fine, ſhe has tip't the wink already,----- 1 8 [ Aſide. 


Joh. The Whelp may come to lomething! in time, when 1 have enrer'd him 
into his buſineſs. 


Maf. A very malapert Cur, I can tel him as; I do 9 his anne , you 
mult be taught your diſtance, Sirrah- [Strikes him. 

Joh, Hold, hold. -—— _ 

He has deſerv'd it I confeſs; but for once let his 1 ignorance lead his pardon ; 
we mult not diſcourage a beginner. Your Reverence has taught. us Charity, 
cv'n to Birds and Bealfs; here you filthy brute you ;---- take this little Alms to 
buy you plaiſters. [Gives him a piece of Money. 

Ant. Money and a Love- -pinch i inthe inſide of my palm into the pain Al ide. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord N is coming to Wait on you, and 15 already at the 

Palace-Gate- _ 


Maf. Come in, Johayma, regulate the reſt of ti my Wives and Concubines, and 
leave the Fellow to his work: 
Joh. How ſtupidly he ſtares about him, like a Calf new Lobe into the World: 
I hall teach you, Sirrah, to know your bufineſs a little better. This Way 
you aukward Raſcal, here lies the Arbour, mut! be ſhewing you eternally ? 


[ Turning him «boar. 


Muf. Come away Minion ; you ſhall ſhew him nothing. 
Joh. I'll but bring him into the Arbour, where a Rofe-tree and a Myrtle! are 
juſt falling for want of a prop; if they were bound together they wou'd help 
bo keep up one another, ic's a raw Gardiner p and? tis but Charity to reach 
um. | 2 


Muff : 
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| Muf. No more deeds of Charity to day; come in, or I ſhall think you a little 

better diſpos'd than I could wiſh vou- . . 

Joh. Well, go before, I will follow my Paſtor. 
Muf. So you may caſt a ſheeps-eye behind you: In before me. And 

neſs, mind your pruning Knife; or I may chance to ule it for you. 

 Exeunt Mufti and Johayma. | 

Ant. (alone.) Thank you for that; but T am in no ſuch haſte to be made à 


Muſulman. For his Wedlock, tor all her haughtineſs, I find her coming. How 


— — 


YOu Sawel— 


* 


far a Chriſtian ſhowd reſiſt, I partly know ; but how far a lewd young Chriſtian 
can reſiſt is another queſtion. She's tolerable, and I am a poor Stranger, far from 
better Friends, and ina bodily neceſſity: Now have I a ftrange temptation to 
try what other Females are belonging to this Family: I am not far from the 
Women's apartment I am ture; and if theſe Birds are within diſtance, here's that 
will chuckle 'em togerher- (Pulls out his Flute.) If there be variety of Moors- 
fleſh in this Holy Market, *rwere madnels to lay out all my Money upon the firſt 
Bargain. | ts 2 [He Plays. 
A Grate opens, and Morayma, the Multi's Daughter, appears at it. 
, Aut. Ay, there's an Apparition ! This is a Morſel worthy of a Mrfti; this is 
the reliſhing Bit in ſecret ; this is the Myſtery of his Alcoran, that muſt be re- 
ſer vd from the knowledge of the prophane Vulgar. This is his Holyday Devo- 

tion; fee, ſhe beckons tov. — _ 1 [ She beckons to him. 

Mor. Come a little nearer, and ſpeak ſoftly. 

Aut. J come, I come, I warrant thee; the leaſt twinckle had brought me to 

thee; ſuch another kind ſyllable or two, wou'd turn me to a Meteor and draw 

me-up to thee.-:--*.- 5 

Alor. ] dare not ſpeak, for fear of being over heard; but if you think my Per- 
on worth your hazard, and can deſerve my Love — the reſt this Note ſhall 
tell you — (throws down a Handkerchief) No more, my Heart goes with you. 

uy ä ; [Exit from the Grate, 
Ant. O thou pretty little Heart, art thou flown hither ? PII keep it warm ! 
warrant it, and brood upon it in the new Neſt: But now tor my Treaſure-trove, 
that's wrapt up in the Handkerchief: No peeping here, though I long to be ſpel- 
ling her Arabic Scrawls and Pot-hooks. But I mult carry oft my Prize, as Rob- 
bers do; and not think of ſharing the Booty, before I am tree from danger, and 
out of eye-ſhot from the other Windows. If her Wit be as poynant as her Eyes, 

I am a double Slave. Our Northern Beauties are meer dough to theſe; inſipid 
white Earth, meer Tobacco-pipe-clay; with no more Soul and Motion in em 
than a Fly in Winter: „ . | 

Here the warm Planet ripens, and ſublimes 
The well-bak'd Beauties of the Southern Climes. 
Our Cupid's but a Bungler in his Trade; if 
His keeneſt Arrows are in Africt made. | [Exit Antonio. 


r EE: 
 ATerras-walk ; or ſome other Publick Place in the C Ale of Alcazar: my 


Enter Emperor Muley-Moluch, Benducar, 
Emp. Arry'd! Pl not believe it; 'tis impoſture; 
WF Improbable they ſhou'd Falun attempt, 
Impoſhble they ſhou'd effect their wi 
Bend. Have patience till I clear it. 
Ep. I have none: 
Go bid our moving Plains of Sand lie ftull, _ 


And ſtir not, when the ſtormy South blows high: 
From top to bottom thou haſt toſs'd my Soul, 
And now *tis in the madneſs of the Whurl, 
Requir'ſt a ſudden ſtop ? unſay thy lye, 

That may in time do ſomewhat. 

Bend. I have done: | 

For, ſince it pleaſes you it ſhou'd be forg'd 
Tis fit it ſhou'd: Far be it from your Slave, 


= | 
p 4 
8 6 


Row 7 FORTUGAL ” "Ws 


. wu A : Y nn IT" * 2 
* 


To wiſe e in your Sacred Breaſt. 
os Sebaſtian is my Slave as well as thou; ; 
Nor durſt offend my Love, but that Preſumption. 
ara Moſt ſure he ought not. 
Then all means were wanting; 
No "Paſt no Ceremonies of their Sett : 
Or, grant we theſe defects cowd be ſupply'd, 
How cowd our Prophet do an act fo baſe, 
So to reſume his Gifts, and Curſe my Conqueſts. 
By making me unhappy! No the Slave 
That told thee ſo abſurd a ſtory, ly'd. 
Bend. Let till this moment I have ſound him karhll; 
He faid he ſaw it too. 
Emp. Diſpatch; what ſaw he? 
Bend. Truth isconſidering” with what earneltneſ; * 
Sebaſtian pleaded for Almtyda's Life, 
Inhanc'd her Beauty, dwelt upon her Praiſe, ——- 
Emp. O ſtupid, and unthinking as F Was! 
I might have mark d it too; *rwas groſs and palpable | 
Bend. Methought1 tracd a Love ill-diſguiſed; 

And ſent my ſpy, a ſharp obſerving Slave, 

T'inform me better, if I gueſs'd aright. 

He told me, that he ſaw Sebaſtian s Page 

Run croſs the Marble Square; who ſoon return'd, 

And after him there lag'd a pu ing Fryar; -- 

Cloſe wrap'd he bore ſome ſecret Inſtrument 8 

Of Chriſtian Superſtition in his hand: 

My Servant follow'd faſt, and through a chink, 

Perceiv'd the Royal Captives hand in hand ; 

And heard the hooded Father mumbling charms, 

That make thoſe Misbelievers Man and Wife. ; 
Which done, the Spouſes kiſsd with ſuch a fervour, 
And gave ſuch furious carnelt of their Flames, 

That their E yes ſparkled, and their mANTYnE Blood 
Flew fluſhing o'er their Faces. 
Emp. Hell contound 'em! 
Bend. The Reverend Father, wich a Holy leer, 
Saw he might well be ſpar'd, and foon withdrew : 
This forc'd my Servant to a quick retreat, 
For fear to be diſcover'd; gueſs the reſt. 
Emp. Ido. My fancy is too exquiſite,” 
And tortures me with their imagin'd bliſs. 
Some Earthquake ſhou'd have riſen and rent the Sound: 
Have ſwallow'd him, and left the longing Bride, OL 
In Agony of unaccompliſh'd LDVEE 174 _— [Walks diſorderly. 
Enter the Mufti e 


Bend. In an unlucky hour | Ale. 


That Fool intrudes, raw in this great Affair, 
And uninſtructed how to ſtem the Tide. 
Coming up to the Mufti. (Adar ie.) 

The Emp'ror muſt not marry, nor enjoy : 
Keep to that Point; ſtand firm, for all's at ſtake. - 

Emp.” (ſeeing him. Touy Druggerman of Heaven, muſt I ee 
Your droaning Prayers? Why came you not before? 
Doſt thou not know the Captive King has dard | 
To wed Alm da! Cancel me that Marriage, 4 44 1 * 
And make her mine; about the buſineſs, quick. — 
Expound thy Mahomet, make him ſpeak my Senſe, 
Or he's no Prophet here, and thou no Muftz, - 
Unleſs thou know ſt the trick of thy Vocation, 
To wreſt and rend the La topleaſe thy Prince. 

Mf. Why, verily the Law is monſtrous plain 
There's not one doubtful Text in all the Alchora, | 
Which can be wrench'd in favour to your Proje&.* OO 
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Emp. For ge one, and forft it into ſome by lice, 
Of ſome old rotten Roll; do't, I command t 
Mult I teach thee thy Trade? 

Maf. It cannot be. 
For Matrimony being the deareſt point 
Of Law, the Peopie have it all by Heart; 
A Cheat on Procreation will not paſs. 1 | 
Beſides the Offence is ſo exorbitant, | n a hight Tone. 
To mingle with a misbelieving Race, | l 
That ſpeedy Vengeance wou'd purſue your Crime, 
And Holy Mahomer launch himſelf from Heav'n, 
Before th'unready Thunderbolt were form'd. 

Emperor taking him by the Throat with one hand, ſuatches out his Sword with the 
other, and points tt to his Breaſt. 

Frap. Slave, have I raisd thee to this Pomp and Pow'r 
To Preach againſt my Will? Know, Iam Law; 
And thou, not Mahomet's Meſſenger, but mine: 
Make it, Icharge thee, make my Pleaſure Lawful: 
Or, rſt [ {trip thee of thy Ghoſtly Greatneſs, 
Then fend thee Polt, to tell thy Tale above; 
And bring thy vain Memorials to thy Prophet 
Of Juſtice done below tor Diſobedience. 12 

Aft. For Heaven's fake hold, the reſpite of a Moment,- 
To think for you. 
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Emp. And for thy ſelf 
Maf. For both. . | 
Bend. Dilgrace, and Death, and Avarice have loſt him! h dude; 


Muf. Tis true our Law forbids to wed a Chriſtian ; 
But it forbids you not to Raviſh her. 
You have a Conquerors right upon your Slave; 
And then, the more deſpight you doa Chriſtian, 
You ſerve the Prophet more who loaths that Sect. 
Ep. Oh now it mends; and you talk reaſon, Mafti. 
But ſtay! I promited freedom to Sebaſtian, 
Now ſhou'd I grant it, his revengeful Soul 
Wouw'd nc'er forgive his violated Bed. 
AMaf. Kill him, tor then you give him Liber ty ö 
His Sou! is from his carthly Priſon freed. 
Emp. How happy is the Prince who has a Churchman 
So lcarn'd and plyant to expound his Laws. 
Bad. Two things | humbly offer to your Prudence. 
Emp. Be brief; but let not either thwart my Love. 
Bend, Firtt, ſince our Holy Man has made Rape Lawtul, 
Fright her with that; proceed not yet to force: 
Why ſhou'd you pluck the green dil aftetul Fruit 
From the unwilling Bough, 
When it may ripen of it ſelf, and fall! 25 
Emp. Grant her a day; though that's too much to give 
Out ot a Lite which I devote to Love. 
Bend, Then next, to bar 
All future hopes of her deſir'd Sebaſtian, 
Let Dorax be enjoy n'd to bring his head. SIGH 208 
Emp. (to the Muf.) Go Mufti, call him to receive his Orders [Exit Mufti. 
Late thy Counſel, her deſires new rouz'd, —_ T——_— ..- 
And yet unſlak'd, will kindle in her fancy, 
And make her eager to renew the Feaſt, 
| Bend. ( All de.) Dorax, I know betore will  difobey: 
There's a Foes head well cropt. —- 
But this hot Love precipitates my Plot; 
And brings it to projection &er its time. 
Enter Sebaſtian and Almeyda, hand in band; _ lt of the Emperar, why 
ſeparate and ſeem ditur 
Am. He br eaks at unawares, upon our Walks, 
And like a mid- night Wolf invades the Fold : 
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Make ſpeedy Preparation -of your Soul, Tg 
And bid it arm a-pace: He comes tor anſwer. 
And brutal miſchief fits upon his brow. 


Seb. Not the laſt Sounding cou'd Surprize me mors, 


That Summons drowzy Mortals to their Doom, 
When calPd in haſte they fumble for their Limbs, 
And tremble unprovided for their charge : 
My Senſe has been fo deeply plung'd in Joys, 
The Soul out-{lept her hour; and ſcarce awake, 
Wou'd think too late, and cannot! But brave Minds 
At worlt can dare their Fate. _—— . 
| Emperor coming up to them. 
Emp. Have you perform'd 
Your Embaſſy, and treated with ſucceſs ? 
Seb. J had not time. 23 
Emp. No, not for my Affairs, 
But for your own too much. 


Seb. You talk in Clouds, explain your meaning, Sir. 
Emp. Explain yours firſt: What meant you hand in hand, 


And when you ſaw me, with a guilty ſtarr, 
You loos'd your hold, affrighted at my Preſence ? 


Seb. Aﬀrighted? Emp. Yes, aſtoniſh'd, and confounded. 
Seb. What mak'ſt thou of thy ſelf, and what of me? 


Art thou ſome Ghoſt, ſome Demon, or ſome God, 
That I {hou'd ſtand aſtoniſh'd at thy fight? — 
If thou cou'dſt deem ſo meanly of my Courage, 
Why didſt thou nor engage me Man for Man, 
And try the Virtue of that Gorgon Face, 

To ſtare me into Statue? a 


Emp. Oh, thou art now recover'd, but by Heaven, 


Thou wert amaz'd at firſt, as if ſurpriz d 

At unexpected baſeneſs brought to light. 

For know, ungrateful Man, that Kings like Gods, 
Are every Where; walk in th'abyſs of Minds, 

And view the dark receſſes of the Sub. 
Seb. Baſe and ungrateful never was I thought ; 
Nor till this turn of Fate, durſt thou have call'd me: 
But, ſince thou boatPſt th Omniſcience of a God, 
Say in what cranny of Sebaſtiau's Soul, 
Unknown to me, fo loath'd a Crime is lodg'd ? 


Emp. Thou haſt not broke my truſt repos'd in thee ? 
Seb. Impos'd, but not receivd: Take back that falſhood. 
Emp. Thou art not Marry*d to Almeyda! Seb. Les. 


Emp. And own'ſt the Uſurpation of my Love? 

Seb. Town it in the Face of Heav'n and thee, 
No Uſurpation, but a Lawtul Claim, 1 
Of which I ſtand poſſeſt. | 

Emp. Sh'has choſen well, 2 
Betwixt a Captive and a Conquer. 

Alm. Betwixt a Monſter and the beſt of Men. 
He was the envy of his neighb'ring Kings; _ 
For him their ſighing Queens deſpis'd their Lords, 
And Virgin Daughters bluih'd when he was nam'd. 
To ſhare his Noble Chains is more to me, 
Than all the Salvage Greatneſs of thy Throne: 


Seb. Were I to chooſe again, and knew my Fate, 


For ſucha Night I wou'd be whatIam. _ 
The Joys I have poſſeſt are ever mine; 
Jut of thy reach, behind Eternity, 

Hid in the Sacred Treaſure of the paſt; 


But bleſt remembrance brings em hourly back. 


Emp, Hourly indeed,” who haſt but hours to live: 
O mighty purchaſe of a boaſted Bliſs ! 


— 
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Jo dream of what thou had'ſt one Fugitive N ight, ‚ 
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Lud never ſhalt have more. 


Why lingers Dorax thus? 


Thus far J can to fave Sebaſtian's Life. 


Seb. Barbarian, thou canſt part us but a moment; 
We ſhall be one again in thy deſpight: 


Life is but Air, 
That yields a paſſage to the whiſtling Sword, 


And cloſes when 'tis gone. 
Alm, How can we better die than cloſe embrac'd, 


Sucking each others Souls while we expire? 


Which fo transfusd, and mounting both at once, 


The Saints deceiv d ſhall by a ſweet miſtake, 
Hand up thy Soul for mine, and mine for thine. 

Emp. No, I'll untwiſt you: 5 
I have occaſion for your ſtay on Earth : 
Let him mount fr. and beat upon the Wing, 
And wait an Age for what I here detain. | . 
Or ſicken at immortal Joys above, N 
And languiſh for the Heav'n he left below. 

Alm. Thou wilt not dare to break what Heav'n has joyn'd ? 

Emp. Not break the Chain, but change a rotten link, 
And rivet one to laſt. 
Think'ſt thou I come to 700 Right and Smog] 

/here are my Guar 

_-  [Benducar goes out for the Guards, and returns, 
To drag that Slave to Death? VOY to Sebaſtian, 
Now ſtorm and rage, 


Call vainly on thy Pr opher, then defie him 


For wanting Power to fave thee. 
Seb. That were to gratifie thy Pride: Jil ſhew thee 
How a Man ſhou'd, and how a King dare die: 5 


So even, that mv Soul ſhall walk with eaſe 
Out of its fleſh, and ſhut out Life as calmly 

As it does Wor ds; without a ſigh to note 
One ſtruggle in the ſmooth diſſolving frame. 


Almeyda to the Emperor, 
Expect Revenge from Heav'n, inhumane Wretch; 
Nor Rh t'aſcend Sebaſtian's Holy Bed. 


Flames, Daggers, Poyſons, guard the Sacred ſteps; 


Thoſe are the promis'd Pleaſures of my Love. 
_ Emp. And theſe might fright another, but not me. 
Or me, if I deſign'd to give you pleaſure? 
I ſeek my own, "and while that laſts, you live. 
Enter two of the Guards. 
Go, bear the Captive to a ſpeedy Death, 
And {et my Soul at eaſe. 
Alm. I charge you hold; ye Miniſters of Death. 
Speak my Sebaſtian: 


Plead tor thy Life : Oh, ask it of the Tyrant; 


*Tis no diſhenour, truſt me, Love, tis none: 
I wou'd die for thee, but I cannot plead; , 
My haughty Heart diſdains i it, ev'n for thee. 
Still ſilent! Will the King of Portugal 
Go to his Death, like a dumb Sacrifice ? 
Beg him to ſave my Life in faving thine. 
Seb, Farewel, my Life's not worth another Word. 
Emp. (to the Guards.) Perform your OAK. 
Alm. Stay take my farewel too : . 


Farewel the Greatneſs of Almeyda's Soul! = | : 13 6 


Look Tyrant, what exceſs of Love can do, | r e 
It pulls me down thus low, as to thy Feet; [ Xoeels to him. 
Nay to embrace thy Knees With loat ung Hands, ® 

Which bliſter when they touch thee: Yet ev'n S 


Emp. A ſecret Pleaſure trickles through my Veins; ' 
It works about the inlets of my Soul : wi » 


To 
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To feel thy touch; and pity tempts the paſs ; 
But the tough mettle of my Heart refilts; 
"Tis warm'd with the ſoft Fire, not melted down. 

Alm. A flood of ſcalding Tears will make it run, 
Spare him ; Oh ſpare; can you pretend to Love, 
And have no pity? Love and that are Twins. 
Here will I grow ; ; 
Thus compaſs you with theſe ſupplanting Cords, 
And pull fo long till the proud Fabrick falls. 

Emp- Still kneel, and {till embrace; 'tis double pleaſure 

So to be hugg'd and ſee Sebaſtian die. 
Alm. Look Tyrant, when thou nam'ſt Sebaſtian's death, 
Thy very Executioners turn pale, 85 
Rough as they are, and harden'd in the Trade 
Of Death, they ſtart at an anointed Head, 


But the reſiſting Maſs drove back the Seal. 
Say, though thy Heart be rock of Adamant, 
Vet Rocks are not impregnable to Bribes: 
Inſtruct me how to bribe thee : Name thy price; 
Lo, I reſign my Title to the Crown; 
Send me to Exile with the Man J love, 
And Baniſhment is Empire. 
Emp. Here's my claim; [Clapping his Hand to his Sword. 
And this extinguiſh'd thine ; thou giv'ſt me nothing. 5 
Alm, My Fathers, Mothers, Brothers Death [ pardon : 
That's ſomewhat ſure; a mighty Summ of Murder, 
Of innocent and kindred Blood ſtruck off, 
My Prayers and Pennance ſhall diſcount for rhele, 
And beg of Heav'n to charge the Bill on me: 
Behold what price I offer, and how dear 
To buy Sebaſtiar's Life. 
Emp. Let after reck*nings trouble fearful Fools ; 
I'll ſtand the trial of thoſe trivial Crimes: 
But, ſince thou beg'ſt me to preſcribe my Terms, 
The only I can offer are thy Love; 
And this one day of reſpite to reſolve. 
Grant or deny, for thy next Word is Fate 
And Fate is deaf to Pray'r. | 
Alm. May Heav'n be ſo [Riſing up. 
At thy laſt breath to thine; I curſe thee not ; 
For who can better Curſe the Plague or Devil, 
Than to be what they are? That Curſe be thine, 
Now, do not ſpeak Sebaſtian, for you need not, 
But die, for I reſign your Life: Look Heav'n, 
 Almeyda dooms her dear Sebaſtian's Death! 
But is there Heav'n, for I begin to doubt; _ 
The Skyes are huſh'd ; no grumbling Thunders row! : 
Now take your ſwing, ye impious; Sin unpuniſh'd; 
Eternal Providence ſeems overwatch'd, 
And with a ſlumb'ring Nod aſſents to Murder. 
ä Euter Dorax attended by three Soldiers. 
Emp. Thou mov'ſt a Tortoiſe- pace to my relief. 
Take hence that, once a King; that ſullen Pride, 
That ſwells to Dumbneſs; lay him in the Dungeon, 
And fink him deep with Irons; that when he wou'd 
He ſhall not groan to hearing, when I ſend 
The next Commands are Death. | 
Alm, Then Prayers are vain as Curſes- 
Emp. Much at one | | 
In a Slave's Mouth, againſt a Monarch's Pow'r. 
This day thou haſt to think; 
Vol. II. M663 | wo” 
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At night, if thou wit Curls, thou ſhalt Curſe kindly ; 
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Then Pll provoke thy Lips, lay Seige ſo cloſe, 
That all thy ſallying breath ſhall turn to Bleſſings. 
Make haſte, ſeize, force her, bear her hence. 
Alm. Farcwel, my laſt Sebaſtian l 
I do not beg, I challenge Juſtice now; 
O Powers, it Kings be your peculiar care, 
Why plays this Wretch with your Prerogative? 
Now flaſh him dead, now crumble him to aſhes ; 
Or henceforth live confin'd in your own Palace ; 
And look not idly out upon a Wor Id 
That is no longer yours. 
(he is carriedoff ſtrugling, Emperor and Benducar follow.) 
Sebaſtian ſtruggles in his Guards "Arms, and ſhakes off one of them, but two others 
come in, and hold him; he ſpeaks not all the while. 
Dor. | find Pm but a half-ſtrain'd Villain tek 
But mungril-miſchievous; for my Blood oyPd, 
o view this brutal act; and my {tern Soul 
Tug'd at my Arm to draw in her defence. 
Down thou rebelling Chriſtian in my Heart; 
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Redcem thy Fame on this Sebaſtian firſt, [Walks a turn. 


Then think on others wrongs, when thine are righted. 


hut how to right em? on a Slave diſarm'd; 


Pelenceleßs, and ſubmitted to my rage? | 
A bate revenge is vengeance on m ſelf; [Walks again. 
Have it; and I thank thee honel head, Dos 
Thus preſent to me at my great neceſity: — [Comes up to Seb. 
You know me not! 

_ hear Men call thee Dorax. 

"Tis well, you know enough for once; you ſpeak too; 

Your 1were {truck mute before. 

Sev. Silence became me then. 

Dor. Yet we may talk hercafter, 

Seb. Hercatter Is not mine: 

Lifpatch thy Work, good Executioner. | 
Vor. None of my Blood were Hangmen ; add that falſhood 
To a long bill that yet remains unr eckon'd. 

eb. A King and thou can never have a reckoning, 

Dor. A greater ſumm per haps than you can pay. 

can time! ſhall make bold rincreaſe your Debt, Gives him his Sword. 
Faxethis and uſe it at your greateſt need. | „ 

Seh. This hand and this have been acquainted well ; [ Looks on it. 
if 10324 have come before into my gal, 
10 


ill the Rab iſhet, 


85 Sh, n till 1 thy meaning, but I thank thee. 
Thank me when lask thanks; thank me with that. 
Seb. "Such ſurly kindneſs did ] never ſee! 
(Dorax 20 the Captain of his Guards.) 
usa, draw out a File, pick Man by Man, 
uch. 10 dare di ie, and dear will fel] their Death. 
due rd him to th'utmoſt; now conduct lum hence, 
And treat him as my Perſon. 
Sev, Something like 
That Voice methinks I ſhou'd have ſomewhere heard: 
But Floods of Woes have hurry'd it far off; 
3cyond my kenn of Soul, [Exit Sebaſtian with the Soldiers. 
Dor. But I ſhall bring him back, ungrateful Man, Solus. 
hall, and ſet him full before thy light, 
Chen 1 shall front thee, like ſome ſtaring Ghoſt, 
V. ith all my wrongs about me. W nat ſo fon 
Return'd? this haſt is boding- 


Enter to him Emperor, Pen Mufti. 


Emp. 
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Emp. She's {till inexorable, ſtill imperious ; 
And loud, as if, like Bacchus, born in Thunder. 
Be quick ye falſe Fhyſicians of my Mind, 
Bring ſpeedy Death or Cure. 8 
Bend. What can be counſelPd while Sebaſtian lives!“ 
The Vine will cling, while the tall Poplar ſtands. 
But that cut down creeps to the next ſupport, 


And twines as cloſely there. 


Emp. That's done with eaſe, I ſpeak him dead; proceed. 


Maf. Proclaim your Marriage with Almeyaa next, 
That Civil Wars may ceaſe; this gains the Crowd; 
Then you may lately force her to your Will: 

For People ſide with Violence and Injuſtice, 

When done for Publick Good. 

Emp. Preach thou that Doctrine. . 

Bend. Th'unreaſonable Fool has broach'd a Truth 
Thar blaſts my hopes; but ſince ?tis gone ſo far, 

He ſhall divulge 4/»ezda is a Chriſtian; 
If that produce no Tumult I deſpair. 
Emp. Why ſpeaks not Dorarx? | 

Dor. Becauſe my Soul abhors to mix with him, 
Sir, let me bluntly ay, you went too far, 
To trutt the Preaching Pow'r on State Affairs, 
To him or any Heavenly Demagogue. 

Tis a Limb lopt from your Prerogative, 
And fo much of Heav'ns Image blotted from you. 

Muf, Sure thou haſt never heard of Holy Men 
(So Chriſtians call *em) fam'd in State Affairs; 

Such ast in Spain, Nimenes, Albornoz, n, 
In England, Woolſey, match me theſe with Laymen. 

Dor. How you Triumph in one or two of theſe, 
Born to be State{men, hap'ning to be Churchmen : 
Thou call'ſt *em Holy; ſo their Function was: 

But tell me Mufti, which of *em were Saints? 

Next, Sir, to you; the ſumm of all is this; 

Since he claims Power from Heav'n, and not from Kings, 
When ' tis his int'reſt, he can int'reſt Heav'n 
Jo preach you down ; and Ages oft depend 

On hours, uninterrupted, in the Chair. 

Emp, I'll truſt his Preaching, wile I rule his pay, 
And I dare truſt my Africans, to hear 
Whatever he dare Preach. 

Dor. You know 'em not. 

The Genius of your Moors is Mutiny; ; 

They ſcarcely want a Guide to move their Madneſs : 
Prompt to Rebel on every weak pretence ; 
Bluſtering when courted, crouching when oppreſt. 
Wiſe to themſelves, and Fools to all the World. 
Reſtleſs in Change, and Perjur'd to a Proverb. 

They love Religion ſweeten'd to the Senſe ; 

A good luxurious palatable Faith, _ 

Thus Vice and Godlineſs (Prepoſt'rous Pair!) 
Ride Cheek by Jowl; but Churchmen hold the Reins. 
And when &er Kings would lower Clergy Greatnels, 
They learn too late what Pow'r the Preachers have, 
And whoſe the Subjects are; the Mafti knows it; 
Nor dares deny what paſs'd betwixt us two. 

Emp. No more; whate'er he ſaid was my Command. 

Dor. Why then no more, ſince you will hear no more; 
Some Kings are reſolute to their own ruine. 

Emp, Without your medling where you are not ask d, 
Obey your Orders, and diſpatch Schaſtian. 

Dor. Truſt my revenge; be ſure I'withh him dead. 
Emp. What mean'ſt thou! what's thy wiſhing to my will. 


LAſide. 


Diſpatch 
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Diſpatch TRY rid me of the Man I loath. 


Dor. J hear you, Sir, I'll take my time and do't —— 
Emp. Thy time? What's al thy time, what's thy whole Life 
To my one hour of eaſe? No more replies, | 
zut ſee thou doſt it; Or 
Dor. Choak in that threat: Ican fay Or as loud. 
Emp. Tis well, | fee my Words have no effect, 
But I may fend a Meſſage to diſpoſe you. L going off. 
Dor. Expect an Anſwer worthy of that Meſſage. 
Muf. Ihe Prophet ow'd him this: 2 
And thank'd be Heav'n, he has it. 
Bend. By Holy Alha, I conjure you ſtay, 
And judge not raſhly of ſo brave a Man. 
(Draws the Emperor aſide and whips him.) 
il give vou Reaſons why he cannot execute 


| Your Orders now, and why he will hereafter. 


Maf. Beaducar 1s a Fool to bring him off, | [ Aſide, 
Il work my own revenge, and ſpeedily. 
Bend. The Fort is his, the Soldiers Hearts are his; 
A thouſand Chiriſtian Slaves are in the Caſtle, 
Which he can free to reinforce his Pow'r ; 
Your Troops far off, beleaguering Larache, 
Yet in the Chr iftians hands. 
Eimp. I grant all this; 
But grant me he mult die. 
Bid. He ſhall, by Poyſon; 
Tis here, the deadly Drug prepar'd i in Powder, 
Hot as Hell- fire: — Then, to prevent lus Soldiers 
From riſing to revenge their Gen'rals Death, 
While he 1s ſtruggling with his Mortal pangs, 
The Ribble on the ſudden may be rais'd 


To ſeize the Caſtle. 


Emp. Do't; tis leſt to thee. 


Bend. Vet more; but clear your brow; for he obſerves: {They whiſper ag ain. 
Dor. Whar, w i the Pav'rite prop my falling Fortunes, 
O-Fr odigy ol Court! | { Afiae, 
Emperor pr Benducar return to Dorax. 
Emp. Your Friend has fully clear'd your Innocence; 


I was too haſty to Condemn unheard, 


And you perhaps too prompt in your replies. 
As far as fits tlie Majetty of Kings, 
Lask Excuſe. 
Dor. I'm ſure I meant it well. 3 | 
Emp. Iknow you did: This to our Love renew'd.— [Emp. drinks 
Benuducar fill to Dorax. [Benducar turns and mixes a Powder in it. 
Dor. Let itgo round, for all of us have need 


To quench our Heats; 'tis the King's Hcalth, Benducar. — [He drinks 


And I wou'd Pledge 1 it, though I knew *twere Poyſon. 
Bend. Another Bowl, tor what the King has touch'd, 
[ Drinks out of another Bowl. 
And you have Pledg'd, is Sacred to your Loves. 
Muf. Since C harity becomes my Calling, thus 


Let me provoke your Friendſhip; and Heay'n bleſs it 
As J intend it well. — 


(Drinks, and turning aſide, pours ſome drops out of 4 little Vial into the Bom; 
then preſents it to Dorax. | 
Dor. Heav'n make thee honeſt, 


On that Condition we ſhall ſoon be Friends. | [Drinks 
Mf. Yes, at our meeting in another World; LAſide. 


For thou haſt drunk thy Paſſport out of this. 
Not the Nonacrian Fount, nor Lethe's Lake, 
Cou'd ſooner numb thy nimble Faculties 
Than this, to ſleep Eternal. 


Emy. Now fare wel Dora; this was our firſt quarrel, 
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And, I dare Propheſie, will prove our laſ. ä 
Ke? Exit Emperor with Benducar and the Mufti. 
Dor. It may be ſo: I'm ſtrangely diſcompos'd: 8 
Quick ſhootings through my Limbs, and pricking Pains, 
Qualms at my Heart, Convulſions in my Nerves, ö 
Shiv'rings of Cold, and Burnings of my Entrails . 50 1 i 
Within my little World, make medly War; | il 
Loſe and regain, beat and are beaten back 
As momentary Victors quit their Ground. 
Can it be Poiſon! Poiſon's of one Tenour, 

Or hot or cold; this neither, and yet both. 
Some deadly Draught, ſome Enemy of Life 
Boyls in my Bowels, and works out my Soul. 

Ingratitude's the growth of ev'ry Clime ; 
Africk, the Scene remov'd, is Portugal. 
Of all Court-Service learn the Common Lot; 
Today *tis done, to morrow 'tis forgot. 
Oh were that all! my honeit Corps muſt lie 
_ Expos'd to ſcorn, and publick Infamy : 
My ſhameful Death will be divulg'd alone; 
The Worthand Honour of my Soul unknown, _ [Ext 


SCENE II. Is a Night Scene of the Mufti's Garden, where an Arbour is 
| - diſcover d. | 


| Enter Antonio. | ets 
Aut. 8 Names her ſelf Morayma, the Maft?s only Daughter, and a Virgin! 
O This is the Time and Place that ſhe appointed in her Letter, yer ſhe 
comes not. Why thou ſweet delicious Creature, why to torture me with thy 
delay! Dar'ſt thou be falſe to thy Aſſignation? What, in the cool and ſilence 
of the Night, and to a new Lover? Pox on the Hypocrite, thy Father, for in- 
ſtructing thee ſo little in the ſweeteſt Point of his Religion. Hark, I hear the 
ruſtling of her Silk Mantle. Now ſhe comes, now the comes; no hang't, that 
was but the whiſtling of the Wind through the Orange Trees. Now again, I 
hear the pit - a- pat of a pretty Foot through the dark Alley: No, 'tis the Son ofa 
Mare that's broken looſe, and munching upon the Melons : Oh the Miſery 
of an expecting Lover! Well I'll &en deſpair; go into my Arbour, and try to. 
ſleep; in a Dream Iſhall enjoy her in deſpight of her. 
1 | [Gols into the Arbour and lies down. 
Enter Johayma wrapt up in a Mooriſh Mantle. | 
Joh. Thus far my Love has carried me, almoſt without my knowledge whi- 
ther I was going: Shall I go on, {hall I diſcover my felt! -—- What an injury 
am I doing to my old Husbard! — Yet what injury, ſince he's old, and has 
three Wives and fix Concubines beſides me! Tis but ſtealing my own Tythe 
from him. . [ She comes a little nearer the Arbour. 
EE Antonio raiſing himſelF a little, and looting - 
Atlaſt*tis ſhe; this is no illuſion Tam ſure; tis a true She-devil of Fleſh and 
Blood; and ſhe cou'd never have taken a fitter time to tempt me 
Joh. He's young and handſome. -—- | A 
Ant. Ves, well enough, I thank Nature. [Aſide. 
Joh. And Jam yet neither old nor ugly; ſure he will not refuſe me. 
Aut. No, thou may'ſt pawn thy Maiden-head upon't he wo not. —[ Aſide. 
Joh. The Mufti wou'd Feaſt himſelf upon other Women, and keep me 


Faſting, 40; 
[ Aſide. | . 
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Aut. O, the Holy Curmudgeon ! | 

Joh. Wou'd Preach Abſtinence, and Practice Luxury! but I thank my Stars I 
have edified more by his Example than his Precept. A 

Ant. Moſt divinely argu'd; ſhe's the beſt Caſuiſtin all Africk. [Aſiae, 

Hie ruſhes pat and Embraces her. | 
I can hold no longer from embracing thee, my dear. Moraum a, the old uncon- 
| 1 Whprolow thy Father, cou'd he expect cold Chaſtity from a Child of 
15 Degetting! | +4 0 . \ e | 
25 What Nonſenee do you talk? Do you take me for the Maftis Daughter ? 
Ant, Why, are you not, Madam? [Throwing off her 2 
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Joh. I find you had an Appointment with Morayma. Pin 
Ant. By all that's Good, the nauſeous Wife. _ Ade. 
Joh. What, you are confounded, and ſtand mute? = HY 
Ant. Somewhat nonpluſt I confeſs ; to hear you deny your Name ſo poſitive. 
ly; Why are not you Morayma the Mufti's Daughter? Did not I ſee you with 
him? Did not he preſent me to you? Were you not ſo charitable as to give me 
Money? Ay, and to tread upon my Foot, and ſqueeze my hand too, if I may 


| be fo bold to remember you of paſt Favours? 


Joh. And you ſee I am come to make em good; but I am neither Morazmy, 
nor the Mufti's Daughter? x) 
Ant. Nay, I know not that; but I am ſure he is old enough to be your Father; 


and either Father or Reverend Father, I heard you call him. 


Joh. Once again, how came you to name Morayma! 

Ant. Another damn'd miſtake of mine: For asking one of my Fellow Slaves, 
who were the Chief Ladies about the Houſe; he anſwer'd me Morayma and Jo- 
hayma; but ſhe it ſeems is his Daughter, with a Pox to her, and you are his be- 


loved Wife. 


Joh. Say, your beloved Miſtreſs, if you pleaſe; for that's the Title I deſire. 
This Moon-ſhine grows offenſive to my Eyes, Come, ſhall we walk into the Ar- 
bour ? there we may rectifie all miſtakes. 

Ant. That's cloſe and dark. 

Joh. And are thoſe Faults to Lovers? 

Ant. But there I cannot pleaſe my ſelf with the ſight of your Beauty. 

Joh. Perhaps you may do better: 

At. But there's not a breath of Air ſtirring. 

Jah. The Breath of Lovers is the ſweeteſt Air; but you are fearful. 

Ant. J am conſidering indeed, that if Iam taken with you. 

Joh. The beſt way to avoid it, is to retire, where we may not be diſcover'd. 

Ant. Where lodges your Husband? | 
Job. Juſt againſt the face of this open Walk. 
Ant. Then he has ſeen us already, for ought I know. 

Joh. You make ſo many difficulties, 'T fear lam diſpleaſing to you 

Ant. ( Aſide.) If Morayma comes and takes me in the Arbour with her, I have 
made a fine exchange of that Diamond for this Pebble. 5 

Jon. You are much fallen off, let me tell you, from the fury of your firſt Em- 

7» „ | 5 

Aut. Tconfeſs, I was fomewhat too furious at firſt, but you will forgive the 

tranſport of my Paſſion; now I have conſider'd it better, I have a qualm of 


- Conlaence, - 


Joh. Of Conſcience ! why what has Conſcience to do with two young Lovers 
that have opportunity? 5 | 


4nt. Why truly Conſcience is ſomething to blame for interpoſing in our Mat- 


ters: But how can J help it, if I have a ſcruple to betray my Maſter ? 


oh. There mult be ſomething more in't; for your Conſcience was very quiet 


when you took me for Morayma. 


Aut. I grant you, Madam, when I took you for his Daughter? For then! 
might have made you an honourable amends by Marriage. 8 
Job. You Chriſtians are ſuch peeking Sinners, you tremble at a ſhadow in the 
Moon-ſhine. 88 | OAT OS 
Ant. And you Africans are ſuch Termagants, you ſtop at nothing. I muſt be 
plain with you, you are Married, and to a Holy Man, the Head of your Reli- 
g10n: Go back to your Chamber, go back I ſay, and conſider of it for this night; 
as I will do on my part: I will be true to you, and invent all the Arguments I 
can to comply with you; and who knows, but at our next meeting, · the ſweet 
Devil may have more power over me: I am true Fleſh and Blood, 1cantell you | 


that for your comfort. 


Joh. Fleſh without Blood I think thou art; or if any, 'tis as cold as that of 
Fiſhes. But PII teach thee, to thy coſt, what Vengeance is in ſtore for refuſing. 
a Lady, who has offer'd thee her Love: Help, help, there; will no Body come 
to my afliltance? | 

Aut. What do you mean, Madam, for Heaven's fake peace; your Husband 
will hear you; think of your own danger, if you will not think of mine. 

Job. Ingrateful Wretch, thou deſerv'ſt no pity. Help, help, Husband, or I 


ſhall· be raviſh'd; the Villain will be too ſtrong for me. Help, help, for pity ofa 
poor diſtreſſed Creature. | | Aut. 
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Ant. Then have nothing but impudence to aſſiſt me: I muſt drown her cla- 
mour whate'er comes on't. 


He takes out this Flute, and plays as loud as he can pffivly, and ſhe con. 


Hines crying Outs 


Enter the Mufti in his Night-Gomn, and two Servants. 

Aff. O thou Villain, What horrible impiety art thou committing? What ra- 
viſhing the Wife of my Boſom? Take him away, ganch him, impale him, rid 
the World of ſuch a Monſter. | i Servants ſeize him. 

Ant. Mercy, dear Maſter, Mercy: Hear me firſt, and after, if L have deſerv'd 
hanging, ſpare me not: What have you ſeen to provoke you to this Cruelty ? 
Mf. I have heard the out-crys of my Wite; the bleatings of the poor innocent 


Lamb: Seen nothing ſay'ſt thou? If I ſee the Lamb lie bleeding, and the Butcher 


by her with his Knite drawn and bloody, is not that Evidence ſufficient of the 
Murder? I come too late, and the Execution is already done. 


Aut. Pray think in realon, Sir, is a Man to be put to Death for a Similitude ? 


No Violence has been committed; none intended: The Lamb's alive; and, if 1 


durſt tell you fo, no more a Lamb than 1 am a Butcher. 
Joh. How's that, Villain, dar'ſt thou accuſe me? | 
Ant. Be patient, Madam, and ſpeak but Truth, and I'll do any thing to ſerve 
you: I ſay again, and ſwear it too, PII do any thing to ſerve you. 
Joh. (Aſide.) J underſtand him; but I fear 'tis now too late to fave him. 
Pray hear him ſpeak Husband ; perhaps he may ſay ſomething for himſelf; I 
know not. | . N 
Mf. Speak thou, has he not violated my Bed and thy Honour. 
Joh. I forgive him freely for he has done nothing: What he will do hereafter, 
to make me ſatisfaction, himſelf belt knows. 
Aut. Any thing, any thing, ſweet Madam: I ſhall refuſe no Drudgery. 
' Maf. But did he mean no miſchief? Was he endeavouring nothing ? 
Job. In my Conſcience, I begin to doubt he did not. 
Auf. Tis impoſhble ; then What meant all thoſe out-crys ? 


Joh. I heard Muſick in the Garden, and at an unſeaſonable time of N ight; and 


I ſtole ſoftly out of my Bed, as imagining it might be he. 

Maf. How's that Johayma? Imagining it was he, and yet you went? 

Joh. Why not, my Lord? Am not Ithe Miſtreſs of the Family? And is it not 
my place to ſee good Orders kept in it? I thought he might have allurd ſome of 

the Shee-flaves to him; and was reſolv'd to prevent what might have been be- 
twixt him and them ; when on the ſudden he ruſh'd out upon me, caught me in 
his Arms with tuch a tury. -—— 5 

Mit. | have heard enough, away With him. 

Joh. Miſtaking me, no doubt, for one of his Fellow Slaves: With that, af. 
frighted as I was, I diſcover'd my ſelf, and cry'd aloud: But aſſoon as ever he 
knew me, the Villain let me go, and [ mult needs ſay, he ſtarted back, as if I 
were ſome Serpent; and was more affraid of me than I of him. 5 


Maf. O thou Corrupter of my Family, that's cauſe enough of Death; once 


again away with him. 5 

Joh. What, for an intended Treſpaſs? No harm has been done, whatever may 
be. He coſt you five hundred Crowns, I take it. Lo 

Maf. Thou ſay'ſt true, a very conſiderable Sum: He ſhall not die, though he 
had committed folly with a Slave; 'tis too much. to loſe by him. 

Ant. My only fault has ever been to love playing in the dark, and the more 
ſhe cry*d, the more I play'd ; that it might be ſeen I intended nothing to her. 
Ae. To your Kennel, Sirrah, mortitie your Fleſh, and conſider in whoſe 
Family you are. £ 5 

Joh. And one thing more; remember from henceforth to obey better. 

Maf. (Afide.) For all her ſmoothneſs, I am not quite cur'd of my Jealouſie; but 


L have thought of a way that will clear my doubts. 
2 [Exit Mufti with Johay ma and Servants. 
Aut. am mortified ſufficiently already, without the help of his Ghoſtly 
Counſel. Fcar of Death has gone farther with me in two Minutes, than my 
Conſcience wou'd have gone in two Months. I find my ſelf in a very dejected 
condition, all over me; poor Sin hes docmant, Concupiſcence is retir'd to his 
Winter Quarters; and if Morayma ſhou'd now appear, I ſay no more, but alas 
for her and me! | 2 
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Morayma comes out of the Arbour ;, ſhe ſteals behind him, and claps him on the buck, 

Mor. And if Morayma ſhou'd appear, as ſhe does appear, alas you ſay for her 
and you ! | | 

Ant. Art thou there my ſweet Temptation! my Eyes, my Life, my Soul, 
my all! | | 
147 A mighty Complement, when all theſe, by your own Confeſſion, are 
juſt nothing; : | 

Ant. Nothing, till thou cameſt to new create me; thou doſt not know the 
power of thy own Charms; let me embrace thee and thou ſhalt ſee how quickly 
I can turn wicked. : | f 

Mor. (Stepping back.) Nay, if you are ſo dangerous, tis beſt keeping you ata 
diſtance; I have no mind to warma frozen Snake in thy Boſom; he may chance 
to recover, and ſting me for my pains. 5 | 

Ant. Confider what I have ſuffer'd for thy fake already; and make me ſome 
amends; two diſappointments in a Night, Ocruel Creature! 

Mor. And you may thank your ſelf for both: Icame eagerly to the Charge, be- 
fore my time, through the back Walk behind the Arbour ; and you, like a freſh- 
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water Soldier, ſtood guarding, the paſs before; if you miſs'd the Enemy, you 


may thank your own dulneſs. 3 
Aut. Nay, if you will be uſing Stratagems, you ſhall give me leave to make 
uſe of my Advantages, now I have you in my power: We are fairly met; III 


try it out, and give no Quarter. 


- : 0 . 


Mor. By your favour, Sir, we meet upon Treaty now, and not upon de- 
nance. | 5 . „ 
Aut. If that be all, you ſhall have Carte blanche immediately; for ] long to be 
ratifying. OS 3 
or. No, now I think on't, you are already enter'd into Articles with my 
Enciny Tohayma: Any thing to ſerve you Madam, I ſhall refuſe no drudgery; 
Whole words were thoſe, Gentleman? Was that like a Cavalier of Honour? 
Aut. Not very Heroick; but Self- preſervation is a Point above Honour and 
Relig'on too. Antonio was a Rogue I mult confeſs; but you mult give me 


Mr. To beg your Lite ſo baſely ; and to preſent your Sword to your Enemy: 
h Recreant | „„ . 5 
Ant. If] had died honourably, my Fame indeed wou'd have ſounded loud, 

but I ſhou'd never have heard the Blaſt: Come don't make your ſelf worſe 

natur d than you are: To ſave my Lite, you wou'd be content I ſhou'd promiſe 


any thing: 


Mor. Yes, if I were ſure you wou'd perform nothing. 

Aus. Can you ſuſpect I wou'd leave you for Johayma ? „% 

Mor. No, but ] can expect you wou'd have both of us: Love is covetous, I 
muſt have all of you; Heart for Heart is an equal truck. In ſhort, I am Younger; 
I think Handſomer; and am ſure J love you better; ſhe has been my Step- mo- 
thertheſe fifteen years: You think that's her Face you ſee, but *tis only a dawb'd 
Vizard ; ſhe wears an Armour of proof upon't; an inch thick of Paint, beſides 
the Waſh; her Face is ſo fortified, that you can make no approaches to it, with- 


out a Shovel. But tor her Conſtancy, Ican tell you, for your comfort, ſhe will 


Love till Death, I mean till yours; for when ſhe has worn you out, ſhe will cer- 
tainly diſpatch you to another World, for fear of telling Tales; as ſhe has already 


ter vd three Slaves, your Predeceſſors of happy memory in her Favours. She has 


made my pious Fathera three-piPd Cuckold to my knowledge; and now ſhe 


woud be robbing me of my ſingle Sheep too. | 

Ant. Prithee prevent her then; and at leaſt take the ſhearing of me firſt. 

Mor. No, III have a Butcher's Pen'ꝰworth of you; firſt ſecure the Carcaſe, and 
then take the Fleece in to the Bargain. „„ 

Aut. Why ſure, you did not put your ſelf and me to all this trouble; for a dry 
come off; by this hand — - [Taking it. 

Mor. Which you ſhall never touch; but upon better aſſurances than you 
imagine. [ Pulling her hand away. 


3 I'll Marry thee, and make a Chriſtian of thee, thou pretty damn'd In- 
el Ty 8 


Mor. I mean you ſhall ; but no Earneſt, till the Bargain be made before Wit- 
nels; there's Love enough to be had, and as much as you can turn to, never 
doubt, but all upon Honourable Terms. 
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Ant. I vow and ſwear by Love; and he's a Deity in all Religions. 
Mor. But never to be truſted in any; he has another Name too, of a worſe 

ſound. Shall I truſt an Oath, when 1 fee your Eyes languiſhing, your Checks 

fluſhing, and can hear your Heart throbbing? No, Pll not come near you: 

He's a fooliſh Phyſician, who will feel the Pulſe of a Patient, that has tlie Plague - 

ſpots upon him. | | 

Ant. Did one ever hear a little Moppet argue fo perverſly, againſt fo good a 

Cauſe! Come, prithee, let me anticipate a little of my Revenue. 

Mor. You wou'd fain be fingering your Rents before-hand ; but that makes a 
Man an ill Husbandever after. Conſider, Marriage is a painful Vocation, as you 
ſhall prove it, manage your Incomes as thriftily as you can, you ſhall find a hard 
task on't, to make even at the years end, and yet to live decently. 

Ant. I came with a Chriſtian intention, to revenge my ſelf upon thy Father; 
for being the Head of a falſe Religion. — - 

Mor. And fo you ſhall; I offer you his Daughter for your Second: But 
ſince you are ſo preſſing, meet me under my Window to morrow-night, Body 
for Body, about this hour; Pll {lip down out of my Lodging, and bring my Fa- 
ther in my hand. 15 5 „„ 

Ant. How | thy Father! 535 is 

Mor. I mean all that's good of him; his Pearls and Jewels, his whole Con- 
tents, his Heart and Soul; as much as ever I can carry! I'll leave him his Alcoran ; 
that's Revenue enough for him ; every page of it is Gold and Diamonds. He has 
the turn of an Eye, a demure Smile, and a godly Cant, that are worth Millions 
to him. I forgot to tell you, that I will have a Slave prepar'd at the Poſtern- gate, 
with two Horſes ready ſadled: No more, tor I fear I may be miſs'd; and think 
I hear 'em calling for me,. if you have Conſtancy and Courage. . 

Azt, Never doubt it; and Love, in abundance, to wander with thee all the 
World over. 

Mor. The value of twelve hundred thouſand Crowns in a Casket 
Ant. A heavy burden, Heaven knows! But we muſt pray for Patience to 
ſupport it. . 0 e 5 95 

Mor. Beſides a willing Tit that will venture her Corps with you. Come, I 
know you long to have a parting blow with me; and therefore to ſhew Lam in 

Charity : ” 95 [Ae kiſſes her. 

Aut. Once more for pity, that I may keep the flavour upon my Lips till we 
meet again. | 5 

Mor. No, frequent Charities make bold Beggars; and beſides, I have learnt 
of a Falconer, never to feed up a Hawk when I wou'd have him fly; that's 
enough-------but if you will be nibling, here's a Hand to ſtay your Stomach. 

Kune her hand. 


* 


„ 


Ant. Thus Conquer'd Infidels, that Wars may ceaſe, 
Are forc'd to give their Hands, and ſign the Peace. 
Mor. Thus Chriſtians are out-witted by the Foe; 
You had her in your Pow'r, and let her go. 

If you releaſe my Hand, the Fault's not mine; 
You ſhou'd have made me Seal as well as Sign. 


[She runs off,jie follows her to the door; then comes back again, and goes out at the other, 


. 


m 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Benducar's Palace in the Caſtle of Alcazar. 


Hend. Y future Fate, the colour of my Life, 
My All depends on this important hour : 
This hour my Lot is weighing in the Scales, 
And Heav'n, perhaps, is doubting what to do- 
Almeyda and a Crown, have puſh'd me forward; 
Tis fix'd, the Tyrant muſt not raviſh her: 
He and Sebaſtian ſtand betwixt my hopes; 
He moſt, and therefore firſt to be diſpatch'd. 
Theſe and a thouſand things are to be done 
In the ſhort compaſs of this rowling Night, 
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And nothing yet perform'd, 
None of my Emiſſaries yet return'd. 
| Enter Haly----- Firſt Servant. 
Oh ay, thou haſt held me long in pain. 
What haſt thou learnt of Dorax ? is he dead? 
 Haly. "Two hours I warily have watch'd his Palace; 
All doors are ſhut, no Servant peeps abroad; ge 
Some Officers with ſtriding haſt paſs'd in, 
While others outward went on quick diſpatch; 
Sometimes huſb'd ſilence ſeem'd to reign within; 
Then Cries confus'd, and a joint Clamour follow'd; 
Then Lights went gliding by, from room to room, 
And ſhot like thwarting Meteors croſs the Houſe: 
Not daring farther to enquire: Icame 
With ſpeed to bring you this impertect News. 
Bead. Hence 1 conclude him either dead or dying : 
His mournful Friends, ſummon'd to take their leaves, 
Are throng'd about his Couch, and fit in Council. 
What thoſe Caballing Captains may deſign, 
{ mult prevent, | | 
hy being firſt in Action. 
IO Muley-Zyydan fly with ſpeed, deſire him 
To take my laſt inſtructions, tell thimportance „„ 
And haſte his Preſence here. | [Ext Haly, 
How has this Poyſon loft its wonted way? 
It ſhow'd have burat its paſſage, not have linger'd 
In the blind Labyrinths and crooked turnings, 
Of Humane Compoſition ; now it moves 
Like a flow Fire that works againſt the Wind, 
As if his ſtronger Stars had interpos'd. 
: | -- "Enter Hamer, © 
Well Hamet, are our Friends the Rabble rais'd ? 
From Muſtapha what Meſſage ? 
Hamet. What you wiſh: 
The Streets are thicker in this Noon of Night : 
'Than at the Mid-day Sun ; a drowzy horrour 
Sits on their Eyes, like fear not well awake, 
All crowd in heaps, as at a Night Alarm _ 
Ihe Bees drive out upon each others backs, 
TJ'imboſs their Hives in Cluſters; all ask news: 
Their buſie Captain runs the weary round 
To whiſper Orders; and commanding ſilence 
Makes not noiſe ceaſe ; but deafens it to murmurs. 
Bend. Night waſtes a- pace: When, when will he appear? 
Hlamet. He only waits your Summons. 
Bend. Haſte their coming. 
Let Secrecy and Silence be enjoin'd 
In their cloſe March: What News from the Lieutenant? 
Hamel. | left him at the Gate, firm to your Intereſt, 
T'admit the Townſmen at their firſt appearance. | 
Bend. Thus far tis well: Go haſten Maſtapha. [Exit Hamet. 
Euter Orchan----the third Servant, | 
O, Orchan, did I think thy diligence 
Wou'd lag behind the reſt * What from the Muft: ? 
Orchan, I fought him round his Palace; made enquiry 
Of all the Slaves; in ſhort, 1 usd your Name 
And urg'd th*importance home; but had for Anſwer, 
That fince the ſhut of Evening none had ſeen him. 
Bend. O the curſt Fate of all Confpiracies ! 
They move on many Springs, it one but fail 
The reſtiff Machine ſtopse-----In an ill hour he's abſent; 
*Tis the firſt time, and ſure will be the laſt | 
That &er a Mufti was not in the way, 


When Tumult and Rebellion ſhou d be broach'd. 


Stay 
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Stay by me; thou art reſolute and faithful; 
I have employment worthy of thy Arm. TW als, 
| Euter Muley-Zeydan. 
Muley-Zgjd. You ſee me come impatient of my hopes, 
And eager as the Courſer tor the Race: 5 
J all in readineſs? 
Bend. All but the Mutt. | | 
Muley-Xeyd. We mult go on without him. 
Bend. True, we mult; 
For *tis ill {topping in the full Career, 
Howe'er the leap be dangerous and wide. 
Orch. (Looking out) I ſee the blaze of Torches from afar ; 
And hear the trampling of thick-beating Feet 
This way they move. 
Bend. No doubt the Emperor. 2 
We mult not be ſurpriz'd in Conference. 
Truſt to my management the Tyrant's Death; 
And haſte your ſelf to join with Muſtapha. 
The Officer who Guards the Gate is yours; 
When you have gain'd that Paſs, divide your Force ; 
Your ſelf in Perſon Head one choſen halt, 
And march t'oppreſs the Faction in_Conlult 
With dying Dorax: Fate has driven 'em all 
Into the Net; You mult be bold and ſudden: _ 
Spare none, and if you find him ſtruggling yet 
With pangs of Death, truſt not his rowling Eyes 
And heaving gaſps; for Poiſon may be falſe, 
The home-thruſt of a friendly Sword is ſure. _ 
Mule- Ahd. Doubt not my Conduct; they ſhall be ſurpriz'd : 
Mercy may wait without the Gate one Night, 
At Morn I'll take her in, — _]. 
Bend. Here lies your way, 
You meet your Brother there. 
Mauley-Zeyd. May we ne'er meet: 
For, like the twins of Leda, when I mount | | 
He gallops down the Skies. — . [Exit Muley-Zeyd. 
Bend. He comes : Now Heart nd 
Be ribb'd with Iron for this one attempt: 
Set ope thy Sluces, ſend the vigorous Blood 
Through every active Limb for my relief: 
Then take thy reit within thy quiet Cell, 
For thou ſhalt drum no more. | | | 
Enter Muley Moluch, and Guards attending him. 
M. Mol. What News of our Affairs? And what of Dorax ? 
Is he no more? ſay that, and make me happy. 
Bend. May all your Enemies be like that Dog, 
Whoſe parting Soul is labouring at the Lips. 
NM. Mol. The People, are they rais'd ? 
Hend. And Marſhall'd too; yy 
Juſt ready for the March. 8 
MM. Mol. Then I'm at eaſe. e py | 
Bend. The Night is yours, the glitering Hoſt of Heav'n 
Shines but for you; but moſt the Star of Love, 
That twinkles you to fair Almeyda's Bed. 
Oh there's a Joy, to melt in her Embrace, 
Diſſolve in Pleaſures; 
And make the Gods curſe Immortality, 
That ſo they cou'd not die. 
But haſte, and make 'em yours. 
M. Mol. I will; and yet 
A kind of weight hangs heavy at my Heart; 
My flagging Soul flies under her own pitch; 
Like Fowl in Air too damp, and lugs along, 
As if ſhe were a Body in a Body, Ct 
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| And not a mounting Subſtance made of Fire. 

| My Senſes too are dull and ſtupified, 
Their edge rebated ; ſure ſome ill approaches, 
And ſome kind Spirit knocks ſoftly at m/ Soul, 
To tell me Fate's at hand. 

Bend. Meer Fancies all. | 
Your Soul has been beforehand with your Body, 
And drunk ſo deep a Draught of promis'd bliſs, 
She ſlumbers o'er the Cup; no danger's near, 
But of a Surfeit at too full a Feaſt. 

M. Mol. It may be ſo; it looks fo like the Dream 
That overtook me at my waking hour 
This Morn; and Dreams they ſay are then Divine, 

When all the balmy Vapours are exhal'd, Ns 
And ſome o'erpowering God continues ſleep. 
"Twas then methought Almeyda, ſmiling, came 

Attended with a Train of all her Race 
Whom in the rage of Empire I had murder'd. 
But now, no longer Foes, they gave me Joy 

Of my new Conqueſt, and with helping hands 
Heav'd me into our Holy Prophet's Arms, 

W ho bore me in a Purple Cloud to Heav'n. 

Bend. Good Omen, Sir, I wiſh you in that Heav'n 
Your Dream portends you. 8 | 5 
Which preſages Death. -— Aide. 

M. Mol. Thou too wert there; . 

And thou methought did'ſt puſh me from below, 
With thy full force to Paradiſe. Bend. Yet better. 

M. Mol. Ha! What's that grizly Fellow that attends thee ? 

Bend. Why ask you, Sir? e 

M. Mol. For he was in my Dream; 

And help'd to heave me u. 
Bend. With Prayers and Wiſhes ; 
For I dare ſwear him honeſt. 

M. Mol. That may be; 

But yet he looks Damnation. 

Bend. You torget 
The Face wou'd pleaſe you better: Do you love, 

And can you thus forbear ? 5 

M. Mol. Tl head my People; 

Then think of Dalliance when the Danger's o'er. 
My warlike Spirits work now another way; 
And my SouPs tun'd to Trumpets. 
Bend. You debaſe your ſelf, 

To think of mixing with tWignoble Herd. 

Let ſuch perform the ſervile Work of War, 
Such who have no Aleyda to enjoy, 

What ſhall the People know their God-like Prince 
Skulk'd in a nightly Skirmiſh ? Stole a Conqueſt, 
Headed a Rabble, and prophan'd his Perſon, 
Shoulder'd with Filth, born in a Tide of Ordure, 
And ſtifled with their rank offenſive Sweat? 

M. Mol. Jam off again: I will not proſtitute 

The Regal Dignity ſo far, to head 'em. 

Bend. There ſpoke a King. 

Diſmiſs your Guards to be employ'd elſewhere 
In ruder Combates; you will want no Seconds 
In thoſe Alarms you ſeek. _ = 

M. Mol. Go join the Crowd ; Turo the Guards. 
Benducar, thou ſhalt lead em in my place. [ Exennt Guards. 
The God of Love once more has ſhot his Fires 5 | 
Into my Soul; and my whole Heart receives him. 

Almezda now returns with all her Charms; 
I feel her as ſhe glides along my Veins, 
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And dances in my Blood: So when our Prophet 
Had long been ham'ring in his lonely Cell, 
Some dull, inſipid, tedious Paradiſe, 
A brisk Arabian Girl came tripping by; 
Paſſing, ſhe caſt at him a ſide-long glance, 
And look'd behind in hopes to be purſu'd : 
He took the hint, embrac'd the flying Fair: 3 
And having found his Heav'n, he fix'd it there. [Exit Mul. Mol. 
Bend, That Paradiſe thou never ſhalt poſſeſs. 8 
His Death is eaſie now, his Guards are gone; 
And J can Sin but once to ſeize the Throne. 
All after Acts are ſanctified by Power. 
Orchan. Command my Sword and Life. 
Bend. I thank thee, Orchan, | 
And ſhall reward thy Faith: This Maſter Key 
Frees every Lock, and leads us to his Perſon : 
And ſhow'd we miſs our blow, as Heav'n forbid, 
Secures retreat: Leave open all behind us 
And firſt {et wide the Mafti's Garden Gate, 
Which is his private paſſage tothe Palace: 
For there our Mutineers appoint to meet, 
And thence we may have aid. Now ſleep ye Stars 
That ſilently o'erwatch the Fate of Kings; 
Be all propitious Influences barr'd, 3 5 | 
And none but murd'rous Planets mount the Guard. [Exit with Orchan. 


"of Night Scene of the Muſti's Garden. 


— 22 


| Enter the Mufti alone, in a Slave's habit, like that of Antonio. 


Maf. This 'tis to have a ſound Head-piece; by this I have got to be Chief 
of my Religion; that is, honeltly ſpeaking, to teach others what I neither know 
nor believe my ſelf. For what's Mahomer to me, but that I get by him? Now 

for my Policy of this Night: Ihave mew'd up my ſuſpected Spouſe in her Cham- 
ber. No more Embaſhes to that luſty young Stallion of a Gardener, Next m 
habit of a Slave, I have made my ſelf as like him as I can, but all his Youth and 
Vigour; which when I had, I paſs'd my time as well as any of my Holy Prede- 
ceſſors. Now walking under the Windows of my Seraglio, if Johaymalook out, 

ſhe will certainly take me for Aatonio, and call to me; and by that I ſhall know 
what Concupiſcence is working in her; ſhe cannot come down to commit Ini- 
quity, there's my ſafety; but if ſhe peep, if ſhe put her Noſe abroad, there's de- 
monſtration of her pious Will: And PII not make the firſt preſident for a Church- 
man to forgive Injuries. e : 


Enter Moray ma running to him with a Casket in her hand, and embracing him. 


Mor. Now I can embrace you with a good Conſcience; here are the Pearls 
and Jewels, here's my Father. 80 *** : 555 

Muf. Tam indeed thy Father; but how the Devil didſt thou know me in this 

diſguiſe ? And what Pearls and Jewels doſt tou mean?! 

Mor. (Going back.) What have | done, and what will now become of me! 
Maf. Art thou mad, Morayma? Mor. I think you'll make me ſo. 
Mauf. Why, what have I done to thee ? Recollect thy falf, and ſpeak ſenſe 

to me. ee . g e 5 
Mor. Then give me leave to tell you, you are the worſt of Fathers. 
Muf. Did I think had begotten ſuch a Monſter ? Proceed my dutiful Child, 

proceed; gs * 
Mor. You have been raking together a maſs of Wealth, by indirect and wicked 

means ; the Spoils of Orphans are in theſe Jewels, and the Tears of Widows in 

theſe Pearls. | 
Maf. Thou amazeſt me! 3 
Mor. Iwou'd do fo. This Casket is loaded with your Sins; *tis the Cargo of 

Rapines, Simony, and Extortions ; the Iniquity of thirty Years Muftiſhip, con- 

verted into Diamonds. | 
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Heirs by getting Legacies when they die. And do you think I'll be the Receiver 


little of the Pitch and Spots of the World, that are ſtill ſticking on me; but l hope 


in upon me with ſuch a warm embrace; prithee what was the meaning of that 


be put into better Hands. 


now fince through the violence of my Paſſion, I have been ſo unfortunare, | 


Daughter, we will not part- 


with his own Soul, without offence to his own Child: Here take the Jewels a- 
gain, take em I charge thee upon thy Obedience. 


to Night. 


Inndcent ran into his hands. 


Muf. Wou'd ſome rich railing Rogue wou'd ſay as much to me, that] might 
ſqueeze his Purſe for Scandal. . 

Mor. No, Sir, you get more by pious Fools than Raylers, when you inſinuate 
into their Families, manage their Fortunes while they live, and beggar their 


of your Theft? 1 diſcharge my Conſcience of it: Here take again your filthy 
Mammon, and reſtore it, you had beſt, to the true Owners. Res do iy 
Muf. J am finely documented by my own Daughter. 
Mor. And a great credit for me to be ſo: Do but think how decent a habit you 
have on, and kow becoming your Function to be diſguis'd like a Slave, and eves. 
dropping under the Women's Windows, to be faluted, as you deſerve it richly, 
with a Piſs-pot. If I had not known you caſually, by your ſhambling gate, and 
a certain reverend aukwardneſs, that is natural to all of your Function, here 
ou had been expos'd to the laughter of your own Servants ; who have been 
in ſearch of you through the whole Seraglio, peeping under every Petticoat to 
find you. CW Car Tun 
Mt Prithee Child reproach me no more of Humane Failings; they are but a 


to ſcour *em out in time: I am better at bottom than thou think'ſt ; I am not the 
Man thou tak'ſt me tor. SEN She 
Mor. No, to my ſorrow, Sir, you are not. 
 Mif. It was a very odd beginning tho', methought, to ſee thee come running 


violent hot Hug? 3 | 5 
Mor. lam ſure I meant nothing by it, but the Zeal and Affection which I bear 

to the Man of the World, whom I may love lawfully. 3 

6 A But thou wilt not teach me, at this Age, the Nature of a cloſe Em. 
race | „ 

or. No indeed; for my Mother: in-Law complains, that you are paſt teach- 

ing: But if you miſtook my innocent Embrace, for Sin ; I wiſh heartily it had been 

given, where it wou'd have been more acceptable, „ 

Maf. Why this is as it ſhou'd benow : Take the Treaſure again, it can never 


Alor. Yes, to my knowledge but it might. I have confeſs/d my Soul to you, 
it you can underſtand me rightly ; I never diſobey*d you till this Night; and 


humbly beg your Pardon, your Bleſſing, and your leave, that upon the firſt op- 

portunity 1 may go for ever from your fight ; for Heav'n knows, I never delire 

VVV 5 ö | 
Maf. (1iping his Eyes.) Thou mak'ſt me weep at thy unkindneſs; indeed, dear 


AMor. Indeed, dear Daddy, but we will. Ni 
Huf. Why, if T have been a little pilfering, or ſo, I take it bitterly of thee ro 
tell me of it; ſince it was to make thee rich; and | hope a Man may make bod 


Myr, Well then, in vertue of Obedience, I will take em; but on my Soul, I 
had rather they were in a better hand. e 
Mf. Meaning mine, I know it. 3 
Mor. Meaning his, whom I love better than my Liſe. 
Auf. That's me again. Mor. 1 wou'd have you think ſo. 
Maf. How thy Good Nature works upon me; well I can do no leſs than ven- 
ture damning for thee, and I may put fair for it, if the Rabble be order'd to riſe 


- Enter Antonio iz an African rich habit. | 
Aut. What do you mean, my dear, to ſtand talking in this ſuſpicious place, 
juſt underneath Johapma's Window? (Je the Mufti) You are well met Com- 
rade, I know you are the Friend of our flight? Are the Horſes ready at the Po- 
ſtern-Gate? '- | | 3 

Maf. Antonio! and in diſguiſe! Now I begin to ſmell a Rat. g 

Aut. And Ianother, that out- ſtinks it; falſe Morayma, haſt thou thus betray d 
me to thy Father! | 


Mor. Alas, I was betray'd my ſelf: He came diſguiſed like you, and, I poor 
| Muf. 
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Mu, Ing60d time you did ſo; 1 laid a trap 55 4 Bitch-Fox, and a worſe Ver- 
mine has caught himſelf in it; you wou'd fain break looſe now, thougli you left 
a Limb behind you; but | am yet in Own N and! in 7 of Lenne 

that's my comfort · 

Ant. (Taking him hy the Throat: ) Neo, I ha ve a wich left to put thee paſt t 

ſqueaking: I have 1 thee the Quinzey; ; thar boy. dro ag Tongue {hall Preac 


* „ es hd 9 


no more falſe Doctrine. Me. omen 10 
Mor. What do vou mean! > You wilt not throttle him ? Conſider, he's my 
Fathers. #199 MF nA v1, 


Ant. Prithee let us e firſt for our own: ſafery: If 1do not conſider him, 
"be will conſider us, with'a Vengeance, afterwards. | 

Mor. Youimay threaten him for crying out, but for my ſake give him back a 

little cranny of bs Wind-pipe, and ſome part of 8 eee 
Ant. Not ſo much as one ſingle Interjection: ue away, Father- in- Law, 
this 15 no plate for Dialogues , when you are in the Moſque you talk by hours, 
and there no Man muſt i interrupt you; this is but like for like, good Father-in- 
 Law;.now1am. in the Pulpit, tis your turn to hold your Tongue. [He . 
N ay if you will be han ging back, I ſhall take care you ſhall hang forward. | 


[Pulls him along the Stage with his Sword at his Reins. 


Marl To'rher way to tlie Arbour with him; and make haſte before We are 
diſcoverd. _ 

_ 4a KI ants bind aud gag him chere, hs may 8 me hereafter for civil 
uſage; he deter ves not ſo much favour by any action of his Life. 

Mor. Yes, Pray batq him one, for begetting your Miſtrels. _ 3 

Aut. Ion d, if he hac not thought more of thy Mother than of thee; once 
more come along! in ſilence, my Pyhagorean Father-in-Law. _ 

Joh. (At the Balcony.) A Bird it 4 Sage may peep at leaſt ; though ſhe muſt 
not fly: What buſtle's 2158 beneath my Window? Antonio, bye all my hopes, 1 
know him by his habit; but what. makes that Woman with him, and a Friend, 

a Sword drawn, and haſting hence? This is no time for filence: Who's within, 
call there, where are the Servants? Why Omar, Abeain, Haſſan, and the. reſt 
make haſte and run into the Garden; there are Thieves and Villains; : Arm all 
the Family and Hop Gn 
Aut. (Turning bath 9 0 that Skriech-Ow! at the Window! * © ſhall be pur- 
ſued immediately; which way ſhall we take? 

Mor. (Giving him the Caslet.) *Tis impoſlible to eſcape them; for the wa 
to our Horſes lies back again by the Houſe; and then we ſhall meer em ok 
in the Teeth; here take theſe Jewels; thou may'ſt leap the Walls, and get 
away. 

8 And whe will kde of thee then, poor kind Soul ? 
Mor. I muſt take my Fortune; when you are got fate into your own Country, 

W will beſtow a ſigh on the Memory of her, who lov'd you! 
| It makes me Mad, to think how many a Good N ight will be loſt betwixt 
us! 7] ake back thy ewels; tis an empty Casket without thee; beſides, I ſhou'd 
never leap well with the -weight of all thy Father's Sins about me; Thou and 
They had beena Bargain. 

Mor. Prithee take *em,, *twill help me to be reveng'd « on him. 

Ast. No, they'll ſerve to make thy Peace with him. 

Mor. I hear em cogung; ; ſhift for your elf at leaſt ; remember I am yours 
for ever. © [Servants crying this way, this way, behiud the Icenes. 

Ant. And I but the empty ſhadow of my ſelf without thee! Fare wel Father- 
in-Law, that ſhòu'd have been, if! had not been curſt in my Mother's Belly 
Now 13 way Fortune — [Runs amazedly backwards and forwards. 


(Servants mithin. Follow, follow, yonder are the Villains.) 


"Ant. 0 here 8 a Gate open; 5 but 3 it leads infor the. Calle; 25 aud muſt ven 


ture it. [Gin ont. 
| — 4 [bout pets the Karte, here Antonio is going out. ) | 


Ant. T here the Rabble in a Mutiny :, Wha! SR. Devil up. at Midnight! 
however, tis good herding in a CroWd. Kant out. 


| Muſti runs to Moray ma an lays hold on Kok this Ska ang Cats 
Muf. Now, to do things in order, firſt J ſeize upon the Bag, and then upon 
the Baggage 35 "for thou art but my! Fe and Bloody hs ley are mY. Life and E: 


Soul. | 
Vol. If C c c Mer 
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a. Att — -a_ 


Mor. Then let u me :follow.m wy Fiehand Mood, and re aao Tan 


and Soul. TRY Seb | A U<OS- „i ! 428019 SEL Tant. 

Muff. Bothor none, 5 away to⸗durasce. 0d 10 baits AN d 
* Mor. Well, if it mult be fo, agreed ; for I have another tricle to play ay you 
: and thank ales ſelf for What [hall bol. l 1h PH TY eg 
| | Enter Serhat. Dots toying of f are 
Jh. (row bus, ) One of them took through the privace wrap la be Caſt, 


follow him be {ure, for theſe are yours already. not vb Ma 
Mor. Help here quickly Omar Abedin; 1 1 hold on 7 Villain that fidle 
my Jewels; but tis a luſty Rogue, and he will ptove too ſtrong for me; What, 


help i ſay, do you not Know, your Maſter's Daughter? ,v nhl [hy of? 
 Mif- Now tf I cry out, they will know my Need then: Lam difgracd 

for ever: O thou art a yenomous Corlatice! 1 e elne 
More Of your Own begering, nin ap i MY Urte Serve, faint him, 
Firſi Serv. What a glorious deliverance ova your bad, Madam, from. this 
bloody-minded Chriſtian ! t4 „ 00% af riot itt © 4 oft $4903) 
Mor. Give me back my Jewels, and _—_ this waren MalefBtorrobe = 
niſh'd by my Father. ln i | al Gaia: n e yo 

Pl nk the other dry-ſoot. / N 1 CT dd 


(Takes the Jewels, and runs out after Antonio at the 7 Paſſage 
Firſt Serv. I long to be handlelling his Ou, before Wwe Deng. . to my 
Maſter: 3 
Second Ser T.. Hang him for an old Co bkous pot, he deſerves # 2 work 
puniihment himfelf for keeping us fo hard! 
Firſt Serv. Ay, WO wahe: Were in this Villains place; thus Lon ala him on, 
and thus. 5 ears him. 
Second Serv. And thus Wou'd I Poe py kelfof f my laſt beat 


all 
Mar 5 TO * 5 Le beats him ion: lee la. the 2 
Hf. 1, Ol, 


Firſt Serv. Now ſu poſin on were t e Mufti, Sir. — Beat him 01. 
| 31 The Devib's skin fg yo poſing 1 3p [can Dear bg more; 5 
ric Mufti: Now ſuppoſe your ſelves my Servants, and hold y your | an a an a- 
nointed Halter take you all. | | 
F;-jt Serv. My Maſter ! You will pardon the exceſs of our Zeal for you, Sir, 
izxdecd we all took you for a Villain, and ſo we us'd you. 
Muf. AY, ſo1 feel you did; my back and ſides are . Teſtim onies of 
your Zeal. Run Rogues, and bring me back my Jewels and my. Tage 
Daughter: Rua I fay. þ 
(They run to the Gate, and the Firſt Servant runs back again.) ; 
Fir 8 Sir, the Caſtle is in a moſt terrible Combuſtion; 7% may hear 
dern hitcher. | 
Af. Tis a laudable 3 the Voice of the Mobile, f is the Voice of 
Heaven. I mult retye a little, to rip me of the Slave, and to aſſ ume the Mf. 
zi; and chen I willreturn: For the Piety of the People muſt be encouraged ; that 
they may help me to recover my Jewels, And my Daughter. 


ait t ay; Servants 
He Scene . to the Caftle-Tord, Tag, 1 ; oh 


p 4 » 


TY? bc Aſtonio, Muſtapha, and the Rabble ſhouting, they come ve formed. 


Ant. And fo at length, as I inform'd you, I *fcap'd out of his coyetous Clut- 
ches; and now fly to your illuſtrious feet for my protection. 
22 Thou ſhalt have it, and now defie the Mufti. Tis the felt Petition 
thar has been made to me ſince } my exaltation to 1 ; in this ſecond Night 
of the Month Abb, and in the year of the Hegyra; the Lord knows what year ; 
bur 'tis no matter; for when J am ſettled, het Learned are bound to find it 
ond for us tor Lam reſolv'd to date my Authority over the Rabble, like other 

ofarchs. ehr. 
Aut. babe always hat a ing to be ours again; chou h Icon Rot 
paſs it before, and had defi longing a by yo of 755 FP Ee ens © 1 
i new rhe Cuſtom, and wou'd not have appear'd before a Great bas Ts you 
100 Fe A Preſent ;, but he n e 5 G. de haſfly 
rg ou of em, tis a prize worth 4 Mi ono rown and q e 4 
Letters + Wart ep dh #0" OE l 
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— — — mages roar ar or — — oo nn — — 
- Muſt. Iſpall make bold with his Treaſure, for the ſupport of my newGovern- 
ment. . | | 


* 


Fools and Knaves are always impudently crowding next to Princes, and keeping 
off the more deſerving; bear back [ fay. = [They makea wider Circle. 
That's dutifully done; now ſhout to ſhew your Loyalty. (4 great ſhout.) 
Hearſt thou that, Slave Antonio? theſe obſtreperous Villains ſhout, and know 
not for what they make a foiſe. You ſhall ſee me manage em, that you may 
judge what ignorant Beaits they are. For whom do you ſhout now? Who's to 
Live and Reign? Tell me that, the wiſeſt of you. 

Firſt Rabble. Even who you pleaſe, Captain. 

Muſt. La you there; I told you ſo- | 


ſineſs is only to riſe upon Command, and Plunder. 
Third Rabble. Ay, the richelt of both Parties; for they are our Enemies. 
Muſt. This laſt Fellow is a little more ſenſible than the reſt ; he has enter'd 


ſomewhat into the Merits of the Cauſe. 


ſelf are the fitteſt to Live and Reign, I mean not over, but next and imme- 

diately under the People; and thereupon | fay, 4 Muftapha, A Muſt apha. 
„ (All Cry, A Muſt apha, A Muſt apha-) | 

Mat. I muſt confeſs the ſound is pleaſing, and tickles the Ears of my Ambi- 

tion: But alas, good People. it mult not be: I am contented to be a poor ſim- 


inſtruct him in the Arts of Government; and in his Duty to us all; and therefore 
mark my Cry, 4 Muley-ZNeydan, A Maley-Zeydan. 5 b 
Alen, A Muley-Zeydan, A Muley-Zeydans 
Muſt. You ſee, Slave Autonio, what I might have been. 

ane babe ve your: Modeſty. -- on . 
_  Mufl, But for a fooliſh Promiſe I made once to my Lord Benducar, to ſet up 
any one he pleas'd. VTV 5 

5 1 „„ Re-epter the Mufti with his Servants. | 


not an inch. Remember the Jewels, the Rich and Glorious Jewels ; they are de- 
fign'd to be yours, by virtue of Prerogative. 


account. 7 
Muf. (making up tothe Mobile.) Good People, here you are met together. 

Firſt Rabble. Ay, we know that without your telling, but why are we met to- 
gether, Doctor? for that's it which no Body here can tell. „ | 
Second Rabble. Why to lee one another in the dark; and to make Holyday at 
Midnight. N 8 

Mu You are met, as becomes good Muſſelmen, to ſettle the Nation; for I 
muſt tell you, that though your Tyrant is a Lawtul Emperor, yet your Lawful 
Emperor is but a Tyrant. ne | | 
Ant. What ſtuff he talks! : 5 
Maſt. Tis excellent fine matter indeed, Slave Antonio; he has a rare Tongue; 
Oh, he wou'd move a Rock of Elephant . 5 

Ant. ( Aſide.) What a Block have I to work upon. (Jo him.) But ill re- 
member the Jewels, Sir, the Jewels. . by 

Muſt. Nay, that's true on t'other ſide; the Jewels muſt be mine; but he has 
a purs fig ;Way. of ban of; my Conſcience goes along with him, but the Jewels 
have ſet my Heart againſt him. pee pt ps 757 
Maf. That your Emperor is a Tyrant is moſt manifeſt ; for you were born 
to be Turks, but he has play d the Terk with you; and is taking your Religion 
a Way 11 py * 


9 * 


 dred years, that Religion and Trade always go togetlle r. 
Maf. He is now upon the point of Marrying himſelf, without our Sovereign 

conſent ; and what are the effects of n LL ta Ad, 

| Third Rabble» A ſcolding, domineering Wife, if ſhe prove honeſt; and if a 

out, and ſpends it upon, our Cuckold- makers. NY 

| 5 0 : No bh „ Mat. 


VV IIe People gather about him. 
What do theſe vile Ragga - muffins ſo near our Perſon ? Your favour is offenſive 
to us; bear back there, and make. room tor honeſt Men to approach us; theſe 


Second Rabble. We are not bound to know who is to Live and Reign; our bu- 


Firſt Rabble. If a poor Man may ſpeak his Mind, I think Captain, that your 


ple Vice-Roy; but Prince Muley-Zeaan is to be the Man: I ſhall take care to 


Ant. Here's the old Hypocrite again; now ſtand your ground, and bate him 


Muſt. Let me alone to pick a quarrel, I have an old grudge to him upon thy 


Second Rabble, We find that in our decay of Trade; Lhave ſeen for theſe hun- 


Whore, a fine gawdy Minx, that robs our Counters every Night, and then goes 
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If. No, the Natural Effects of Marriage, are Children: Now on whom 
wou'd he beget theſe Children? Even upon a Chriſtian! O horible, how can 
you believe me, though am ready to fear it upon tlie Alcbran! Nes, true Be- 
eher you may believe me, that he is going to beget à Race of Misbelievers. oy 
Muff. That's fine in earneſt ; I cannot forbear hearkening to his enchanting 
Tongue. .. ELD eo RW Sarge”, 
Ant. But yet remember. ——— ei e 
Maſt. Ay, ay, the Jewels! Now again J hate him; but 
makes me liſten to him. RIB ea e eee ee e hi; 
-Maf. Therefore to conclude all, Believers pluck up your Hearts, and pluck 
down the Tyrant: Remember the Courage of your Anceſtors ; remember the 
Majeſty of the People; remember your ſelves, your Wives and Children; and 
laſtly, above all, remember your Religion, and our Holy Mahomet ; all theſe re- 
quire your timous aſſiſtance; ſhall I ſay they beg it? No, they claim it of you, by 
all the neareſt and deareſt Ties of theſe three P's Self- Preſervation, our Propert N 
and our Prophet. Now anſwer me with an unanimous cheerful Cry, and follow 
me, who am your Leader, to a Glorious Deliverancſde. Neill 
Al Cry, 4Mufti, A Mufti, and are following him off the Stage. 


7 
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ſewels are loft, and they are all leaving you. a 
 Muft. What, am | forſaken of my Subjects! Wou'd the Rogue purloin m. 
Liege People from me! I charge you, in my own Name, come back ye Deſer- 


At. Now you ſee what comes of your fooliſh Qualms of Conſcience : The 


ters, and here me ſpeak. 25 1 1 ee eee 
Firſt Rabble. What, will he come with his Balderdaſh, after the Mufti's Elo- 
quent Oration? JJ!!! nes CHOPS He: TE UREtt 6 
Second Rabble. He's our Captain, lawfully pick*d up, and elected upon a Stall; 
we Will hear nun CRY Ss 5 3 T6) 11% 
Oinnes. Speak Captain, for we will hear you. 3 
"Muft. Do you remember the Glorious Rapines and Robberies you have com- 
mitted ? Your breaking open and gutting of Houſes, your rummaging of Cellars, 
your demoliſhing of Chriſtian Temples, and bearing off in Triumph the Super- 
Ititious Plate and Pictures, the Ornaments of their wicked Altars, when all rich 
Mioveables were ſentenc'd for Idolatrous, and all that was Idolatrous was ſeiz d? 
Anſwer firſt for your remembrance, of all theſe ſweetueſſes of Mutiny; for upon 
thoſe Grounds 1 ſhall proceed. e e eee 
Ones. Yes, we do remember, we do remember. Nis 
laſt. Then make much of your retentive Faculties. And who led you to 
thoſc Honey-Combs? Your Mafti? No, Believers, he only preach'd you up to 
;-; but durſt not lead you; he was but your Counſellor, but I was your Captain; 
he only loo'd you, but *rwas I that led you. | | L921. O80) 
Omaes, That's true, that's true. I A 
Aus. There you were with him for his Figures. 


Mast. Tthink I was, Slave Antonio. Alas, I was ignorant of my own Talent.-- 
Say then, Believers, will you have a Captain for your Mufti? Or a Mufti for your 
La And further, to inſtru you how to cry, will you have a Mufti, or no 
| N N | „ e 
1 193 No Mafti, no Mafti. 1 5 
* Maſt. That I laid in tor em, Slave Antonio. e 6 
? Do I then ſpit upon your Faces? Do I diſcourage Rebellion, Mutiny, Rapine, 
and Plundering ? You may think I do, Believers; but Heaven forbid : No, Len- 
courage you to all theſe laudable Undertakings; you ſhall plunder, you ſhall pull 
gown the Government; but you {hall do this upon my Authority, and not by 


his wicked inſtigation. 


© Third Rabble. Nay, when his turn is ſerv'd, he may Preach up Loyalty again, 
and Reſtitution, that he might have another Snack among us. 
Firſt Rabble. He may indeed; for tis but his ſaying 'tis Sin, and then we muſt 
reſtore; and therefore Iou'd have a new Religion, where half the Command- 
ments ſhou'd be taken away, the reſt mollified, and there ſhou'd be little or no 
Sin remaining. CCC 
Ones. Another Religion, a new Religion, another Religion 
_ Maſt. And that may caſily be done, with the help of a little Inſpiration: For 
I muſt tell you, Ihave a Pigeon at home, of Mahomrer's own breed; and when I 
have learnt her to pick Peaſe out of my Ear, reſt ſatisfled tell then, and you ſhall 


ave 
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have odere But now. Frbiak on? by! I amyinſpir already, the thar tis no SD to 
depoſe the Mufti. 18 | 

Ant. And good daa 1 when Kings and Queens are to be diſcarded, what | 
fhowa- Knaves do any longer i in the pack? . 

uuns. Heis depos'd, he is depos'd, he is depos d. | 

| Muſt. Nay, if he and his Clergy will needs be Pee up Rebellion, and 
giving us their Bleſſing, 'tis but Juſtice they ſhou d have the Firſt Fruits of it.— 
Slave Antonio, take him into Cuſtody; and doſt thou hear, Boy, be ſure to ſccure 
the little tranſitory Box of ſewels; if he he obſtinate, put a Civil Queſtion to him 
upon the Rack, and he ſqueaks I (warrant; him. | 

Ant. (Seizing the Mufti ) Come my Juondazn Maſter, you and I muſt change — 
Qualities. 

Muf. I hope you will not be ſo barbarous to Torture me, we may Preach 
Suffering to others, but alas, e 15. too Wer. e to endure Mar- 
 tyrdom-}; :. 

F Muſt. Now, late Mufti, not forgetting my firſt Quarrel to you, we will enter 

our ſelves with the Plunder of your Palace; tis good to antifie a Work, and be- 
gin a God's Name. 

Firſt Rabble. Our Prophet, let the Devil alone with the laſt Mob. 

Mob. But he takes care of this himſelſ. 


As they are going out, enter Bend ucar leading Almeyda: He with a e in one Hand. 
© Benducar's S/avefollows with Muley-Moluch's Head upon a Spear. 


Muſt. Not fo much haſte, Maſters; come back again; you are fo bent upon 
miſchief, tliat you take a Man upon the firſt Word of Plunder. Here's a ſight for 
you; "the Emperor is come upon his Head to viſit you, (Bowing) Moſt Noble 
Emper or, now I hope you will not hit us in the teeth, that we way pulPd you 
down, for we can tell you to your Face, that We have SY 

Ge ee Tre, all ſnout. 

Bend. (to Alm, en Think what Lam, and whar your ſelf 2850 Wy 
10 being mine: Refuſe not Taue Ae Sr eie 
That brings a Crown. e eee 

Alm. (io him.) I ha ve reſolvd, hs 
And theſe ſhall know my choughts. Hr err A obe f net 15 HS 

Bend. (to her.) On that I build. [Ile comes up to the Rabble, 
Joy to the People for the Tyrant's Death! | 
Oppreſſion, Rapine, Baniſhment, and Blood 
Are now no more; but ſpeechleſs as that Tongue 
That lies for ever ſtill. 5 
How is my Grief re with my Joy 5 
When I muſt own I killd him Pia me ſpeak, 

For not to bid me, is to difallow 
What for your fakes is done 

Muſt. In the Name of the people we eee you ſpe ak; but that pretty 
Lady ſhall ſpeak firſt; for we have taken ſomewhat of a liking to her Per ſon, be 
not affraid indy to ſpeak to theſe, rude Raggamuffins: There's nothing ſhall 
offend 1 unleſs it be their ſtink, an't pleaſe you - [Making a E. | 

Am. Why ſhou'd T tear to ſpeak, who am your Nr . . 
My peaceful Father ſway'd the Scepter i ate 


And you enjoy dthe Bleſſings of his Reign, ee 
While you deſer vd the Name of Africuns. ol * rc A 
Then not commanded, but commanding you. 
Fearleſs I ſpeak: Know me for WA Tae 41d og rn 4A, AH 
Bend. How the aſſumes! I like not this WERE phonon ant . 
Alu. I was not born ſo baſe, to Hatter e r BekT 3 yo 57 TORT f 


And move your pity by a whining tale: F 
Your Tyrant wou'd have forc'd me to his Bed ; „ 
But in tiv attempt of that foul brutal Act, n 

Theſe Loyal Slaves ſecurd me by Re. OF DAM benen to Bend. 
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Bead. Makes ſhe no more of me, than of a Slave? | LAſide. 
Madam, L thought 'Lhad:inftructed N 5 0 gy gia ov ag Ha. 
To frame a Speech more ſuit ing to Times: n A Wt! 
Ihe Circumſtances of that dire Deſign, 0 5 FCCCCCC E JO IIT ASE 


range Deſpair, my unexpected dd, 7 e e ee 


278 _ 


<5 


* 
: * q 
1 1 _— 


Fader a LR 1 K 
p = 
x », 4 
2 tn. th th 


My Life endanger'd by his bold defence, PR HR 
Aad after all, his Death, and your Deliverance, * | | 
Were Themes that ought not to be {lighted o'er. 


Maſt. She might have pa ſo'd over all your petty buſineſſes, and no great mat. 
ter: But the raiſing of my Rabble is an Exploit of Conſequence; and not to be 
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mumbled up in ſilence, for all her pertneſs. 


Alm. When force invades the Gift of Nature, Life, 
The eldeſt Law of Nature bids defend: 
And if in that defence, a Tyrant fall, his Death's his Crime not ours. 
Suffice it that he's Dead; all wrongs die with him; 


When he can wrong no more I pardon him: 


Thus I abfolve my ſelf; and him excuſe, 


who ſav'd my Life, and Honour; but praiſe neither. 


Bend, is cheap to pardon, whom you wou'd not pay; » 
But what ſpeak I of payment and reward! 
Ungrateful Woman, you are yet no Queen; 
Nor more than a proud haughty Chriſtian Slave: 
As ſuch I ſeize my right. : | 

Alm. ( drawing 4 Dagger.) Dare not to approach me; 
Now Africans, eos 
He ſhows himſelf to you; to me he ſtood 
Confeſt before, and own'd his Inſolence 
Je ſpouſe my Perſon, and aſſume the Crown, 
Claim'd in my Right; for this he ſlew your Tyrant; 
Oh no, he only chang'd him for a worſe; I 
Imbas'd your Slavery by his own vileneſs, 
And loaded you with more ignoble Bonds: 


[Going to lay hold on her, 


hen think me not ungrateful, not to ſhare, 


Th'Imperial Crown with a preſuming Traytor. 
He ſays lam a Chriſtian; true, I am, „ 
But yet no Slave: If Chriſtians can be thought, 
Unfit to Govern thoſe of other Faith, 
Tis left for you to judge. | ro ot: 
Bend. I have not patience; ſhe conſumes the time 
Tn idle talk, and owns her falſe Belief: 
Seize her by force, and bear her henceunheard. 
Am. (tothe People.) No, let me rather die your Sacrific 
Than live kis Triumph; 15 | 
throw my felt into my People's Arms; 
As you are Men compaſſionate my wrongs, 
And as good Men proteſt me. 5 
Aut. (Aſide.) Something mult be done to fave hgher. 
(1 Mult.) This is all addreſs'd to you, Sir: She ſingled you out with her Eye, 
a5 Commander in Chief of the Mobility. N 
laſt, Think'ſt thou fo, Slave Antonio? EOS 
Ant. Moſt certainly, Sir; and you cannot in Honour but protect her, now 
look to your hits, and make your Fortune. | | 
Muft. Methought indeed ſhe caſt a kind leer towards me: Our Prophet was 
bur jult ſuch another Scoundrel as I am, till he rais'd himſelf to power, and con- 
equently to Holineſs, by marrying his Maſter's Widow: I am reſolv'd PI put 
iorward tor my felt; for why ſhou'd I be my Lord Benducar's Fool and Slave, 


when I may be my own Fool and his Maſter: 


Bead. Take her into poſſeſſion, Muſt apha. 7 Ee. 
Aut. That's better Council than you meant it: Les, I do take her into 
N and into Protection too: What ſay you, Maſters, will you ſtand 
Ls One and all: One and all. | | 
Bead. Haſt thou betray*d me, Trayto r??? 
Ma. Speak and mind 'em of Religion [Mliuſti ſhakes his head. 
Auſt. Alas the poor Gentleman has gotten a cold with a Sermon of two hours 
long, and a Prayer of four; and beſides, if he durſt ſpeak, mankind is grown 
water at this time of day, than to cut one anothers Throats about Religion. Our 
Mufti is a Green- coat, and the Chriſtian is a Black- coat; and we muſt wiſely go 
together by the Ears, whether Green or Black ſhall ſweep our Spoils. 5 Xe 
4 rums 
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Drums wit 11. eee n e 2166; £35) ht 

mY New we Hall ſee whoſe N ae et prevail: | 

The Conquer ing Troops of Mule a an 5 Wink 47 # | 

To cruſh Rebell ion, and eſpouſe my Cauſe 3 | WL 
Melt, Wewill have fair Tr alo Ball 54, Lean tell him Saw When we 
have diſpatch'd with Muley-Reydany; e Wall march in equal proper- 
tions of your Body, to the four Gates of che City and every To {ball have a 
Quarter of you hf on: Vea bor : J 21 1 
{Antonio drauęi FF uy aut Fakes Almeyda by the hand. 
iat 1162 LiLShouts again and Drums. 


* "+ 7 1 4 


Enter Dorax aud Sebaſtian PS bj NE BY Vicks, | nd Fortug 27 I ( Almey . 
and Sebaltian run into each We), Arnis, k nd hojl Vat dee, ne e 


S. and Mie: M y Sebaftians, My Almeya wt Bf ©! 4: afly 1:44” 
Alm. Do you 1955 live? 8 155 fort J. Dung So 1, bias. | 
Seb. And live to love thee ever. | al mort gi oo #1 
Bend. How! Dorax and Sebaſtian tilt alive! 200 07 vnc mb 7:3 4 
The Moors and Chriitians join'd ! I thank thee, Prophet: „ Hel tun. 4 N 
Dor. The Citadel is ours; and Maley- Do das 1 8 can Tan th 
Safe under Guard, bur as becomes Wines ln 16H lui ibs WH 
Lay down your Arms: Such baſe Plebeian Blood 5.0.7 Nba ee 
Wou'd only ſtain the brightneſs of my. Word), kfd | vi nd 0 
And blunt it for eee Worlecbehind. Ane C. An 
Muſt, 1 ſuppoſe You gnaye pic it up without Offence tc to any Man N re- 
ſent? For fy part, k Ride Yeh 18 to my Sovereign Lady; hong that Vil. 
lain Benducar, and Fi HYpoctite © tre” Mi 2 ' \wolrd 1 * corr upted me; but if 
thoſe two; 9 0 Publick Juſtice, then I 20 all my late hone it Sub bjects here, de- 
ſerve hanigids. 13023) 16119 ark 10'W7 x oof 
Bend. (to Dorax) Pm. ſüte I did waa | : 
What Saint ſoe'er has Sodder'd thee again [TL 102 NI 47 Toft FAT. 
A Doſe leſs hot had burit through NMH. 9 © 10 UNE a ven, 
Muf. Not knowing that, I poiſon'd him once 50 Inde ien 
And drench'd him With a Draught Jo deadly cold . i 
That, liadiſt not thou) prevented had congeaPd ana Wen 
The channel of his F504, and froze him Ury. e 
Bend Thou inter poling Fool to Mangle mache, row oh wilt : 
And think to mend the perfe& work of Hell. 0 oel 2 
Dor. Thus when Heaven pleaſes double Poiſons cure. elk N 
I will not tax thee of Ingratitude alte od o Baie hin act 
'To me thy Friend, who has betray'd thy Prince: * PEO, We 
Death he deſerv'd indeed, but not from thee. 1 
But fate, it ſeems, reſerv'd the wort of Men oiled nee 
To end the worlt of Tyrants. 3147 9 211 7 41 han np $3225 EIT ** 
Go, bear him to his Fate; 2m 1 e ng en 
And ſend him to attend his Maſter's Ghoſt: ': :- den, Ga rf. h more 67 
Let ſome ſecure my other Poiſoning Friend, bro! 60 
Whoſe double-diligence preſerv d my Bie. bd! 1 978 b 0) 1454! 4 
Ant. You are fabn! into Hantis Father - in · lat r; your ſparkling Jewels 
122 1 Tie br os mayp rove a 1 than you deſtrve. 2 3E! 
f. The beſt t eee me, i ;thes condario is to fe 'd 
firſt, and then to be beg'd for a Fool Acre 8 rnb „oll. ee 1 L beg 
e Antoniowith the Mufti, i, 1nd At the 7ime Benducar i tdrvied off | 
Dor. (to Muft.) You and your bites Hond untouch j 
For Juttice cannot ſtoop fo low, temat [Ef o „ 12 
The groveling Sin of Crowds ; but curſt- better n 110 1055 770 8% ect? ted 
Who truſt Revenge with ſuch mad Inftraments, el91bot & m Igyo 1021077 
Whoſe blindfold buſineſs is but to dein: ul em gu, pf Elan 1121 
And like the Fire Commiſſion'd by the Winds 6 fg 0 rut E 
Begins on Sheds, but rowing: ing round s h 0iftt uh R 99 art* 
On Palaces returns eum; Tot erimo V7 gil: ol! 1810 Ft More: 
That ſtill riſe upmoſt Kd kent the Natioa beg R on / ig Slug) yr echt 
Ye Mungril Work of Heav'n, with Humane ſhapes, bur en 28 aan! 1 Db wy 
Nor to be damn d, or ſav'd, but breath, and proc, U briefs 9 non 
x harhave Vue juſt enough of Senſe, to know M. Nr 03 280 ? voi ment 
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The Maſters voice when rated, to depart. 


Till time diſcover what I have deſerv'd. * 


*» 


e Muſta plia and Rabble. 
(Almeyda neeling to * 0 000975 eee 
With ratitude as low, as knees can pay ' bf at loa} 
To thoſe beſt holy Fires, our Guardian SONS, e i 
"Receive theſe thanks; nll Altars can be rais'd 


5 * Ale  (Dotax' raiſing her up. OLIN UT," 197 0 
1 fair Excellence, and pay no thanks, 06440 285560) 


Seb. More than reward can anſwer. 
If Portugal: and Spain were joyn'd to 2 


If Univerfal Monarchy were mine, 1 „„ ire of. Oy ae 


Here ſhould the gift be plac'd. een 
Dorax. And from ſome hands I ſhow'd refuſe that git: 


Be not too Prodigal of Promiſes; ow e le r nl bak 
But ſtint your Bounty to one only en W e oH 
Which Ican ask with honduur. ln !!! agus wp 
Seh. What lam eis i 
Is but thy gift, make what thou cue of me. Sd K art ii baß inp 
Secure of no Repulſe. + 9 A 6106: „ ö med! 1 
Dorax to Sebaſtian; Diſmiſs your Mien ed efron 7 
125 o Almeyda.) You, Madam pleaſe one moment to retire. * bir: K 


11% U 


Sebastian f þ, Su to the Pir Hat. to go off: Alweyds bowing fo 105 ** 
3 off alſo : The Africans follow her Spd 
Doras ge cle Cin of | his Guard... bus 1 115 
With you one word in private. (Ges i out with the Captain 


Sebafian Solus. Reſery'd behaviour, open N uo, 755 
A long myſterious Track of ſtern bounty. - 


But now the hand of Fate is on the el 
And draws the Scene to ſight. _ . 
Re-enter Dorax, bevite 1 0 2 e and pat on a Perugues 
Hat au Crevat. 


Dorax. Now do you know me??? 
Seb. Thou ſhould'ſt be Alon gde. 
Dor. So you ſhowd be Sebaſtiann 
But when Sebaſtian ceas'd to be himſelf, 
I ceas'd to be Alonzo. 1 1 


Seb. As in a Dream, 
I ſee thee here, and ſcarce halleve i mine e eyes · | LIST 11; 
Dor. Is it fo ſtrange to find me where my So: 4 ee 
And your Inhumane Tyranny have ſent me? 1 
Think not you dream: or, if you did, my Injuries 
Shall call ſo loud, that Lethargy ſhould wake; 
And Death ſhow'd give you back to anſwer nme. 
A Thouſand Nights have brufh'd their red wings I: 
Over theſe eyes, but ever when they * 5 
Your Tyrant image forc'd em ope 1 7 8 00 hy 
And dry'd the dews they brought, 00:2 5 301 IF 
The long expected hour is come at Cn + 


By mgaly Vengeance to redeęm my n 


And t at once clear'd, eternal ſleep s welcome, ” vi r 
Seb. J have not yet forgot am Fig nne den 2s; 


Whoſe Royal Office is redreſs of Wrongs: 


If have wrong'd thee, charge me face to be 4 C1300 2! cl: 


I have not yet forgot lam a Soldier. 7 nn 211 SOT O7 


Dor. *Tis the firſt Juſtice thou haſt ever done mo 11858 
Then though I loath this Womans War of to ngues, F a CDT 
Yet ſhall my cauſe of Vengeance frkt wunde eke Tra gy I 


Sebaſt. Honour befrien us Boch, #6 008970 8 
Beware, I warn thee yet to tell Max grias 67 50:25 to ien N rü v7 Wa 
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jn terms becoming Majeſty to hear: han | 
I warn thus, becauſe I know thy temper 
Is Infolent and haughty to Superiours : 
How often haſt thou brav*d my peaceful Court, 
Fill'd it with noiſy brawls, and windy boaſts; 
And with palt ſervice, nauſeouſly repeated, 
Reproach'd ev*n me thy Prince: | 
Dor. And well I might, when you forgot reward, 
The part of Heav'n in Kings: for puniſhment 
Is hangmans work, and drudgery tor Devils. 
I muſt and will reproach thee with my ſervice, 
Tyrant, (it irks me fo to call my Prince,) 
But juſt reſentment and hard uſage coyn'd 
Th' unwilling word; and grating as it is 
Take it, for tis thy due. . 
Seb. How Tyrant? 
Dor. Tyrant. 3 5 & 
Seb. Traytor; that name thou canſt not Echo back: 
That Robe of Infamy, that Circumciſion | | 
PII hid beneath that Robe, proclaim thee Traytor : 
And, it a Name | 5 
More foul than Traytor be, 'tis Renegade. 5 
Dor. If Pm a Traytor, think, and bluſh, thou Tyrant, 
Whole Injuries betray*d me into treaſon. 38 
Effac'd my Loyalty, unhing'd my Faith, 
And hurry*d me from hopes of Heaven to Hell. 
All theſe, and all my yet unfiniſh'd Crimes, 
When I ſhall riſe to plead before the Saints, 
I charge on thee, to make thy damning ſure. 
Seb. Thy old preſumptuous Arrogance again, 
That bred my firſt dillike, and then my loathing. 
Once more be warn'd, and know me tor thy King. 
Dor. Too well I know thee but for King no more; 
This is not Lisbonne, nor the Circle this, i 
Where, like a Statue, thou haſt ſtood beſieg'd, 
By Sycophants and Fools, the growth of Courts: 
Where thy gull'd eyes, in all the gawdy round, 
Met nothing but a lye in every face; _ 
And the gross flattery of a gaping Crowd, 
Envious who firſt ſhowd catch, and firſt applaud 
The Stuff or Royal Nonſence: when I ſpoke, 
My honeſt homely words were carp'd, and cenſur'd. 
For want of Courtly Stile: related Actions, 
Though modeſtly reported, paſs'd for boaſts: 
Secure of Merit if I ask*d reward, _ - 
Thy hungry Minions thought their rights invaded, 
And the bread fnatch'd from Pimps and Paraſites. 
Henriquez anſwer'd, with a ready lye, „ 5 
To fave his King's, the boon was beg'd before. 
Seb. What ſay'ſt thou of Henriques? now by Heaven 
Thou mov'ſt me more by barely naming him, 
Than all thy tou! unmanner'd fcurril taunte. 
Dor. And therefore *twas to gaul thee, that I nam'd him: 
That thing, that nothing, but a cringe and ſmile; 
That Woman but more daub'd; or if a Man, 
Corrupted to a Woman; thy Man Miſtriſs. 
Seb. All falſe as Hell or thou. | 
Dor. Yes; full as falſe RA 
As that I ſerv'd thee fifteen hard Campagnes, 
And pitclyd thy Standard in theſe Foreign Fields: 
By me thy greatneſs grew ; thy years grew with it, ; 
But thy Ingratitude outgrew em both. , . 
Seb, I ſee to what thou tend ſt; but tell me firſt 
If thoſe great Acts were done alone for me; — | 
0 Vol. II. 8 1 If 
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| f Love produc'd not ſome, and Pride the reſtW2W2W2 ñ . 

f Dor. Why Love does all that's noble here below ; 8. 
5 But all th'ad vantage of that Love was thine. 418 
For, coming fraughted back, in either hand gd et 


With Palm and Olive, Victory and Peace, 

I was indeed prepar'd to ask my own: 1 5 

(For Violante's vows were mine before) l. ——_ 

Thy malice had prevention, er'e I ſpoke; 

And askd me Violante for Henriquezs . 
Seb. ] meant thee a reward of greater worth. | 3 
Dor. Where juſtice wanted, could reward be hop'd.? 

Could the robb'd Paſſenger expect a Bounty, 

From thoſe rapacious hands who ſ{tripp'd him firſt ? 

Seh. He had my promiſe, ere I knew thy love. 
Dor. My Services deſerv'd thou ſhould'ſt revoke it. 
| - Seb. Thy Infolence had cancell'd all thy Service; 
| To violate my Laws, even in my Court, = T3 
Sacred to peace, and ſafe from all affronts; 1 
Even to my face, as done in my deſpight, 
Under the wing of awful Majeſty 
Jo ſtrike the Man I lov'd! . 
Dor. Even in the face of Heaven, a place more Sacred, 
Would I have ſtruck the Man, who propt by power, 
Would ſeize my right, and rob me of my Love: 
But, for a blow provok'd by thy Injuſtice, 
The haſty product of a juſt deſpair, | 
hen he reſus'd to meet me in the field, 
That thou ſhoud'ſt make a Coward's Cauſe thy own! _ 
__ &e#, He durſt; nay more deſir'd and begg'd with tears, 
To meet thy Challenge fairly; *rwas thy fault 
Io make it publique; but my duty, then, 
To iuterpoſe; on pain of my diſpleaſure, 
_ Berwixt your Swords. Wo 
Dor. On pain of Infamy 
Te ſhould have diſobey'd. 3 
Seh. Th'Indignity thou didſt was meant to me; 
Thy gloomy eyes were caſt on me, with Scorn, 
As who ſhould fay the blow was there intended; 
But that thou didſt not dare to lift thy hands 
Againſt Anointed power, fo was I forc'd 
Io do a Soveraign juſtice to my ſelf; 
And ſpurn thee from my preſence, 
Dor. Thou haſt dard 55 | | 
To tell me, what I durſt not tell my ſelf: i + 
durſt not think that I was {purn'd, and live; 
And live to hear it boaſted to my face. Ms 
All my long Avarice of honour loſt, 
Heap'd up in Youth, and hoarded up for Age; 2 
Has honours Fountain then ſuck'd back the ſtream ? 5 . 
He has; and hooting boys may dry- ſhod paſs, N 
And gather pebbles from the naked Ford. A : 
Give me my Love, my Honour; give em back: 
4 Qive me revenge; while I have breath to ask it.. 
| Seb. Now by this honour'd Order which I wear, 
More gladly would I give, than thou dar'ſt ask it. 
Nor ſhall the Sacred Character of King 
Be urg'd to ſhield me from thy bold appeal. 
It T have Injur'd thee, that makes us equal: 
The wrong, if done, debas'd me down to thee. 
But thou haſt charg'd me with Ingranitude ; 
Halt thou not charg'd me; ſpeak? 
Dor. Thou know'ſt I have: 
It chou diſown'ſt that Imputation, draw: 
And prove my Charge a lye. FS 
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Seb. No; to diſprove that lye I muſt not draw: 

Be conſcious to thy worth, and tell thy Soul 

What thou haſt done this day in my defence: 

To fight thee, after this, what were it elſe, . 

Than owning that Ingratitude thou urgeſt ? 

That It hmus ſtands betwixt two ruſhing Seas; , 

Which mounting, view each other from afar; 

And ſtrive in vain to meet. | 

Dor. Pl cut that 7fhmas. 

Thou know?ſt I meant not to preſerve thy Life, 

But to reprieve it, for my own revenge. 

I fav*'d thee out of honourable malice: 

Now draw; I ſhould be loath to think thou dar'ſt not: 

Beware of ſuch another vile excuſe. | 
Seb. O parience Heaven! 

Dor. Beware of Patience too; 5 

That's a ſuſpicious word: it had been proper 

Before thy foot had ſpurn'd me; now tis baſe: 

Yet, to difarm thee of thy laſt defence, 

I have thy Oath for my ſecurity: / 

The only boon I beg'd was this fare Combat: 

Fight or be Perjur'd now; that's all thy choice. 
Seb. Now I can thank thee as thou would'ſt be thank'd : 
drawing :] Never was vow of honour better pay d, 

If my true Sword but hold, than this ſhall be. 

The ſprightly Bridegroom, on his Wedding Night, 

More gladly enters not the liſts of Love. © 

Why 'tis enjoyment to be ſummon'd thus. 

Go: bear my Meſlage to Henrique Ghoſt ; 

And ſay his Maſter and his Friend reveng'd him. 

Dor. His Ghoſt! then is my hated Rival dead ? 
Seb. The queſtion is beſide our preſent purpoſe 

Thou ſeelt me ready; we delay too long. 
Dor. A minute is not much in either's Life, 

When there's but one betwixt us; throw it in, 

And give it him of'us who. is to fall. | 


Seb. He's dead: make haſt, and thou may*ſt yet o'er take him. 


Dor. When I was haſty thou delay'ſt me longer. 
I prithee let me bee one moment more 
Into thy promiſe: for thy life preſerv'd: 
Be kind; and tell me how that Rival dy'd, 
Whole Death next thine I wind... 
Seb. If it would pleaſe thee thou ſhoud'ſt never know : 
But thou, like Jealouſie, enquir'ſt a Fruth, _ 
Which found will torture thee : He dy'd in Fight: 
Fought next my Perſon ; as in conſort fought : 
Kept pace for pace, and blow for every blow; 
Save when he heav'd his Shield in my defence; 
And on his naked. ſide receiv*d my wound. 
Then when he could no more, he fell at once: 
But rowPd his falling body croſs their way; 
And made a Bulwark of it for his Prince. 
Dor. | never can forgive him ſuch a death! 


Seb. I prophecy'd thy proud Soul could not bear it.. 


Now judge thy ſelf, who beſt deſerv'd my Love. 
I knew you both; (and durſt I fay) as Heaven 
Foreknew among the ſhining Angel hoſt, 
Who would and firm, who fall. Y 
Dor. Had he been tempted fo, ſo had he fall'n, 
And ſo had I been favour'd, had I ftood., . _ 
Seh. What had been is unknown; what is appears: 
Conteſs he juſtly was preferr'd to ther. 
Dor. Had I been born with his indulgent Stars, 
My fortune had been his, and his been mine. 
Vol. II. 5 D d d a 
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O, worſe 7 Tae Hell What Glory have Hoſt? 1.3.93 20) 
And what has he acquird by ſuch a death? eee 
I ſhould have fall'n by Sehaſtian's ſide 4 HY | 
My Corps had been the Bulwark of my King 
His glorious end was a patch'd work of fate, 
In forted with a ſoft effeminate life; > was 
It ſuited better with my Lite than Re $4445 1 
So to have dy'd, mine had been of a piece, 
Spent in vour Ser vice, dying at your feet. OH 241 80 | 
Seb. The more effeminate and ſoft his life, T2 Lorain GT 
The more his Fame, to ſtruggle to the field, 9 * 
And meet his glorious fate: Confeſs, proud Spirit, 
(For I will have it from thy very mouth) 
That better he deſerv'd my love than thou. ä 
ö Dor. O, whither would you drive me! I muſt er 
23 Yes 1 mult grant, but with a ſwelling Soul, 
7 Henriquez had your Love with more deſert: 
For you he fought, and dy'd; I fought againſt you; 
Through all the mazes of the bloody field, 
Hunted your Sacred Life; which that I miſs'd 
Was the propitious errour of my fate, 
Not of my Soul, my Soul's a Regicide. - .''/ 
Seb. Thou might'ſt have given it a more gentle name: 
| [rrore calmly.) Thou mean'lt to kill a Tyrant not a King: 
a Speak, didſt thou not, Alonso? 
N Dor. Can ] ſpeak | 
Alas, I cannot anſwer to Alonso: 
No, Dorax cannot anſwer to Alonzo: 
Alonso was too kind a name for me. 5 
Then, when I tought and conquer'd with your Arms, 
In that bleit Age | was the Man you nam'd: 
Till rage and pride debas'd me into Dorax; 
And lolt like Lucifer my name above. 
. b. Vet twice this day I ow*'d my Life to Dorax. 
Dor. I ſav'd you but to kill you; there's my grief. 
Seb. Nay, if thou canſt be griev'd, thou canſt repent : 
Thou coud'ſt not be a Villain, though thou woud'ſt: 
Thou on ſt too much in owning thou haſt err'd; 
And ] too little, who provok'd thy Crime. 
Dor. O ſtop this headlong Torrent of your goodneſs: 
It comes too faſt upon a feeble Soul, 
Halt drown'd in tears, before; ſpare my confuſion : 
For pity ſpare, and ſay not, firſt you err'd. 
For yet I have not dar'd , through guiltand ſhame, 
[Falls at his To throw my ſelf beneath your Royal feet. 
feet.] Now ſpurn this Rebel, this proud „ 
"Tis juſt you ſhould, nor will I more complain. 
Seb. Indeed thou ſhould'ſt not ask forgiveneſs firſt, 
| [raking him up.] But thou prevent'ſt me ſtill, in al that's noble, 
Yet I will raiſe thee up with better news: 
Thy Violante's heart was ever thine; © _ 
Compell'd to wed, becauſe ſhe was my Ward, 
Her Soul was abſent when ſhe gave her hand: 
Nor could my threats, or his purſuing Courtſhip, 
Effect the Conſumation of his Love: 


So, ſtill indulging tears, ſhe pines for W * 
A Widow and a Maid. 


Dor. Have I been curſing Heav'n while Hear" n bel me! 
I [hall run mad with extaſy of Joy: 

What, in one moment, to be e 

To Heav- n, and to my King, and to my Love! 
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1 But pity is my Friend and ſtops me ſhort, | e 
| For my unhappy Rival: poor Henriquez ! $4 M79 on 
SH þ.” Art thou { > Oe” 
Seb, Art thou ſo generous too, to Pity him: | 1308 
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And if I cou'd, POOL 

Words were not made to vent ſuch thoughts as mine- 
Seb. Thou canſt not ſpeak, and I can ne'er be ſilent . 

Some ſtrange reverſe of Fate mult ſure attend 

This vaſt profuſion, this extravagance 

Of Heaven, to bleſs me thus. ?Tis Gold fo pure 

It cannot bear the Stamp, without allay- 

Be kind, ye powers, and take but half away: 

With eaſe the gifts of Fortune I reſign ; 

But, let my Love, and Friend, be ever mine, 


« - 5 * = TY R i * 


ACT. V. The Scene # a Room of State. 


Ezter Dorax and Antonio. 


* 5 \ 


As; in the Scene of opening Paradiſe, 
9 The whole Creation danc'd ar their new being: 
Pleas'd to be what they were; pleas'd with each other. 
Such Joy have I, both in my ſelf, and Friends: 
And double Joy, that I have made em happy. 
Ant. Pleaſure has been the bus'neſs of my life; 
And every change of Fortune eaſie to me, 
Becauſe I ſtill was eafie to my felt. 
The loſs of her I lov*d would touch me neareſt ; 
Yer, if I found her, I might love too much; 
And that's uneaſie Pleaſure. 
Dor. If ſhe be fared „ö; ⁊ 1. 
To be your Wife, your fate will find her for you: 
Predeſtinated ills are never loſt. W 
lad ſorgoert 
T'enquire before, but long to be inform'd, 
How, poiſon'd and betray'd and round beſet, 
You could unwind your felt from all theſe dangers ; 
And move ſo ſpeedily to our relief? FTE 
Dor. The double poiſons, after a ſhort Combat, 
ExpelPd each other in their Civil War, : 
By natures benefit: and rous'd my thoughts 
To Gaurd that life which now I found attack?*d, 
I ſummon'd all my Officers in haſt, e 
On whole experienced Faith I might rely. 
All came reſolv'd to die in my detence, 
Save that one villain who betray'd the Gate. 
Our diligence prevented the ſurprize 
We juſtly fear'd: fo Maley-Zeydan found us 
Dran up in Battle, to receive the Charge. JOU Bin 
Ant. But how the Moors and Chriſtian ſlaves were joyn d 
Vou have not yet unfolded. 5 
Dor. That remains. 2 
We knew their Intereſt was the ſame with ours: 
And though I hated more than Death, Sebaſtian; 
I could not ſee him die by Vulgar hands: 4 
But prompted by my Angel, or by his, 
Free'd all the Slaves, and plac'd him next my ſelf 


Dor. J OY is onevery face, without a Cloud 7 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe I would not have his Perſon known. 

I need not tell the teſt, th' event dedlares it. | 
Ant. Your Conqueſt came of courſe; their men were raw, 
And yours were diſciplin'd : one doubt remains, | 

Why you induſtriouſly conceaPd the King, 
Who, known, had added Courage to his Men? 
Dor. I would not hazard civil broils betwixt "OE 
His Friends and mine: which might prevent our combat: 
Vet, had he fallen I had diſmiſs'd his Troops; 
Or if Victorious, order'd his eſcape. | 
But I forgot a new increaſe of Joy, 
To feaſt him with ſurprize; I mult about it: TS 
Expect my {wit return. 3 [Exit Dorax. 
Enter a Servant to Antonio. | | 
. Serv. Here'sa Lady at the Door, that bids me tell you, ſhe is come to make an 
end of the game, that was broken off berwixt you 
Ant. What manner of Woman is ſhe ? Does ſhe not want two of the four Ele- 
ments? Has ſhe any thing about her but air and fire? 
Serv. Truly, ſhe flies about the room, as if ſhe had wings inſtead of legs; I 
believe ſhe's juſt turning into a Bird: a Houſebird I warrant her; and fo haſty to 
fly to you, that rather than fail of entrance, ſhe wou*d come tumbling down the 
Chimney like a Swallow. 1 1 e . | 
Enter Morayma. 
[Antonio running to her and Embracing her.) . 
Look if ſhe be not here already: what, no denial it ſeems will ſerve your turn? 
Why! thou little dun, is thy debt ſo preſſinn gs oY 
Mor. Little Devil if you pleaſe: your leaſe is out, good Mr. Conjurer; and I 
am come to fetch your Soul and Body; not an hour of lewdneſs longer in this 
world for you. broth Is 5 
At Where the Devil haſt thou been? and how the Devil didſt thou find me 
here! . | „ . 
Hor. 1 follow'd you into the Caſtle- yard: but there was nothing but Tumult, 
and Confuſion: and I was bodily afraid of being pick'd up by ſome of the Rab- 
ble : conſidering I had a double charge about me, — my Jewels and my Mai- 
den-head. | 5 
Aut. Both of *em intended for my Worſhips ſole uſe and Property. 
Mor. And what was poor little | among 'em all? 5 
Ant, Not a mouthful a piece: 'twas too much odds in Conſcience. * 
or. So ſeeking for ſhelter, I naturally ran to the old place of Aſſignation, the 
Garden-houſe: where for want of ;nftib&, you did not follow me. 
Ant. Well for thy Comfort, I have ſecur'd thy Father; and! hope thou haſt 
fecur'd his effects for us. % „ ey 
Mor. Yes truly I had the prudent foreſight to conſider that when we grow old, 
and weary ot Solacing one another, we might have, at leaſt, wherewithal to make 
merry with the World; And take up with a worſe pleaſure of eating and drink- 
ing, when we were diſabled for a better. _ ee pairing nf 
Ant. Thy fortune will be &en too good for thee: for thou art going into the 
Country of Serenades, and Gallantries ; where thy ſtreet will be haunted every 
Night, with thy foolich Lovers, and my Rivals; who will be ſighing, and fing- - 
ing under thy inexorable Windows, lamentable Ditties, and call thee Cruel, and 
Goddels, and Moon, and Stars, and all the Poetical names of wicked Rhime: 
while thou and I, are minding our bus'neſs, and jogging on, and laughing at 'em; 
at leaſure minutes, which will be very few, take that by way of threatning. 
Mor. Tam afraid you are not very valiant, that you huff ſo much beforehand: 


but, they ſay, your Churches are fine places for Love-devyotion: many a ſhe Saint 
is their worlhip'd.: (27 TA 


Aut. Temples are there as they are in all other Countries, good conveniences 
or dumb enter-views : I hear the Proteſtants are not much reforar'd in that point 
neither; tor their Sectaries call their Churches by the natural name of Meeting 
| houſes. Therefore | warn thee in good time, not more of devotion than needs 
7 mult, good future Spouſe; and always in a veil ; fer thoſe eyes of thine are 
| damn'd enemies to mortification- | e x24 


5 | | Mor. 
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King of PORTUGAL 4387 
NMfor. The belt thing that I have hearq of Chriſtendom, is that we Women are 
allowed the privilege of having Souls; and I aſfure you, | ſhall make. bold to 
beſtow mine upon tome Lover, when ever you begin to go aſtray, and if I find 

no Convenience in a Church, a private Chamber will ſerve the turn. | 
Ant. When that day comes, I muſt take my revenge, and turn Gardener a- 
gain: for I find I am much given to Planting, 19 4 
Mor. But take heed, in the mean time, that ſome young Antonio dogs not 
ſpring up in your own Family; as falſe as his Father, though of another mans 
planting. | . Lo | 
Re-enter Dorax with Sebaſtian and Almeyda. Sebaſtian exters ſpeaking to Dorax, 


7 


while in the mean time Antonio preſents Morayma to Almeyda. 


Seb. How fares our Royal Pris'ner, Maley Zgydan? 
Dor. Diſpos'd to grant whatever [ delife, _ 
To gain a Crown, and Freedom: well I know him, 

Of eaſie temper, naturally good, 
And faithful to his word. 5 7 
Seb. Yet one thing wants, | 
To fill the meaſure of my happineſs 
Pm ſtill in pain for poor 4/varez's life. e 
Dor. Releaſe that fear; the good old man is ſafe: 
I pay'd his Ranfome _ 5 
And have already order'd his Attendance. 
Seb. O bid him enter for I long to ſee him. | 
Enter Alvarez with 4 Servant, \who departs when Alvarez is enter d. 
[Alvarez falling domm and embracing the Kzngs knees.) 
Now by my Soul, and by theſe hoary hairs, 
Pm fo oer-whelm'd with pleaſure, that I feel 
A latter ſpring within my with'ring Limbs, 
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That ſhoots me out again. 
 [Sebaſt ine raiſing him.] 
Thou good old Man! LE 
Thou haſt deceiv'd me into more, more joys ; 
Who ſtood brim- full before. 
Alv. O my dear Child! 
I love thee ſo, I cannot call thee King, 1 „„ | 
Whom I ſo oft have dandled in theſe.arms ! 5 9 
What, when I gave thee loſt to find thee living! | 
Tis like a Father who himſelf had ſcap'd 
A falling houſe, and after anxious ſearch, 
Hears from afar, his only Son within: 
And digs through rubbiſh, till he drags him out 
-'To fee the mieadiy lene. gue s 
Such is my haſt, ſo trembling is my joy, 
To draw thee forth from underneath thy Fate. : 
Seb, The Tempeſt is o'er-blown; the Skies are clear, 
And the Sea charm'd into a Calm fo ftill, 
That not a wrinkle ruffles her ſmooth face. 
Alv. Juſt ſuch ſhe ſhows before ariſing ſtorm : 
And therefore am I come with timely ſpeed, 
To warn you into Port. 1 os 
Almeyda. My Soul tore-bodes © [ sat. 
Some dire event involv'd in thoſe dark words: 
And juſt diſcloſing in a birth of fate. 
Av. Is there not yet an Heir of this vaſt Empire, 
Who {till Survives of Maley-Moluchs branch? 
Dor. Yes ſuch a one there is, a Captive here, 
And Brother to the Deadmee. 
Atv, The Powers above 


Be prais'd for that: my prayers for my good Maſter 
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hope are heard. 
Seb. Thou haſt a right in Heaven, 

But why theſe Prayers for me? 3 
Alv, A door is open yet for your deliveranſc. 

Now you my Country-men, and you Almeyds, F 
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Don SEBASTIAN 
Now all of us, and you (my all in one) 
May yet be happy in that Captives life. 

Feb. We have him here an honourable Hoſtage 
For terms of peace: what more he can Contribute 
To make me bleſt, I know not. 

Atv. Vaſtly more: bag 
Almeyda may be ſettled inthe Throne; 

And you review your native Clime with fame: 
A firm Alliance, and eternal Peace, 

(The glorious Crown of honourable War, 

Are all included in that Princes life: 

Let this fair Queen be given to Maley-Zeydaz ; 
And make her love the Sanction of your League. 

Seb. No more of that: his Life's in my diſpoſe; 
And Pris'ners are not to 1nfiſt on terms. | 

Or it they were, yet he demands not theſe 

Atv. You ſhould exact 'em. 

Alm. Better - be made; 
Theſe cannot: I abhor the Jyrants race 
My Parents Murtherers, my Throne's Uſurpers. 


Hut, at one blow to cut off all deſpute, 


Know this thou buſie, old, officious Man, 


lama Chriſtian; now be wiſe no more; 


Or if thou woud'ſt be {till thought wiſe, be ſilent. 
Alg. O! perceive you think your Int'reſt touch'd: 


To what before the Bartel J obſerv'd: 


But I mult ſpeak, and will. 
Seb. 1 prithee peace; 
Perhaps ſhe thinks they are too near of blood. 
Ale. I wiſh ſhe may not wed to blood more near. 
£6. What if I make her mine? 155 
Av, Now Heav'n forbid! 
%. Wyh rather Heav'n may grant. 
For, it I cowd deſerve, I have deſerv'd her: 
My toyis, my hazards, and my Subjects lives, 


| (Provided ſhe conſent) may claim her love: 


And, that once granted, I appeal to theſe, 


If better, I cou'd chuſe a beautcous Bride. 


Aut. The faireſt of her Sex. 
Mor. The pride of Nature. © 
Dor. He only merits her ; ſhe only him. 
So pair'd, fo ſuited in their minds and Perſons, 
That they were fram'd the Tallies for each other. 
If any Alien love had interpos'd 
ir mutt have been an eyeſore to beholders, 
And to themſelves a Curſe. 
Atv. And to themſelves 
The greateſt Curſe that can be, were to joyn. 
Seb. Did I not love thee, palt a change to hate, 
That word had been thy ruine; but no more, 
I charge thee on thy life, perverſe old Man. 

Atv, Know, Sir, I wou'd be ſilent if I durſt: 
But, if on Shipboard, I ſhou'd ſee my Friend, 
Grown frantique in a raging Calenture, 

And he, imagining vain flowry fields, 
Wou'd headlong plunge himſelf into the deep, 
Shou'd I not hold him from that mad attempt, 
Till his ſick fancy were by reaſon cur'd ? 
Seh. J pardon thee th'effects of doting Age; 
Vun doubts, and idle cares, and over-caution; 
The ſecond Non: age of a Soul, more wiſe; 
Put now decay'd, and ſunk into the Socket, 
Peeping by fits and giving teeble light. _ 
Alv, Have you forgot? | 
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$:b, Thou mean'ſt my Fathers Will, | 
In bar of Marriage to Almeyda's bed: i 1 
Thou ſeeſt my faculties are ill entire, | | > | 
Though thine are much impair'd, I weightd that Wal.” --. | 
And found *twas grounded on our diff'rent Faiths; 
But, had he liv'd to ſee her happy change, 
He wou'd have cancelPd that harſh Interdict, 
And joyn'd our hands himſelf 
Alx. Still had he liv'd and ſeen this change, 
He ſtill had been the fame. TOE ans 
Seb. I have a dark remembrance of my Father; 
His reas'nings and his Actions both were juſt ; 
And, granting that, he mult have chang'd his meaſures. 
Alv. Yes, he was juſt, and therefore cou'd not change. 
Seb. Tis a baſe wrong _ offer'ſt to the Dead. 
Alu. Now Heav'n forbid, TE VE 
That I ſhou'd blait his pious Memory: f 
No, I am tender of his holy Fame: 
For dying he bequeath'd it to my charge. 
Believe, lam; and ſeek to know no more, 
But pay a blind obedience to his Will. 
For to preſerve his Fame I wou'd be ſilent. = 
Seb. Craz'd fool, who wWoud'ſt be thought an Oracle. 
Come down from of thy Tripos, and ſpeak plain; 
My Father ſhall be juſtified, he ſhall : 
Tis a Son's part to riſe in his defence; 
And to contound thy malice, or thy dotage. 
Al. It does not grieve me that you hold me craz'd: | if 
But, to be elear'd at my dead Maſters coſt. . 1 
O there's the wound! but let me firſt adjure you, = 
By all you owe that dear departed Soul, | WC 
No more to think of Marriage with A/meyda. = 
Seb. Not Heav'n and Harth comburd can hinder it. | 
Alv. Then, witneſs Heav'n and Earth, how loathT am 
To fay, you muſt not, nay you cannot wed: 52 8 5 | 
And 1282 not only a dead Fathers fame, 3 
But more a Ladies honour muſt be touch'd —_—_ 
Which nice as Ermines will not bear a Soil ; WM 
Let all retire; that you alone may hear | wm 
What ev'n in whiſpers I wow'd tell your ear. = 


Alm. Not one of you depart; I charge you ſtay: LAL ire going out. 
And, were my voice a Trumpet loud as Fame, wo 
To reach the round of Heab'n, and Earth, and Sea, 
All Nations ſhou'd be ſummon'd to this place. 

So little do I fear that fellows charge: 
So ſhou'd my honour like a riſing Swan, 
Bruſh with her Wings, the falling drops away, 
And proudly Plough the Waves. F 
Seb. This noble Pride becomes thy Innocence: 

And [dare truſt my-Fathers memory, | 

To ſtand the charge of that foul forging Tongue: 
Atv, It will be ſoon diſcover'd if I torge: 75 

Have you not heard your Father in his youth, 

When newly marry'd, travelPd into Spain, 

And made a long abode in Phillips Court 1 5 
Seb. Why fo remote a Queſtion ? Which thy felf - 

Can anſwer to thy ſelf, for thou wert with him, 

His Fav'rite, as I oft have heard thee boaſt: © - 

And neareſt to his Soul. PO TIL LOL eee 
Alv. Too near indeed, forgive me gracious Heaven, 

That ever I ſhould boaſt I was ſo near. - 

The Confident of all his young Amours. SN 
Uo Almeyda] And have not you, unhappy beauty, heard, 
888 Vol. II. | e Have 
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Have you not often heard, your ExiPd Parents 

Were refug?d in that Court, and ar that time? 
Alm. Iis true: and often ſince, my Mother own'd 

How kind that Prince was, to eſpouſe her cauſe; 

She Counſelld, nay, Enjoyn'd me on her bleſſing 

To ſeek the Sanctuary of your Court: 

Which gave me firſt encouragment to come, 

And, with my Brother, beg Sebaſtian's aid. 
Seb.] Thou help'ſt me well, to juſtifie my War: 

to Alm.] My dying Father ſwore me, then a Boy, 


And made me kiſs the Croſs upon his Sword, 


Never to ſheath it, till that exil'd Queen 


Wete by my Arms reſtor d. 


Atv. And can you find 9 OM 
No myſtery, coucl'd in this exceſs of kindneſs? 
Were Kings e'er known in this degenerate Age, 

So paſſionately fond of noble Acts, „ 
W here Interelt ſhar'd not more than half with honour? 


Seb. Baſe groveling Soul, who knowꝰ'ſt not honours worth? 5 


But eigh'ſt it out in mercenary Scales; 


The Secret pleaſure of a generous Act, 


Alv. Show me that King, and Pll believe the Phenix, : 


But knock at your own breaſt, and ask your Soul 


It choſe fair fatal eyes, edg'd not your Word, 
More than your Fathers charge, and all your Vows? 
It io; and fo your ſilence grants it is, 
Know King, your Father had, like you, a Soul; 
And Love is your Inheritance from him. 
Alm yda's Mother too had eyes, like her, 


And not leſs charming, and were charm'd no leſs: 


Than your's are now with her, and her's with you, 
Alm. Thou ly*tttmpoſtor, Perjur'd Friend, thou ly'ſt. 
Seb, Wa'lt not enough to brand my Father's fame, 


But thou muſt toad a Ladies memory? 


O Infamous baſe, beyond repair: 
And to what end this ill concerted lye, _ 
Which palpable and groſs, yet granted true, 


It barrs not my Inviolable V ows. 


Atv. Take heed and double not your Fathers crimes; 
To his Adult'ry, do not add your Inceſt. 
Know, ſhe is the product of unlawful Love: 

And 'tis your Carnal Siſter you wou'd wet. 

Seb. Thou {halt not ſay thou wert condemn'd unheard. 
Elfe, by my Soul, this moment were the laſt. 

Alm. But think not Oaths ſhall juſtifie thy charge; 
Nor Imprecations on thy curſed head: 1 0 
For who dares lye to Heaven, think Heaven a ſeſt, 
Thou haſt confeſs'd thy ſelf the Conſcious Pander 4 
Of that pretended paſhon: 32 | 
A Single Witneſs, infamouſſy known, 

Againſt two Perſons of unqueſtion'd fame. Say 

Alv, What Int'reſt can I have, or what delight 
To blaze their ſhame, or to divulge my own? _ 


If prov'd you hate me, if unprov'd Condemn? 


Not Racks or Tortures could have forc'd this ſecret, 


Hut too much care, to ſave you from a Crime, 


” 
« ” 


Alnezaa's beauty well deſerves your love. 
Alm. Out baſe Impoſture, I abhor thy praiſe. 
Der. It looks not like Impoſture: but a trutll, 

On utmoſt need erf]. 


Seh. Did l expect from Dorax, this retuinn 
Is this the love renew?d 7 | . 


Which would have ſunk you both. For let me ſay, 
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Dora x. Sir, Jam filent; 

Pray Heav'n my fears prove falſe, 

Feb. Away; you all combine to make me wretched. 

Alv. But hear the {tory of that fatal love; | 
Where every Circumſtance ſhall prove another ; 

And truth fo ſhine, by her own native light, 
That if a lye were mixt, it mult be ſeen- 
Seb. No; all may ſtil] be forg'd, and ofa piece. 
No; I can credit nothing thou canſt ſay. 
Alv. One proof remains; and that's your Fathers hand: 
Firm'd with his Signet; both ſo fully known, 
That Plainer Evidence can hardly be, 
Unleſs his Soul wou'd want her Heav'n a while, 
And come on Earth to ſwear. 7 

Seb. Produce that Writing. 

[Alu. Alonzo has it in his Cuſtody. 
to Dorax] The ſame, vhich hen his nobleneſs redeem'd me, 
And in a friendly viſit own'd himfelt, 15 
For what he is, I then depoſited: 

And had his Faith to give it to the King, 


Dorax giving 4 Seal'd Paper to the Ring. 
Untouch'd, and Seal'd, as when intruſted with me, 
Such I reſtore it, with a trembling hand, 
Leſt ought within dilturb your peace of Soul. 
Ee 385 Sebaſtian tearing open the Seals. 
Draw near Alzezda: thou art moſt concern'd. 
For I am moſt in thee. 
Aloazo, mark the Characters: 
Thou know'tt my Fathers hand, obſerve it well: 
And if th'Impoſtors Pen, have made one flip, 
That ſhews it Counterteir, mark that and ſave me. 
Dor. It looks indeed, too like my Maiters hand 
So does the Signet, more I cannot fay ; 
But wiſh *twere not fo lik. | 
Seb. Methinks it owns 
The black Adult'ry, and 4/meyda's birth; 
But ſuch a miſt of grief comes o'er my eyes, 
I cannot, or | wou'd not, read it plain. 
Alm. Heav'n cannot be more true, than this is falle. 
Seb. O coud'it thou prove it, with the ſame aſſurance! 
Speak, haſt thou ever ſeen my Father's hand? | 
Alm. No; but my Mothers honour has been read 
By me, and by the World, in all her acts; 
In Characters more plain, and legible 
Than this dumb Evidence, this blotted lye. 
Oh that I were a Man, as my Soul's one, 
To prove thee Traytor, an Aſſaſſinate 


Of her fame: thus mov'd I'd tear thee, thus — ; [Tearing 
And ſcatter oer the field thy Coward limbs, "Ip the Paper, 
Like this foul offspring of thy foregoing brain. (Seatt"ring the Paper.) 


Av. Juſt ſo ſhalt thou be torn from all thy hopes. 
For know, proud Woman, know in thy deſpight, 
The moſt Authentique proof is {till behind. | 
Thou wear'ſt it on thy finger, tis that Ring, 
Which match'd to that on his, ſhall clear the doubt, 
'Tis no dumb Forgery : For that ſhall ſpeak; ; 
And found a rattling peal to either's Conſcience : 
Seb. This Ring indeed, my Father, with a cold 
And ſhaking hand, juſt in the pangs of Death, 
Put on my finger; with a parting ftigh, __ 
And wou'd have ſpoke; bur falter'd in his ſpeech 
With undiſtinguiſh'd ſounds. Ps 
Alv. I know it well: DD 1 ge : 
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tor. I was as See: now, Anne, ſheak: 

And, truly tell us, how you come by yours?? 
Alm, My Mother, when | parted from her ſight 
To go to Portugal bequeath'd it to me, 

Preta: aging ſhe ſhou'd never ſee me more: 

She pulPd it from her linger, ſhed ſome tears, 

Kiſs'd it, and told me *twas a pledge of Love; 

And hid a Myſtery of great importance 

Relating to my Fortunes. 

Alv. Mark me now, 


While ] diſcloſe that fatal Myſter y. 


Thoſe rings when you were born and thought anothers ; 
Your Parents glowing yet in ſinful love, 

Bid me beſpeak: a Curious Artiſt wrought 'em: 

With joynts fo cloſe, as not to be perceiv'd; 

Yet are they both each others Counterpart. 

Her part had Jun infcrib'd, and his had Ts. 


| (You know thoſe names aretheirs: and in the midſt, 
 Aheart divided in two halves was plac'd, 


Now if the rivets of thoſe Rings inclos'd, 
Fit not each other, I have forg'd this lye: : 
But if they joyn, you mult for ever part. 
 [Seb. pulling off his Ring Seb. Now life or death. 


Alm. does the Jane, and Alm. And either thine or ours. 
oi, it t% Alv. rho un- Alm. Im loſt for ever — ( ſwoons} 
crues both the Rings, and C The Women and Moray ma take 
fits ohe half to the "other. 1 her up and carry her off. 


Seb. Here ſtands amaz'd without motion, his eyes fixt upward, * 
Seh. Look to the Queen my Wife; For Lam paſt 
All pow*r of aid, to her or to my ſelf, 
Alv. His Wie, ſaid he, his Wife! O fatal found | 
For, had I known it, this unwelcome news 
Had never reach'd their ears. 
So they had ſtill been bleſt in Ignorance, 
And I alone unhappy. 
Dor. I knew it but too late: and durſt, not ſpeak- 
Seb. fart i, g out J will not live: No not a moment more; 
of hi amazement. I will not add one moment more to 5 
Plcurt it of, and end a wretched being. 


For, ſhould I live, my SouPs fo little mine, 


And fo much hers, that J ſhould {till enjoy. 

Ye Cruel Powers, 

Fake me as you have made me, miſerable; 

Yon cannot make me guilty ; tas my fate 2 re 
And you made that, not I. | OLD [Draws his Sword: 


Antonio and Alv, lay hold on him, and Dor ax wreſts the Sword out of hss hand. 


Aat. For Heave'ns fake hold, and recolle& your mind. 
Al. Conſider whom you puniſh, and for what ; 110 
Yaur ſelf unjuſtly: You have charg'd the fault, | 2-1 
On Heav?n that beſt may bear it. EE ke 1 
Though Inceſt is indeed a deadly Crime, 
You are not guilty, ſince unknown *twas done, 
And known, had been abhorr'd. EEE 
Seb. By Heav'n you're Traytors all, that hold my hands 


If death be but ceſſation of our thought, 8 "Im 


Then let me die, for I would think: no more. 
I'll boaſt my. Innocence above 
And let em fee a Soul they cou'd not ſi ally : 


I !hall be there before my Fathers Ghoſt, Aer 112 UND NT bin, 


That yet mult languiſh long in Froſts and Fires, 


For making me unhappy by his Crime: 15 e 22 DAB 


[trueling Stand off, and let me take my fill of death: | 1 
again.] For I can hold my breath! in your deſpight, pp 
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| And d ſwell my heaving Soul out, when [ pleaſe. 
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4tv. Beay'n comfort you! 

Seb, What, art thou giving Comfort? 
Woud'ſt thou give comfort, who haſt giv'n deſpair # 
Thou ſee'ſt Alonzo ſilent; he's a Man, 
He knows, that Men abandon'd of their hopes 


Shou'd ask no leave, nor (tay for ſuing out 


A tedious Writ of caſe, from lingering Heav'n, 


But help themſelves, as timely as they cou'd, 


And teach the Fates their Duty. 
[Dorax zo Alv. Let him go : 
and Anto.] He is our King ; and he ſhall be obey'd, 
Alv. What to deſtroy himſelf, O Parricide! 
Dor. Be not injurious in your fooliſh Zeal, 
But leave him free; or by my Sword I ſwear, 


To hew that arm away, that ſtops the paſſage 
To his Eternal Reſt. 


[ Anto. leting Ler him be guilty of his own death if he aſs, for PII 
g his bold.) not be guilty of mine, by holding him. 
The Ring ſhakes off Alvarez. 
Alvarez to Dorax.] Infernal Finck 
Is this a Subject's part? 
Dor. is a Friend's Office. 
He has convinc'd me that he ought to die, 
And rather than he ſhou'd not, here's my Sword 
Jo help him on his Journey. | 
Seb. My laſt, my only Friend, how kind art thou, 
And how inhumane theſe! | 
Dor. To make the Trifle Death a thing of moment 
Seb. And not to weigh the important cauſe had, 


To rid my ſelf of Life? 


Dor. True; for a Crime 
So horrid in the face of Men and Ange ls, 
As wilful Inceſt 1s! 
Seb. Not willful neither. 
Dor. Yes, if you liv'd, and with mated Atts, 


refre{I'd your Sin, and loaded Crimes with Crimes, 


To ſwell your ſcores of Guilt. _ 
Seb. True; it I liv'd. Dor. Lfaid ſo, if you liv'd. 
Seb. For hitherto was fatal Ignorance: 
And no intended Crime. 
Dor. That you belt know. | 
But the malicious World will judge the worſt. 
Av. O what a Sophiſter has Hell h {1 


Io argue for Damnation? 


Dor. Peace, old Dotard. os 4 


Mankind that always judge of Kings with 8 


Will think he knew this Inceſt, and purſu'd it. 
His only way to rectifie miltakes, 1 Ct 
And to redeem her Honour, is to die. lot EN omg 
Seb. Thou haſt it right, my dear, my beſt del 25 1 
And that but petty reparation too; 8 3 
But all J have to give. 3 | 
Dor. Your pardon, Sir; 


Lou may do more, and ought. 


Seb, What, more than Death! 
Dor. Death! why that's Childrens, bart A age is, Death 


| WeadQit every Night we go to bed. 


Death to a Man in Miſery is Sleep, int Ks 
Wou'd you, who perpetrated ſuch 4 Une eee e 
As frighten'd Nature, made the Saints above 6b it 
Shake Heav'ns Eternal Pavement with their ankle, ara 197-60 
To view that act, wou'd you but barely die? 6 

But ſtr etch your Limbs, and turn on torher ide, 


* » PIT WY. * DP 


8 Pay A. * 
304 on SEBASTI 


To lengthen out a black voluptuous ſlumber, ' 

And dream you had vour Siſter in your arms. 

Seh. To expiate this, can I do more than die? 
Dor. O yes; you muſt do more; you mult be damn'd: 

You mult be damn'd to all Eternity. 

And ſure Self- murder is the readieſt way. 
Seb, How, damn'd ? Dor. Why, is that News? 
A. O, Horror! Horror! 

Dor. What, thou a Stateſman, 

And make a bus'neſs of Damnation, 

In ſuch a World as this! Why, 'tis a Trade; 

The Scrivener, Uſurer, Lawyer, Shop-keeper, 

And Soldier, cannot live but by Damnation. 

The Politician does it by advance, 

And gives all gone before-hand. EOS 
Seb. O thou haſt given me ſuch a glimpſe of Hell, 

So puſh'ꝗ me forward, even to the brink, 

Oft that irremeciable burning Gulph, 

That looking in the Aſs, I dare not leap. 

And now I fee what good thou mean'ſt my Soul, 

And rhank thy pious fraud : Thou haſt indeed 
Appcar'd a Devil, but did'ſt an Angel's work. 
Dor. T was the laſt Remedy, to give you leiſure; 

For, if you cou'd but think, I knew you ſafe. 

Seb, 1 thank thee, my Alonso: I will live; 

But never more to Portugal return 

For, to go back and reign, that were to thew 

Triumphant Inceſt, and pollute the Throne. 
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Alx. Since Ignorance — — 
Seb. O, palliate not my wound: 
When you have argu'd all you can, *tis Inceſt: 
No, 'tis reſolv'd, I charge you plead no more; ? 
I cannot hve without Alueda's fight, 
Nor can I ſee Almejda but I fin. 
Heav'n has inſpir'd me with a ſacred Thought, 
To live alone to Heav'n, and die to her. 
Dor. Mean you to turn an Anchoret ? 
Sb, What elle ? 
The World was once too narrow for my mind, 
But one poor little nook will ſerve me now; 
To hide me from the reſt of human kind. 
Africk has Deſarts wide enough to hold | 
N Millions of Monſters, and I am ſure, the greateſt. 
Q Alv. You may repent, and wiſh your Crown too late. 
Seb. O never, never: I am paſt a Boy, 185 
A Sceptre's but a Play- thing, and a Globe 
A bigger bounding Stone. He who can leave 
Alineyda, may renounce the reſt with eaſe. 
Dor. O truly great! 
A Soul fix'd high and capable of Heav'n. 
Old as he is your Uncle Cardinal, e 
Is not fo far enamour'd of a Cloyſter, ESQ EN 28; 
But he will thank you for the Crown you leave him. 
Seb. Topleaſe him more, let him believe me dead; 
That he may never dream I may return. | | 
Alonzo, | am now no more thy King, _ 
But till thy Friend, and by that holy Name, ; 
Adjure thee to perform my laſt Requeſt: 
Make our Conditions with yon Captive King; 
k Secure me but my ſolitary Cell, Bt 
f | *Tis all Task him for a Crown reſtor'd. 
by Dor. I will do more 7 4417 
But fear not Muley-Zyjdaz; his foft metal 
Melts down with eaſie warmth; runs in the mould, 


And 
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And needs x no farther forge. [Exit Dorax. 
Re-enter Almeyda led by Morayma, and ſows , hos Attendants. | x 
Seb. See where ſhe comes again- | 
By Heav'n when I behold thoſe beauteous eyes, 
Repentance lags and Sin comes nufrying on. 
Alm. This is too cruel! 
Seb. Speak'ſt thou of Love, of Fortuge: or 1 Death, 
Or double Death, for we mult part, Almeyda. 
Alm, ] ſpeak of all. 
For all things that belong to us are cruel. 
But what's moſt cruel, We muſt love no more. 
Otis too much that [ mult never ſee you, 
But not to love you is impoſſible : 
No, I muſt love you: Heav'n mayſbate me that, 
And charge that Sinful Sympathy of Souls; 
Upon our parents, when they lov d too well. 5 
Seb. Good Heav'n, thou ſpeak'ſt my thoughts, and I ſpeak thine, 
Nay, then there's Inceſt in our very SO: wE 
For we were form'd too like. e e 
Alm. Too like indeed. 
And yet not for each other. 
Sure when we part (for I reſolvd it too 
Tho? you propos'd it firſt) however diſtant, 
We ſhall be ever thinking of each other. 
And, the ſame moment, for each other pray. 
Seb. But if a wiſh ſhou'd come athwart our Prayers! * 
Alm, It wou'd do well to curb it, if we cou'd. | 
Seb. We cannot look upon each others tace, 
But, when we read our love, we read our guilt, 
And yet methinks I cannot chuſe but love. 
Alm. Iwou'd have ask'd you, if I durſt for ſhame, _ 
If ſtill you lov'd ? You gave it Air before me. | = 
Ah why were we not born both of LS i ro] 37. = 
For then we might have lov'd, without a Crime! 
Why was not I your Brother? "Though that wiſh 
Involv'd our Parents, we had not parted ; 4 
We had been Friends, and Friendſhip is not Inceſt. 
Seb. Alas, I know not by what name to call thee! 
Siſter and Wife are the two deareſt Names ; - + 
And I wou'd call thee both; and both are Sin, | 
Unhappy we! that ſtill we muſt confound + 
The deareſt names into a common Curſe. - 
Alm. To love, and be belov'd, and yet be wretched! 6 
Seb. To have but one poor night of altour lives; - 
It was indeed a glorious, guilty night: (e 
So happy, that, forgive me Heav'n, I wiſh 
With all its guilt, it were to come again. 
Why did we know ſo ſoon, or why at all, 
That Sin cou'd be conceaPd in ſuch a bliſs? 6 
Alm. Men have a larger privilege of words 
Elſe I ſhou'd ſpeak: but we muſt part, Sebaſtian, O00" — 
That's all the name that I have beſt to call tie. IE 
I muſt not call thee by the name I wou'ddspꝓʒꝓʒẽ ti 
But when I ſay Sebaſtian, dear Cafes, ane ; * Hie, 
I kiſs the name I ſpeak. lee = 
Seb. We muſt make haſte, or we ſhall never bur, 
I wou'd ſay ſomething that's as dear as this:: 
Nay, wou'd do more than ſay: one moment longer, 
And I ſhou'd break through Laws Divine and Humage; Hit 
And think *em Cobwebs, ſpred for little M!en, 
Which all the bulky herd of nature breaks-- $21 Jil 1110 Nene | 
The vigorous young World was Ignorant - IO Tor DIE 09 9855 hs 
Of thele reſtri ions, tis decrepit now; "WY 11.46 2 G ei cd {va K 
Not, more devour but more decay d, and 3 6 zin e 
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(As Age and time had worn me out of uſe f) 
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All this is impious; therefore we muſt =. oF 


For gazing Bus, I kindle at thy ſight, TSR 0 


And once burnt down to tinder, light again 
Much ſooner than before. | 
Re-enter Dorax. _ 
Alm, Here comes the ſad denouncet of my fate, 
Jo toll the mournful knell of Separation: 
While Las on my Death. bed, hear the ſound, 
That warns me hence for ever. 4 
[Sebaft, to Now be briet, = 4 a 
Dor.] And ] will try to liſten. 5 
And ſhare the minute that remains, betwixt 
The care Iowe my Subjects and my Love. 
Dor. Your fate has gratifi'd you all ſhe ean; 
Gives eaſie miſery, and makes Exile plealing... 
I rruſted Ma/ey-Zeydan, asa friend, 
But ſwore him firit to ſecreſie: he wep t 0 
Your fortune, and with tears, not ſe A by an, 350113 
But ſhed from nature, like a kindly ſhower: For note 
In thort, he proffer'd more than I demanded; 
A fafe retreat, a gentle Solitude, 
Unvex'd with noiſe, and undiſturh'd with fears: 75 
choſe you one « Ar bs ee e GEO 7 
Alan. O do not tell me hers: 1 e enn od | 
For if I knew the place of his abode, 5 01 II Sti e 
ſhou'd be tempted to ot. his e % e , BUM 


And then we both were loſt. 


Seb. Fen paſt redemption. _ 6 0 516183. 
For, if | knew thou wert on that deſign, | 
(As I muſt know, becauſe our Souls are one) 
I thou'd not wander but by ture Inſtinct, 
Shou'd meet thee juſt half way, in Pilgri image 
And cloſe for ever: For I know my love 
More ſtrong than thine, and I more trail than thou. 
Ala. Tell me not that: for I mult boaſt my Crime, 


And cannot bear that thou ſhoud'ſt better love. 


Dor. I may inform you both: for you mult go, | 
Where Seas, and Winds, and Defarts will divide you 
Under the edge of Atlas, lies a Cave, 

Cut in the living Rock, by natures hands: 

The Venerable Seat of holy Hermites. 

Who ther 05 ſecure in ſeparated Cells, th 
Sacred ev'n to the Moors, enjoy Devotion: 01 
And from the purling Streams and ſa vage . 

Have wholeſome bey? rage, and unbloody Feaſts. 

Seb. *T1s penance too voluptuous for my Crime. 
Dor. Your Subjects, conſcious of your lite are few : 
But all deſirous to partake your Exile; 16 1 % 
And to do Office to your Sacred Perſon. 7 . 434005 


The reſt who think you dead, ſhall be dimiſsd Fogg vid podb FG 


Under fate Convoy till they reach your Fleet. Fre 
Alm. But how am wretched I to be 400 d 0 93 

A vain Enquiry, ſince I leave my Lord: . c 

For all the World beſide is Baniſhment! . 
Dor. J have a Siſter, Abbeſſe in Tercera“ 5, 

Who loft her Lover on her Bridal day 
Alm, There, fate provided me a fellow-Turtle; 

To mingle fighs with ſighs, and tears with tears. 
Dor. Laſt tor my ſelf, if I have well Nh 

My fad Commiſſion, let me beg the boon! 


To ſhare the ſorrows of your latt receſ; GE ano diud n 


And mourn the common loſſes of our 188 63-2647 PI oy au 
Atv. And what becomes of me? Muſt I be left, . erke 


— 
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Theſe Guiews are not yet fo moch unſtrung 
Jo fail me when my Maſter ſhou'd be ſerv'd; 5 
And when they are, then will 1 ſteal to death: 
Silent and unobſerv'd, to fave his tears. 
Seb. I've heard you both; ; Alvarez have thy with. 
But thine Alonzo, thine, is too unjuſt. 
I charge thee with my laſt Commands return, 
And bleſs thy Violante with thy vows. - | 
Antonio, be thou happy too, in thine. 
Laſt, let me ſwear you all to Secreſie, 
And to conceal my ſhame, conceal my life. 
Dor. Ant. Mor. We ſwear to keep it ſecret. 
Alm. Now I wou'd ſpeak the laſt farewel, I cannot. 
It wou'd be {till farewel, a thouſand times: | 
And, multiply'd in Echo 8, ſtill farewel. 
I will not ſpeak ; but think a thouſand, thouſand ; 
And be thou ſilent too, my laſt Sebaſtian; 
So let us part in the dumb pomp of grief. 
My heart's too great; or I wou'd die this moment: 
But Death I thank him, in an hour, has made 
A mighty journey, and I haſt to meet him. 


(She faggers and her Women bold FR 7 


Seb. Help to ſupport this feeble drooping flower: 8 
This tender Sweet, fo ſhaken by the ſtorm. 
For theſe fond arms muſt, thus be ftrerch'd in vain, | 
And never, never muſt embrace ere En 
'Tis paſt: —— my Soul goes in that word ;—-farewel. 


Alvarez goes with Sabaſtian to one end of the Stage  Womes with 


Almeyda to the other. 


* 


Dorax coming 1 zo o Antonio and Morayma, who fund on te; middle 


of the age: 9 


Dor. Haſt to attend e For your ſake 
Your Father is forgiven: But to Antonio 
He forfeits half his Wealth: Be happy both; 
And let Sebaſtian and Almeyda's Fate, 

This dreadful Sentence to the World relate, 
That unrepented Crimes of Pareats dead , 
Are juſtly puniſh'd on their C Inldrens head 
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PROLOGUE. 


Din SEBASTIAN King of Portugal. 


Spoken by a Woman. 


4 | HE Judge remov d, tho? he's no more My Lord, Thus far the Poet, but his brains grow Addle; 
j i May plead at Bar, or at the Council-Board: And all the reſt is purely from this Noddle, © 
| So may caſt Poets write 5 thert's no Pretenſon, Tou've ſeen young Ladies at the Senate door, 
To argue loſs of wit from loſs of Penſion. | Prefer Petitions, and your grace implore; 
Tour looks are cheerful ; and in all this place However grave the Lepiſlators were, 
I ſee not one, that wears a damning face. Their Cauſe went ne er the worſe for being fair. 
The Britiſh Nation .#, too brave to ſhow, Reaſons as weak as theirs, perhaps 1 bring; 
noble vengeance, on a vanquiſh'd foe; But I cou'd bribe you, with as good a thing. 
At leaſt be civil to the wretch imploring ; I keard him make advances of good Nature; 
| And lay your Paws upon him, without roaring: That he for once, wou'd ſheath his cutting Satyr: 
| Suppoſe our Poet was your foe before; Sign but his peace, he vows he'll ne er again 
Tor nom, the busne(s of the Field i Oer; The Sacred Names of Fops and Beaus profane, 
"Tis time to let your Civil Wars alone, Strike up the Bargain quickly ; for ] (wear, 
When Tr oops are into Winter-quarters gone. As times go nom, he offers very fair. | 
Jove was alike to Latian and to Phrygiam; Be.not too hard on him, with Statutes neither , | 


| | TY And you well know, a Play's of ho Religion. | Be kind; and do not ſet your Teeth together, 
\ Take good advice, and pleaſe your ſelves this day ; To ftretch the Las as Coblers do their Leather, 
i | No matter from what hands you have the Play. Horſes, by Papiſts are not to be ridden; 
| | Among goed Fellows ev'ry health will paſs, But ſure the Muſes Horſe was ne er forbidden. 
Hd | That ſerves to carry round another glaſs : . For in no rate · Book, it was ever found © 
; . | hen, with full bowls of Burgundy you dine, hat Pegaſus was valued at Five-pound : 

| Tho at the mighty Monarch you re pine, Fine him to daily Drudging and Inditing; 

Du grant him ſtill moſt Chriſtian, in hy Wine. And let him pay his Taxes out in Writing. 
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| Spoken betwixt Antonio and Moraymas 


Mor. 1 Quak'd at heart for fear the Royal Faſhion © 


Shou'd have ſeduc d us two to Separation: 


| To be drawn in, againſt our own deſire, 


Poor I to bb a Nun, poor Jon a Fryar. 
Ant. [ trembled when the Old Mans hand was in, 
He would have prov'd we were too near of Kin: 


Diſcovering old Intrigues of Love, like t other, | 
Betwiæt my Father, and thy ſinful Mother; © | 


To make Us Siſter Turk and Chriſtian Brother. 
Mor. Excuſe me there; that League ſhow'd have been 


Betwiæxt your Mother and my Mufti Father; (rather 


"Tis for my own and my Relations Credit 


Tour Friends ſhou'd bear the Baſtard mine ſhow get it 


Ant. Suppoſe us two Almeyda and Sebaſtian 
With Tnceſt prov'd upon us. | 
Mor. Without queſtion 
Their Conſcience was too queazy of digeſtion. „ 
Ant. Thou woud'ſt have kept the Council of thy Bro- 


And ſinn d till we repented of each other. (ther 


. 
* 


Nor. Beaſt as you are on Natures Lawns to trample; 


"Twere fitter that we follow'd their Example: 
And ſince all Marriage in Repentance ends, 
'Tis good for us to part while we are Friends 
To {ave a Maids Remorſes and Confuſions, 
E'en leave me now before we try Concluſions. 

Ant. To copy their Example firſt make certain 
Of one good hour like theirs before our parting ; 
Make a debauch o'er Night of Love and Madneſs , 
And marry when we Map. 6 in ſober ſadneſs. | 

Mor. I/ follow no new Setts of your inventing, 
One Night might coſt me nine long months re penting: 
Firſt wed, and if you find that life a fetter, 


Die when you pleaſe, the ſooner, Sir, the better. 
My wealth wou'd get me love e er I cou d asl it: 


Ob there's a ſtrange Temptation in the Calis: 
All theſe Toung Sharpers wou'd my grace importune , 
And make me thundring Votes of lives and fortune. 
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en In To the Honourable , a 
Sir WILLIAM LEVISON GOWER, Bar. 


Here is one kind of Vertue, which is inborn in the Nobility, and indeed in 
moſt of the Ancient Families of this Nation; they are not apt to inſult ; 9 
on the Misfortunes of their Country-men. But you, Sir, I may tell it you 1 
without Flattery, have grafted on this natural Commiſeration, and rais'd 

| | it to a Nobler Vertue: As you have been pleas'd to honour me, for a long 
time, with ſome part of yonr Eſteem and your good Will; ſo in particular, ſince the late 
Revolution, you have increas'd the Proofs of your kindneſs to me; and not {uffer'd the dif- 
ference of Opinions, which produce ſuch Hatred and Enmity in the brutal Part of Humane 
kind, to remove you from the ſettled Baſis of your good Nature and good Senſe. This No- 
bleneſs of yours, had it been exercis d on an Enemy, had certainly been a Point of Honour, 
and as ſuch I might have juſtly recommended it to the World: But that of Conltancy to 

your former Choice, and the purſuance of your firſt Favours, are Vertues not overcommon 
amongſt Engliſh Men. All things of Honour have, at beſt, ſomewhat of Oſtentation in them, 
and Self- love; there is a Pride of doing more than is expected from us, and more than others 
would have done. But to proceed in the ſame Tract of Goodneſs, Favour, and Protection, 
is to ſhew that a Man is acted by a thorongh Principle: It carries ſomewhat of Tenderneſs 
in it, which is Humanity in an Heroical Degree, 'tis a kind of unmovable good Nature; a 
word which is commonly Deſpis d, becauſe it is fo ſeldom praftis'd. But after all, 'tis the 
moſt generous Vertue, oppos'd to the moſt degenerate Vice, which is that of Ruggidneſs and 
Harſhneſs to our Fellow Creatures. ns 

*Tis upon this knowledge of you, Sir, that J have choſen you, with your permiſſion, to 
be the Patron of this Poem. And, as ſince this wonderful Revolution, I have begun with 
the beſt Pattern of Humanity, the Earl of Zeicefer; I ſhail continue to follow the ſame Me- 
thod, in all, to whom I ſhall Addreſs, and endeavour to pitch on ſuch only, as have been 
pleas'd to own me in this Ruin of my ſmall Fortune; who, though they are of a contrary 
Opinion themſelves, yet blame not me for adhering to a loſt Cauſe ; and judging for my ſelf 
what I cannot chuſe but judge; ſo long as I am a patient Sufferer , and no diſturber of the 
Gevernment. Which, if it be a ſevere Penance, as a great Wit has told the World, *tis 
at leaſt enjoyn'd me by my ſelf: And Sancho Panca, as much a Fool as I, was obſery'd to 
diſcipline his Body, no farther than he found he could endure the ſmart. 
' You ſee, Sir, I am not entertaining you, like Ovid, with a lamentable Epiſtle from Pontus; 
I ſuffer no more, than I can eaſily undergo; and ſo long as I enjoy my Liberty, which is the 
Birth- right of an Engliſh Man, the reſt ſhall never go near my Heart. The merry Philoſo- 
pher is more to my Humour than the Melancholick; and I find no diſpoſition in my ſelf to 
Cry, while the mad World is daily ſupplying me with fuch Occaſions of Laughter. The 
more reaſonable ſort of my Country-men, have ſhewn fo much favour to this Piece, that 
they give me no doubt of their Protection for the future. „„ 
As you, Sir, have been pleas'd to follow the Example of their Goodneſs, in favouring 
me: So give me leave to ſay, That I follow yours in this Dedication, to a Perſon of a diffe- 
rent Perſwaſion. Though I muſt confeſs withal, that I have had a former Encouragement 
from you for this Addreſs ;- and the warm Remembrance of your noble Hoſpitality to me at 
Trentham, when ſome years ago I viſited my Friends and Relations in your Country, has ever 
ſince given me a violent Temptation to this boldneſs. | — 5 
Tis true, were this Comedy wholly mine, I ſhould call it a Trifle, and perhaps not think 
it worth your Patronage; but when the Names of Plautus and Moliere are joyn'd in it; that 
is, the two greateſt Names of Ancient and Modern Comedy, I muſt not preſume ſo far on 
their Reputation, to think their beſt and molt unqueſtton'd Productions can be term'd Lit- — mn 
tle. I will not give you the trouble of acquainting you what I have added, or alter'd in =_ 
either of them, ſo much it may be for the worſe; but only that the difference of our Stage WM 
from the Roman and the French did ſo require it. But 1 am afraid, for my own Intoreſt, the 
World will too eaſily diſcover, that more than half of it is mine; and that the reſt is rather J 
a lame Imitation of their Excellencies, than a juſt Tranſlation. Tis enovgh, that the Rea- ns | 
der know by you, that I neither deſerve nor deſire any Applauſe from it: If I have per- in 
form'd any thing, tis the Genius of my Authors that inſpired me; and if it has pleas'd in 
Reprefentation , let the Actors ſhare the Praiſe amongſt themſelves. As for Fjautus and 
| Voll. II 1 | Molicre, 
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| and Lam yi to put my ſelf into their 
Form of Play. But what has been wanting on my Part, has been abundantly ſupplied by 
the Excellent Compoßtion of Mr. Purcell; in whoſe Perſon we have at length folldd an Eng- 


reſt in this Partiality of hers; but withal, I plead ſome ſort of Merit for it, in being ſo 


Particularly as I am, | | | eee 
| S IL, ; 3 Fe : 
Odlober 24. | Your moſt obedient, humble Servant, 21 


1690. 


Anpbitryon; Or, The Two Sofas. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


JOHN DRYDEN, 


E ab ring Bee, when his ſrarp Sting is gone, For, ev'ry one fill dwindles to a leſs. 
. Fo-gets his Golden Work, and turns a Drone: And much good Malice, is ſo meanly dreſt, 


Such is a Satyr, when you takes away That we wou'd laugh, but cannot find the Feſt, 

That Rabe, in which his Noble Vigaur lay. Ino advice your Miming Rage can ſtay, 

What gain you, by not ſuffermg him to teeze ye? Let not the Ladies ſuffer in the Fray. 

He neither can offend you, now, nor pleaſe ye. Their tender Sex is privileg d from War; 

The Honey- bag, and Venome, lay ſo near, Tis not like Knights, to draw upon the Fair. 

That both, togetber, you reſolv'd to tear; What Fame expect you from ſo mean 4 Prize? 

And loſt your Pieaſure, to ſecure your Fear. Ne wear no murd*ring Weapons, but our Eyes. 

How can be ſhow hrs Manhood, if you bind him Our Sex, you know, was or yours deſigu di 

To box, lhe Boys, with one Hand ty'd behind him? The laſt Perfection of the Maker's 3 | 
Tis 55 plain evelling of Mit; in which Heav'n drew out all the Gold for us, and left your Droſi 
The Poor bas all th advantage, not the Rich. | Beauty, for Valour's beſt Reward, He choſe 5 (behind 
Tie Blockbead ſtands excus'd for wanting Senſe; Peace, after War; and after Toil, Repeſe. 
And Wits turn Blockheads in their own cefence. Hence ye prophane , excluded from our fights; 
Let, though the Stages Traffick is undone , And charm'd by Day, with Honour's vain delights, 5 
Julians interloping Trade goes on: Go, make your beſt of ſolitary Nights. ' 

1Theuzh Satyr on the Theatre you ſmother, Recant betimes, tis prudence to ſubmit: 

Tet in Lampoons, you Libel one another. | Dur Sex is ſtill your Overmatch in hit: 

The firſt produces ſt ill a ſecond Fig; He never fail, with new, ſucceſsful Arts, 

tou whip *em out, like School. boys, tall they gig: To make fine Fools of you, and all your Parts. 


And, with the ſame ſucceſs, we Readers gueſs ; 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


—— —— 


Jupiter, Mr. Betterton, 

Mercury , Mr. Lee. 

Phoebus, Mr. Bowman. 

Amphitryon, Mr. Williams. 

Sola, 75 Mr. Nokes. 

Gripus, Mr. Sandford. Te | 

Polidas, | Mr. Bright. | 8858 8 
Tranio, Mr. Bowen. 

Alcmena, Mrs. Barry. ; 

Phedra, Mrs. Mountford. 

Bromia, Mrs. Corey. 0 

Night, Mrs. Butler. 
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The Scene THEBES. 


Mercury and Phœbus deſcend in ſeveral Machines. 
4: | To 5 ALS —_— EW. $ . 5 1 45 
„ NOW you the Reaſon of this preſent Summons? 
Tis neither Council-day, nor is this Heav'n; 
What buſineſs has our Jupiter on Earth ? 
Why more at Thebes than. any other Place? 


Pg 


And why we two of all the Herd of Gods 
Are choſen out to meet him in Conſult?ꝛ 

They call me God of Wiſdom, > 

But Mars and Vulcan, the two Fools of $feav*n, 

Whoſe Wit lies in their Anvil and their Sword, 

Know full as muchas IJ. 8 et 05 

Merc. And Venus may know more than both of us, 
For *tis ſome Petticoat-Afﬀair I guels. . e Ys CxS ny „ 

I have diſcharg'd my Duty; which was to ſummon you, Phebas: We ſhall 
know more anon, when the Thunderer comes down. Tis our Part to obey our 
Father; for, to confeſs the Truth, we two are little better than Sons of Harlots : 
And if Jupiter had not been pleas'd to take a little pains with our Mothers, in- 
ſtead of being Gods, we might have been a couple of Linck-boys, | i 

Pheb. But know you nothing farther, Hermes? What News in Court? | 

Merc. There has been a deviliſh Quarrel, I can tell you, betwixt Jupiter and 

Juno: She threaten'd to ſue him in the Spiritual Court, for ſome Matrimonial O- 
miſſions ; and he ſtood upon his Prerogative. Then ſhe hit him on rhe Teeth of 
all his Baſtards ; and your Name and mine were us'd with lefs reverence than be- 
came our Godſhips. They were both in their Cups; and at the laſt the Matter 
grew ſo high, that they were ready to throw Stars at one anothers Heads. 

Pheb. *I'was happy for me that I was at my Vocation, driving Day-light about 
the World ; but I had rather ſtand my Father's Thunderbolts, than my Step- mo- 
ther Nilingg. 3 5 FFF. 
Merc. When the Tongue: battle was over, and the Championeſs had harneſs d 
her Peacocks, to go for Samos, and hear the Prayers that were made to her 

Phæb. By the way her Worſhippers had a bad time on't; ſhe was in a damna- 


any 1 


3. 


ble Humour for receiving Petitions —— 


Merc. Jupiter immediately beckons me aſide; and charges me, that as ſoon as 
ever you had ſet up your Horſes, you and I ſhou'd meet him here at Thebes: now, 
putting the Premiſes together, as dark as it is, methinks I begin to ſee Day-lighr. 

Phab. As plain as one of my own Beams; {he has made him, uneaſie at home, 
and he is going to ſeek his Diverſion abroad: I fee Heav'n it ſelf is: no privileg d 
Place for Happineſs, it a Man muſt carry his Wife along with him. 

Merc. ?Tis neither better nor worſe upon my Conſcience: He is weary of hun- 
ting in the ſpacious Foreſt of a Wife, and is following his Game z#cognrzo, in ſome 
little Purliew here at Thebes; that's many an honeſt Man's Caſe on Earth too, 
Jove help?em ; as indeed lie does to make em Cuckolds. _____ BI 
 Pheb, But if fo, Mercury, then], who am a Poet, mult indite his Love-letter; 4 
and you, who are by Trade a Porter, mutt convey it. 950 > <1 * 

Merc. No more, he's coming down ſowſe upon us, and heats as far as he can 

ſee too; he's plaguy hot upon the buſineſs, I know it by his ard driving. 
| Hr TY 5 * {Jupiter deſcends. 

Jupiter. What, you are deſcanting upon my Actions 
Much good may do you with your Politicks: read 910117 $1999 ac id 
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For Kings and Prieſts are in a manner bound 
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All Subjects will be cenſuring their Kings. 
Well, I confeſs Jam in love; what then ? 3 
Pheb, Some Mortal, we preſume, of Cadmus's Blood: 
Some T heban Beauty; ſome new Sexzele, 
Or ſome Europa. \ 
* Merc. Pl fay that for my Father, he's conſtant to an handſome Family : He 
knows when they have a good ſmack with *em ; and ſnuffs up Incenſe fo favour. 
ly, when tis offer'd him by a fair Hand. 5 5 
Tape Well, my familiar Sons, this lawcy Carriage 
have deſerv'd; for he who truſts a Secret 
Makes his own Man his Maſter. „„ 
I read your Thoughts; F 1 
Therefore you may as ſafely ſpeak as think. 8 es 
Merc. Mine was a very homely "Thought : I was conſidering into what form 
your Almighty-ſbip would be pleas'd to transform your ſelf to night. Whether 
you wou'd fornicate in the Shape of a Bull, or a Ram, or an Eagle, or a Swan: 
What Bird or Beaſt you wou'd pleaſe to honour, by tranſgreſſing your own Laws. 
in his likeneſs ; or in ſhort, whether you wou'd recreate your ſelf in Feathers or 
in Leather? e 72 oF) ne 
Pheb. Any diſguiſe to hide the King of Gods. 
Jap. I know your Malice, Phæbus, you wou'd fay 
That when a Monarch fins it ſhou'd be ſecret, ... 
To keep exteriour ſhow of Sanctity, 
Maintain Reſpect, and cover bad Example: 


\ L 
\ 


For Reverence- ſake to be cloſe Hypocrites 
 Pheb, But what neceſſitates you to this Love, 
Which you confeſs a Crime, and yet commit? 
For to be ſecret makes not Sin the leſs: 
"Tis only hidden from the vulgar view: TI 
Maintains, indeed, the Reverence due to Princes, 
But not abſolves the Conſcience from the Crime. 
Jap. love, becauſe *twas in the Fates I ſhou'd. 
Pha b. With reverence be it ſpoke, a bad excuſe : 
Thus every wicked Act in Heav'n or Earth, 
May make the ſame defence; but what is Fate? 
Is it a blind contingence of Events? 
Or ſure neceſſity of Cauſes link d, 
That muſt produce Effects? Or is't a Powꝰ'r 
That orders all things by Superiour Will, 
Foreſees his Work, and works in that foreſight? 
Ju. Fate is, What I 
By virtue of Omnipotence have made it: 
And Pow'r omnipotent can do no wrong, . 
Not to my ſelf, becauſe I wilPd it ſo: 
Nor yet to Men, for what they are is mine. 
This night I will enjoy Amphitryon's Wife: 
For when I made her, I decreed her ſuch 
As I ſhou'd pleaſe to love. I wrong not lum 
Whoſe Wife ſhe is; tor I reſerv'd my Right, 
To have her while ſhe pleas'd me; that once paſt, , 
She ſhall De lis anne 8 
Merc. Here's Omnipotence with a Vengeance, to make a Man a Cuckold, and 
yet not to do him wrong. Then I find, Father Jupiter, that when you made 
Fate, you had the wit to contrive a Holy-day for your ſelf now and then. For you 
Kings never enact a Law, but you have a kind of an Eye to your own Prerogatave- 
Pheb. If there be no ſuch thing as right and wrong . 
Of an Eternal Being, I have done . 
But if there be | 
Jap. Peace, thou diſputing Fool: 
Learn this; if thou could'{t comprehend my ways, 
Then thou wert Jove, not I: yet, thus far know, 
That, tor the good of Human- kind, this Niglit 
I ſhall beget a future Hercules: 
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Who ſhall redreſs the wrongs of injur'd Mortals, 
Shall conquer Monſters, and reform the World. 5 
Merc. Ay, Brother Phæbus; and our Father made all thoſe Monſters for ex- 
cules to Conquer, and contriv'd all thoſe Vices on purporſe for him to reform too 
there's the Jeit on't. 1 1 , 
Pheb. Since Arbitrary Pow'r will hear no Reaſon, 'tis Wiſdom to be filent. — 
Merc. Why that's the Point; this fame Arbitrary Power is a knock-down Ar. 
gument; *tis but a Word and a Blow : Now methinks our Father ſpeaks out like 
an honeſt bare-fac'd God, as he is; he lays the ſtreſs in the right Place upon 
abſolute Dominion: I confeſs if he had been a Man, he might ee been a Ty- 
rant, if his Subjects durſt have calPd him to account: But you, Brother Phebys. 
are but a meer Country Gentleman, that never comes to Court; that are abroad 
all day on Horſe-back, making Viſits about the World; are drinking all N ight 
and in your Cups are ſtill rayling at the Government: O theſe Patriots, theſe | 
bumpkin Patriots, are a very filly fort of Animals. 
_ FJup., My preſent Purpoſe and Deſign you heard: 
T” enjoy Aphitryon's Wife, the fair Alcmena: 
You two mult be ſubſervient to my Love. 8 
Merc. to Phæb. No more of your Grumbletonian Morals Brother; theres 
ä i» | '3 the 
Preferment coming, be advis'd and Pimp dutifully. 1 . 
Jup . Amphitryon, the brave Jheban General 
Has overcome his Country's Foes in Fight; 
And 1n a ſingle Duel {lain their King: 
His Conquering Troops are eager on their march 
Returning home; while their young General 
More eager to review his beauteous Wife, 
Poſts on before, wing'd with impetuous Love, 
And, by to Morrow's dawn will reach this Town: T5 Ty 
Merc. That's but ſhort warning, Father Jupiter: having made no former ad- 
 -vances of Courtſhip to her, you have need of your Omnipotence, and all your 
SGod-ſhip, if you mean to be before-hand with him. 
P). Then how are we to be employ'd this Evening; 
Time's precious, and theſe Summer Nights are ſhort; 
I muſt be early up to light the World. 
Jap. You ſhall not rife, there ſhall be no to morrow. 
Merc, Then the World's to be at an end I find. 
Pheb. Or elſe a Gap in Nature, of a Day. 
Jup. A day, will well be loſt ro buſie Man: 
Night ſhall continue ſleep, and care ſhall ceaſe. 
So, many Men {hall live, and live in peace, 
Whom Sun: ſhine had betray'd to enyious Sight, 
And Sight to ſudden Rage, and Rage to Death. 
Now, Iwill have a Night for love and me: 
A long luxurious Night, fit for a God 
To quench and empty his Immortal Heat: 


Merc. I'Il lay on the Womans fide for all that; that ſhe ſhall love longeſt to 
Night, in ſpight of your Omnipotence. | ms 

_ Pheb. I ſhall be curs d by all the lab'ring Trades, 
That early riſe, but you muſt be obey'd. 
. Jap. No matter for the cheating part of Man; 
They have a day's ſin leſs to anſwer for. 
_ Phetb., When wou'd you have me. wake ? 


Jup. Why, when Joze goes to fleep: When I have finiſſ'd. 
Your Brother Mercury ſhall bring you word. [Exit Phœbus on his Chariot. 
To Mere. Now, Hermes, I mult take Amphitryon's form; + | 
I' enjoy his Wife Io 
Thou muſt be Sofia, this Amphitryon's Slave; 

Who, all this Night, is travelling to Thebes, 
To tell Alcmena of her Lord's approach; 
And bring her joyful news of Victory. 

Merc. But why muſt I be Soſja? _ Oe 
_ Jap. Dull God of Wit, thou Statue of thy ſelf! _- 
Thou mult be Sofia, to keep out Sofia: © | 
Who, by his entrance, might diſcover Jove, 
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Diſturb 1 my Pleaſures, raiſe unruly Noiſe, | 

And fo diſtrat-Alcmena's tender Soul, 
She wou'd not meet my warmth, when I diſſolve. 
Into her Lap, nor give down half her Love. 

Merc. Let me alone; I' cudgel him N 
But J abhor ſo Villainous a ſhape. 
Jup. Take it; I charge thee on thy Duty, take it 

Nor dare to lay it down, till I command. 

I cannot bear a moments loſs of Joy. 

[Night x Heſs above in her Chariot. 

Look up, the Night is in her ſilent Chariot; 

And rouling juſt 0? er Thebes: Bid her drive lowly, 
Or make a double turn about the World; 

While I drop Jove, and take Amphitryor's ; Drefs, 

To be the greater, while I ſeem the leſs. | 5 [Exit jupiter. 
| Merc. to \ Nioht. Madam Night, a good Even to you: Fair and oltly, I be. 
= ſeech you, Madam; I have a word or two to you, from no leſs a God than 
Jupiter. 

| | Night. O, my nimble finger'd God of Theft, whit nates tg here on Earth, 
j 8 at this unſeaſonable hour? What Banker's Shop is to be broke open to Ni icht? 
Or what Clippers, and Coiners, and e have been invoking your 
Leity for their aſſiſtance. 
Merc. Faith none of thoſe Enormities; and yet I am ſtill in my Vong For 
N vou know Iam a kind of Jack of all Trades: At a word, Jupiter is indulging his 
Genius to Night, with a certain noble ſort of Recreation, call'd Wenching: The 

truth ont is, Adultery is its proper name. 

1 5 Night. upiter wou'd do well to ſtick to his Wife Ju. 
ö Merc. He has been marry'd to her above theſe hundred years; and that's long 
| enough in conſcience to ſtick to one Woman. 
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Ni: ht. She's his Siſter too, as well as his Wiſe ; that's a double tye of affcQi- 


1 on to her. 
1 Merc. Nay, if he made bold with bis Own Fleſh and Blood, tis likely he will 
4 Not ſpare his Neighbours. 


lation of my Bed. 


1 | Moerc. Thou art millaken Old Night: His Wife coud raiſe no Ros All 

j 5 the Deities in Heav'n wou'd take the part of the Cuckold-making God ; for they 

. are all given to the Fleſh moſt damnably. Nay the very Goddeſſes wou'd ſtickle 

| 15 in the cauſe of L. ove; tis the way to be Popular to Whore and Love: For what 

| Ado'ſt thou think old Saturn Was depos'd, but that he was cold and impotent; and 

g made no court to the fair Ladies. Pallas and Juno themſelves, as chaſte as they 
are, cry*d ſhame on him. I ſay unto thee, 0/4 Night, Wo be to the Monarch 
that has not the Women on his ſide. 


| Nieht. Then by your rule, Mercary, A King who wou'd live happily, muſt 

ö b gebauch his whole Nation of Women. 

. Merc. As far as his ready Money will go, I mean; for Jupiter himſelf can t 

| _ picate all of em. But this is beſide my preſent Commiſſion; he has ſent me to 
Ns will and require you to make a i Twinging long Night tor him: For he hates to be 

Itinted in his Pleaſures. 


Night. Tell him . Pl rather lay down my Commiſſion : What wou 'd 
bh he make a Bawd of me? 

1 Merc. Poor Ignorant! Why he meant thee for a Bad, when he firſt made 
thee. What art thou good for, but to be a Bawd ? Is not Day-light better for 
it Mankind, I mean as to any other uſe, but only for Love and Fornication ? Thou 
1 natt been a Bawd too, a Reverend, Primitive, Original Bawd, from the firſt 
hour of thy Creation! and all the laudable actions of Love, have been commit- 
: 10 TY thy Mantle. Prithee for what doſt thou think that thou a art Wor- 
; Upp* 

. Night. Why for my Stars and Moonſhine: 
4 Merc. That is, for holding a Candle to iniquity: buy if they were put out, 
thou wowdſt be double worſhip'd, by the willing baſhful n 


5 | Night. If I were his Wife, Iwould raiſe a Rebellion againſt him, for che vio- 


© Night. Then for my quiet, and the ſweetneſs of my ſleep. 
0 Mere. No, for thy ſweet walking all the Night: For den comes not upon 
Lovers till thou art vaniſh'd. EEC Fit ke 


Night. 
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' Niki. But it will be againft Nature, to make a long Winters N ight at Mid 
A 8 N . 
Merc. Trouble not your ſelf for that: Phæbus is order'd to make a ſhort Sum- 
mers Day to Morrow ; fo in four and twenty hours all will be at rights again. 
Night. Well, I am edified by your diſcourſe; and my comfort is, that hat- 
ever work is made, I ſee nothing. 
Merc. About your buſineſs then: Put a ſpoke into your Chariot Wheels, and 
order the Seven Stars to halt, while I put my ſelf into the habit of a Serving 
Man; and dreſs up a falſe Sofia, to wait upon a falſe Alphitryon. Good night, 


Night. 
gbr. My ſervice to Jupiter. Farewel Mercury. 
Ss [Night goes backward, Exits Mercury. 
SCENE II. Anpbitryon s Palace. 
Enter Alemena alone. | 
Alem. . Hy was I marri'd to the Man I love! 


For, had he been indifferent to my choice, 
Or had been hated, abſence had been pleaſure: 

But now I fear for my Amphitryon's life: 
At home, in private, and ſecure from War, 

I am amidſt an Hoaſt of armed Foes: 5 
Suſtaining all his Cares, pierc'd with his Wounds, 

And if he falls (which O ye Gods avert) 

Am in Amphitryos ſlain! wou'd I were there, 

And he were here; ſo might we change our Fates; 

That he might grieve for me, and I might die for him! 

| | hs Enter Phædra, running. 

| Phed. Good news, good news, Madam, O ſuch admirable news „that if 1 
kept it in a moment, I ſhou'd burſt with it! 5 

Alc. Is it from the Army? =Phed. No matter. 

Ale. From Amphitryon ? Phæd. No matter, neither. = - 

Alc. Anſwer me, I charge thee, it thy good news be any thing relating to my 

Lord: If it be, aſſure thy ſelf of a Reward. 70 

Phed. Ay, Madam, now you ſay ſomething to the matter: You know the 
buſineſs of a poor Waiting-Woman, here upon Earth, is to be ſcraping up ſome- 
thing againſt a rainy Day, call'd the Day of Marriage: Every one in our own 
Vocation : But what matter is it to me if my Lord has routed the Enemies. if I 
get nothing of their ſpoils?—© | 5 

Ale. Say, is my Lord victorious? . 7 

Phæd. Why he is victorious; indeed I pray'd devoutly to Jupiter for a Victo- 
ry; by the ſame token, that you ſhou'd give me ten pieces of Gold, if I brought 
you news of it. i a . 

Alc. They are thine; ſuppoſing he be ſafe too. LY 

Phzd. Nay, that's a new bargain; for I vow'd to Jupiter, that then you ſhowd 
give me ten Pieces more: But I do undertake for my Lord's fafety : if you will 
pleaſe to diſcharge his r 2096 the Debr, and take it upon you to pay. 

Alc. When he returns in ſafety, Jupiter and I will pay your Vow. 

Phæd. And I am ſure I articled with Jupiter, that il 1 Ae you news, that 
my Lord was upon return, you ſhou*d grant me one ſmall fayour more, that will 
colt you nothing. 8 | 4 

Alc. Make haſte, thou Torturer; is my Amphitryon upon return? 

Phed. Promiſe me that I ſhalt be your bed-fellow to Night, as I have been 
e my Lord's abſence, — unleſs I ſhall be pleas'd to releaſe you of your 
word. My 

Alc, That's a ſmall requeſt, *tis granted. . | 
Phed. But ſwear by Jupiter. Alc. But why by Jupiter. . 
Phæd. Becauſe he's the greateſt: I hate to deal with one of your little baffling 
Gods that can do nothing but by permiſſion: But Jupiter can ſwinge you off; it 
you ſwear by him, and are 0 | : * TTL, 
Alc. 1 {wear by Jupiter. : | „ TY 
Vol. II. . Phæd. 
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ſhow'd beas glad as ſhe of a little honeſt Recreacion, 
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Phed. Then I believe he is Victorious, and I know he is fafe: For I looked 
through the Key-hole, and faw him knocking at the Gate; and I had the Con. 
ſcience to let him cool his Heels there. oy 

Alc. And wou'dſt thou not open to him! Oh thou Traitreſs ! 

Phied. No, L was a little wiſer: I left Soſa's Wife to let him in: for I was reſolvd 
to bring the news, and make my penny-worths out of him; as time ſhall ſhow. 
Enter Jupiter, in the ſhape of Amphitryon, with Soſia's Wife, Bromia. 

5 [ He kiſſes and embraces Alcmena, . 
Jup. O let me live for ever on thoſe Lips. 
The Nectar of the Gods to theſe is taſteleſs. 
I ſwear, that were I Jupiter, this Night 
1 wou'd renounce my Heav'n, to be Amphitryon. 
Alc. Then, not to ſwear beneath Amphitryon's Oath, 
(Forgive me Juno if I am prophaneY © 
I ſwear, I woqu'd be what Tam this Night; 
And be Alemena, rather than be Jar OOO N 

Brom. Good my Lord, what's become of my poor Bed-fellow, your Man Soſa: 
you keep ſuch a billing and colling here, to ſet ones Mouth a watring: What, I 
lay, though I am a poor Woman, TI have a Husbang as well as my Lady; and 


—5 


Phed. And what have you done with yor old Friend, and my old Sweet 


heart, Judge Gr:pzs 2 Has he brought me home a cram'd Purſe that ſwells with 


Bribes ? If he be rich, Pl make him welcome, like an honourable Magiſtrate: 
Bur if he has not had the wit to ſell Juſtice, he judges no Cauſes in my Court, 
warrant him. | „ 
Ale. My Lord, you tell me nothing of the Battle? 
Is Thebes Victotious, are our Foes deſtroy'd? 
For now I find you ſafe, I ſhou'd be glad 
To hear you were in danger? . 
Jup. aſide. A Man had need be a God, to ſtand the fury of three talking Wo. 
men! I rick in my Conſcience I made their Tongues of Thunder. 
Bromia pulling him on one ſide» Task*d the firſt queſtion, anſwer me, my Lord. 
Phædra pulling him on Pother fide. Peace, mine's a Lover, and yours is but a 
Husband : and my Judge is my Lord too; the Title ſhall take place, and I will 
be anſwer'd. ; | 5 55 55 
Jup. Soſta is ſafe: Grips is rich: both coming: 


I rode before em, with a Lovers haſte e Ai. 


Was e'er poor God ſo worry'd ! but for my Love, 

I with | were in Heav'n again with Jan. | 
Ale. Then J, it ſeems, am laſt to be regarded? 5 
Jap. Not ſo, my Love, but theſe obſtreperous Tongues 

Have ſnatch'd their anſwers firſt : They will be heard; 

And ſurely Jove wou'd never anſwer Pray'r 

That Women made, but only to be freed 

From their Eternal Noiſe: Make haſt to Bed: 

There let me tell my ſtory, in thy Arms; 

There in the gentle pauſes of our Love, 

Betwixt our dyings, &er we live again, | 

Thou ſhalt be told the Battle, and ſucceſs: 

Which I ſhall oft begin, and then break off; 

For Love will often interrupt my Tale, 

And make ſo ſweet confuſion in our talk, 

That thou ſhalt ask, and J ſhall anſwer things, 

That are not of a piece: but patch'd with Kiſſes, 

And Sighs, and Murmurs, and imperfe& Speech; 

And Nonſenſe {hall be Eloquent, in Love. 


Brom. to Plædra. My Lord is very hot upon't: This abſence is a great Friend 
to us poor neglected Wives; it make us new again. | 
Alc. T amthe Fool of Love; and find within me 


The fondneſs of a Bride, without the fear. 
My whole Defires and Wiſhes are in you. 


Phæd. aſide. My Lady's Eyes are pinking to Bedward too: Now is Slie to look 


very ſleepy, counterfeiting yawaing, but She ſhall ask me leave firſt. 


Alc, Great Juuo, thou whoſe holy care preſides Hh: 
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Over the Nuptial Bed pour all thy Bleſſings ; 
On this Auſpicious Night. FED? 

Jup. Juno may grudge: for ſhe may fear a Rival, 

In thoſe bright Eyes; but Jupiter will grant, 

And doubly bleſs this Night. TENOR ne 4 
Phed. aſide. But Jupiter ſhou'd ask my leave firſt, were he here in Perſon. 
Alc. Bromia, prepare the Bed: Atte . 2 

The tedious Journey has diſpos'd my Lord, 3 

To ſeek his needful reſt. ce HG ekExit Bromia. 

Phe. Ii very true, Madam 5 the poor Gentleman muſt needs be Weary, 

and therefore, *twas not ill contrivꝰd that lie muſt lie alone to N ight, to recruit 

de {leep, and lay in enough for to morrow night, when you may keep 

him waking. 55 VVV 
Alc. to Jupiter. I muſt confeſs I made a kind of promiſe— . 
Pliædra almoſt crying. A kind of promiſe; do you call it? I ſee you wou'd fain 

be coming, oF: Iam ſure you ſwore to me, by Jupiter, that I ſhou'd be your 

Bed-fellow, and PI! accuſe you to him too, the firſt Prayers I make: And Pllpray 
a pur poſe too, that I Will, though I have not pray'd to him this ſeven Years. 
| Jap. O, the malicious Hilding „ 

Alc. 1 did ſwear indeed, my Lord. 

Jap. Forſwear thy ſelf; for Jupiter but laughs _ 

At Lovers Perjuries. - C TY „ FR 
Phed. The more ſhame for him if he does: There wou'd be a fine God indeed 

for us Women to worthip, if he laughs when our Sweet-hearts cheat us of our 

Maiden-heads: No, no, Jupiter is an honeſter Gentleman than you make of 

him. TT TE W 8 

Ju. I'm all on fire; and wow'd not loſe this Night 

To be the Maſter of the Univerſe. Kt „ 5 

 Phaed. Ay, my Lord, I ſee you are on fire; but the Devil a Bucket ſhall be 

brought to quench it, without my leave: You may go to Bed, Madam; but you 
ſhall ſee how Heav'n will bleſs your Nights work, if you fortwear your ſelf: _— 

Some fool, ſome mere Elder Brother, or ſome blockheadly Hero, Jove, I be- 

ſeech thee, ſend her. „ ES 1 
Jap. aſide. Now I cou'd call my Thunder to revenge me, 

Nur that were to conſeſs my ſelf a God. | 

And then I loſt my Love! — Alemena, come, 

By Heav*n I have a Bridegroom's fervour for thee , 

As] had ne'er enjoy'd. | 4 
Alc. ſighing. She has my Oath; F 

And ture ſhe may releaſe it, if ſhe pleaſe — 3 No | 
Phzd, Why, truly, Madam, I am not cruel in my nature, to poor diſtreſſed 

Lovers; {or it may be my own caſe another day: And therefore, if my Lord plea- 

ſes to conſider me — | LE | 

Jap. Any thing, any thing, but name thy wiſh, and have it _ 

Phed. Ay, now you ſay, any thing, any thing; but you wou'd tell me another 

ſtory to morrow Morning. Look you, my Lord, here's a Hand open to receive, 

you know the meaning of it: Lam for nothing but the Ready 
Jap. Thou ſhalt have all the Treaſury of Heaven. Sy 5 

 Phed. Ves, when you are Jupiter to diſpoſe of it. 
Jap. aſide, I had forgot, and ſhow*d my ſelf a God; 

This Love can make a Fool of Jupiter. NED 
Phæd. You have got ſome part of the Enemies Spoil I warrant'you; I ſee a lit- 

tle trifling Diamond upon your Finger; and I am proud enough to think it 

wou'd become mine too. 1s 
Jupiter, taking a Ring off his Finger and 

This is a very Woman: .. VID Le LEAR AR 

Her Sex is Avarice, and ſhe, in one, Is all her Sex. IE 
 Phed, Ay, ay, *tis no matter what you ſay of us. What wou'd you have your 

Maney out of the Treaſury, without paying the Officers their Fees? Go, get 

you together, you naughty Couple, till you are both weary of worrying one a- 

nother and then to morrow Morning, I ſhall have another Fee for parting you- 
+ 21114 + 4» [Phadra goes out before Alcmena with a Light. 
e Jupiter Solus. \ 1067 47 5; 

Why now. J am, indeed, the Lord of all!! 
. Vol. II. Gg g 2 For 
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giving it. Here, take it; 
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For what's to be a God, but to enjoy? 
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Let humane kind their Sovereign's leiſure wait; 
Love is, this Night, my great Affair of State: 
Let this one Night of Providence be void: 

All Jove, for once, is on himſelf employ'd. 

Let unregarded Altars ſmoke in vain; 
And let my Subjects praiſe me, or complain. 
Vet, if betwixt my Intervals of Bliſs, 

Some am'roùs Youth his Oraiſons addreſs, 


His Pray'r is in a happy hour preferr d: 


And when Jove loves, a Lover ſhall be heard. 


7 4 
ien 


A C T IL 
Night-Scene of a Palace. 
Sofia with 4 Dark-Lanthorn Mercury, in Soſia*s ſhape, with a Dark-L anthorn alſo. 


Sofia. FT AS not the Devil in my Maſter, to ſend me out in this dreadful 

VV dark Night, to bring the news of his Victory to my Lady? And 
was not I poſſeſs'd with ten Devils, for going on his Errand, without a Convoy 
for the ſafeguard of my Perſon ? Lord, how am I melted into Sweat with fear! [ 
am diminifh'd of my natural 3 above two Stone: I ſhall not bring half my 
ſelf home again to my poor Wife and Family: I have been in an Ague fit, ever 
ſince ſhut of Evening: what with the fright of Trees by the High-way, which 
look'd Maliciouſly like Thieves, by Moon-ſhine : And what with Bulruſhes by 


the River-ſide, that ſhak'd like Spears, and Lances at me. Well! the great- 


eſt Plague of a Serving-man, is to be hir'd to ſome great Lord! They care not 
what drudgery they put upon us, while they lie lolling at their Eaſe a Bed, and 
ſtretch their lazy Limbs, in expectation of the Whore which we are fetching 
for them. | Ty 0 5 ; > 

Mey. aſide. He is but a poor Mortal, that ſuffers this! but I, who am a God, 
am degraded to a foot Pimp; a Waiter without Doors; a very civil employment 
for a Deity ! VVV N 

Sg. The better fort of 'em will ſay, Upon my Honour, at every word: Vet 
ask em for our Wages, and they plead the Privilege of their Honour, and will 
not pay us; nor let us take our Privilege of the Law upon them. Theſe are a 


very hopeful fort of Patriots, to ſtand up as they do for Liberty and Property of 


* 


the Subject: There's Conſcience for you! 
Mer. aftde. This Fellow, has ſomething of the Republican Spirit in him. 
Sofia looking about him. Stay; this methinks ſhou'd be our Houſe: And I 


ſhou'd thank the Gods, now, for bringing me ſafe home: But I think I had as 


good let my Devotions alone, till L have got the reward for my good news, and 


then thank/etn once for all: For if I praiſe *em,, before I am ſafe within doors, 


ſome damn'd Maſtiff Dog may come out, and worrie me; and then my thanks 
are thrown away upon em. „ | 

Merc. «fide. Thou art a wicked Rogue, and wilt have thy Bargain before hand: 
Therefore thou getꝰſt not into the Houſe this Night; and thank me accordingly 
as I uſe thee. Ee 9 3 
_ 'Sofia. No am I to give my Lady an Account of my Lord's Victory; *tis good 
to exerciſe my Parts before hand, and file my tongue into eloquent Expreſſions, 
to tickle her Ladyſhips imagination. 2 5 3 

Merc. aſide. Good! and here's the God of Eloquence to judge of thy Oration. 
Soſia, ſetting down his Lanthorn. This Lanthorn , for once {hall be my Lady 
Becauſe ſhe is the Lamp of all Beauty and Perfection. ES 

_ Merc afide- No, Rogue, tis thy Lord is the Lanthorn by this time, or Jupiter 
is turd Fumbler. 1 6 
Soſia. Then thus I make * Addreſſes to her: (Bows) Madam, my Lord has 
Aa 


choſen me out, as the moſt Faithful, though the moſt unworthy of hig follow- 
ers; to bring your Ladyſhip this following Account of our glorious Expedition. 


Then ſhe ——O my poor Sofia, (in 4 ſbrill tone) how am I overjoy'd to ſee thee! 
She can ſay no leſs: — Madam, you do me too much Honour, and the Wen 
5 | 01 Will 
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will envy me this glory: — Well anſwer'd on my fide — And how does my 
Lord Amphitryon ? Madam, he always does like a Man of Courage, when 

he is calPd by Honour —— There I think I nick'd it. But when will he re- 

turn? As ſoon as poſſibly he can: But not ſo ſoon as his impatient Heart 

cowd wiſh him with your Ladyſhip. 

Merc. aſide. When Thebes is an Univerſity, thou deſerveſt to be their Orator. 
Sofiz. But what does he do, and what does he fay ? Prithee tell me ſomethin 
more of him. He always ſays leſs than he does, Madam: And his Enemies 
have found it to their coſt. Where the Devil did I learn theſe Elegancies 

and Gallantries ? SOTO PIUS Ons = 
Merc. So; he has all the Natural Endowments of a Fop; and only wants the 
EdwWbgont ons: Fo V 
Soſia, ſtaring up to the Sky. What is the Devil in the Night! ſhe's as long as 
two Nights The Seven Stars are juſt where they were ſeven Hours ago! High 
Day —bigh Night, I mean, by my favour. What has Phabus been playing the 
Good- fellow, and overſlept himſelf, that he forgets his duty to us Mortals? 
Merc. How familiarly the Raskal treats us Gods! but I ſhall make him alter 
his tone immediately. [Mercury comes nearer, and ſtands juſt before him. 
Sblia, ſcerng him, and ſtarting back, aſide. How now? What do my Eyes dazle, 
or is my dark Lanthorn falſe to me! Is not that a Giant before our Door, or a 
_ Ghoſt of ſome body lain in the late Battle? If he be, *tis unconſcionably done, 
to fright an honeſt Man thus, who never drew Weapon wrathfully in all my 
Life! Whatever Wight he be, Tam deviliſhly afraid, that's certain; but' tis 
diſcretion to keep my own Counſel: Pl ſing, that I may ſeem Valiant. [Sofia 
fes; aull as Mercury ſpeats, by little and little, drops his Voice. . 
Merce. What ſaucy Companion is this, that deafens us with his hoarſe Voice? 
What Midnight Ballad-ſinger have we here? J ſhall teach the Villain to leave 
off Catterwawling. Eo on lo Sia 5 
Sofia. T wou'd I had Courage, for his ſake; that I might teach him to call my 
ſinging Catterwawling, an Illiterate Rogue; an Enemy to the Muſes and to 
Mere: There is an ill favour that offends my Noftrils ; and it wafteth this 
way! 3 
92 He has ſmelt me out: My fear has betray'd me into this ſavour. 
T am a dead Man: The bloody Villain is at his fee, fa, fum, already. 


Merc.” Stand, who goes there? 
Soſia.- A Friend. Merc. What Friend? 5 8 
Sia. Why a Friend to all the World that will give me leave to live peaceably. 
Mere. Idefie Peace and all its Works; my Arms are out of exerciſe, they have 
maul'd no body thzſe three days: I long for an honourable Occaſion to pound a 
Man; and lay him aſleep at the firſt Buffet. TE 
Syfia. aſade. That ward almoſt do me a kindneſs; for] have been kept waking, 
without tipping one wink of ſleep theſe three Nights. 
Merc. Of what Quality are you, /Fellow? 
Soſia. Why Tam a Man, Fellow. —— Courage Soſia——— 
Merc. What kind of Man? ES 13 
Sosa. Why ta Pwo-legg'd/ Man; What Man ſhou'd I be? (Ade. 
muſt bear up to him, he may prove as errant a Milkſop as my ſelf. 
- Merc. Thou art a wund I warrant thee , do not I hear thy Teeth chatter 
Srſia- Ay, ay, that's only a ſigu they wou'd be ſnapping at thy Noſe 
(Aide) Hleſs me, what an Arm and Fiſt he has, with great Thumbs too: 
and Gols and: Knuckle-bones of a very Butcher. FD | 
Merc. Sirrah, from whence come you, and whither go you? anſwer me direct- 
ly, upon pain of Aſſaſſmatrioon 7 5: 
_ Sofia, I ain coming from whenee I:came, and am going whither I go: That's 
directly home — though this is ſomewhat an uncivil manner of proceeding, at 
the firſt fight of a Man, let me tell you. MET Wong 
— #ferc. Then to begin our better Acquaintance, let me firſt make you a ſmall 
Preſent of this boXoltheBar——. ooh on 13 [Strikes him. 
Soſia. Af Were as eholerick à Fobb-as you now, here wou'd be fine work be- 
twixt us too; but Tam a little better bred, than to diſturb the fleeping Neigh- 
bourheod, and ſo good night Friend —— , oo [ going. 
Niere. flopping him. Hold Sir; you'and I muſt not part ſo eaſily; once more, 
Whither are you going? neee Sofia. 
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Sofia. Why J am going as faſt as Ican, to get out of the reach of your Clutches: 
let me but only knock at that door there. IT 7 
Merc. What buſineſs have you at that Door, Sirrah ? 
Sofa. This is our Houſe; and when I am got in, I'Il tell you more. 
Merc. Whoſe Houſe is this, Sawcineſs, that you are fo familiar with, to call 
it ours? | 505 
Sofia. Tis mine, in the firſt place; and next, my Maſters ; for I lie in the 
Garret; and he lies under me. | 7 
Merc. Have your Maſter and you no Names, Sirrah ? 
Sofia. His Name is Amphitryon, hear that and tremble. 
Merc. What, my Lord General? 3 185 | 
Sofia. O, has his Name mollity*d you! I have brought you down a Peg lower 
already, Friend. | ' = 
_ Merc. And your Name 1s —— | 
' Sofia. Lord, Friend, you are fo very troubleſome = What ſhou'd my Name 
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be but Sosa. 
Merc, How, Sofia, fay you ? How long have you taken up that Name, Sir- 
rah? De. 
Soſia. Here's a fine queſtion : Why I never took it up, Friend, it was born 
with me. | Js | 
Merc, What was your Name born, Sofia ? Take this remembrance for that 
Ive. | x „ beats him. 
Soſia. Hold Friend, you are ſo very flippant with your Hands, you won't hear 
Reaſon : What offence has my Name done you, that you ſhou'd beat me for 


it? S. O. S. J. A. They are as civil, honeſt, harmleſs Letters, as any are in the 
whole Alphabet. . „ neg 
Merc. J have no quarrel to the Name, but that tis e' en too good for you, and 
tis none of yours. | = . 
Sola. What am not I Sofia, ſay you? Merc, No. ä 
Soſia. I ſhould think you are ſomewhat merrily diſpos'd, if you had not bea- 
ten me, in ſuch ſober ſadneſs. You wow'd perſwade me out of my Heathen 
Name wou'd you? bag „ 8 => 
Merc. Say you are Soſia again at your Peril, Sirrah. - 
Soſia. I dare ſay nothing, but Thought is free; but whatever I am call'd, I 
am Amphitrzou's Man, and the firſt Letter of my Name is S. too. You had beſt 
8 Oat my Maſter did not ſend me home to my Lady, with News of his 
Victory? | 5 . 
. I ſay he did not. 5 5 
Soſſa, Lord, Lord, Friend one of us two is horribly giv'n to lying but! 
do not ſay which of us, to avoid Contention. 
Merc. Iſay, my Name is Sofia, and. yours is not. e 
| Sofia. I wowd you cou'd make good your words, for en I ſhou'd not be bea- 
ten, and you ſnou'd. | ER _ 
; Mg. I ſind you wou'd be Soſa if you durſt -— but if I catch you thinking 
— 
Sofia, I hope T may think I was Sofia; and I can find no difference between my 
former ſelf, and my preſent ſelf; but that I was plain Soſia before; and now I 
am lac'd Soca. e N 
Merc. Take this, ior being ſo impudent to think ſo. (beats him. 
Soſia kneeling. Truce a little, I beſeech thee! I wou'd be a Stock or a Stone 
now by my good will, and wou'd not think at all, for ſelf preſervation. But 
will you give me leave to argue the Matter fairly with you? And promiſe me to 
depoſe that Cudgel, if I can prove my {elf to be that Man that I was before l 
was beaten. RI 5 
Merc. Well, proceed in ſafety; I promiſe you I will not beat you. 


Sof:a- In the firſt place then, is not this Town call'd Thebes ? 
Merc. Undoubtedly. 72 


Foſla. And is not this Houſe Amphitryor's- 
Merc. Who denics it? 5 | 
Solea. Ithought you wou'd have deny'd that too; for all hangs upon a String. 
Remember then, that thoſe two preliminary Articles are already granted. In the 
next place, did not the foreſaid Amphitryon beat the Teleboans, kill their King Pte- 
re/4s, and lend a certain Servant, meaning ſome Body, that for ſake-ſake ſhall 


be nameleſs, to bring a Preſent to his Wite, with news of his Victory, and of 
his Reſolution to return to morrow ? - Mie 
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- Merc. This is all true, to a very tittle; but whois that certain Servant, there's 
all the queſtion ? A, | 
* Sofia, Is it Peace or War betwixt us? 

Merc. Peace. e . . 

Soſia. I dare not wholly truſt that abominable Cudgel; but 'tis a certain Friend 
of yours and mine; that had a certain Name before he was beaten out of it; but 


* 


if you are a Man that depend not altogether upon force and brutality, but ſome- 
what alſo upon Reaſon, now do you bring better Proofs that you are that ſame 
certain Man; and in order to it, anſwer me. to certain Queſtions. 
Merc. I fay I am Soſia, Amphitryon's Man; what reaſon have you to urge a- 
attic Arp.” 7 9 4 
, Sos, What was your Father's Name? 
Merc. Dadus; who was an honeſt Husbandman, whoſe Siſter's Name was 
Harpage, that was married, and died in a Foreign Country. 
Sofa. So far you are right, | muſt confeſs; and your Wife's Name is 
Merc, Bromia, a deviliſh Shrew of her Tongue, and a Vixen of her Hands; 
that leads me a miſerable life; keeps me to hard duty a Bed; and beats me eye: 
ry Morning when I have riſen from her ſide, without having firſt -- 
Sola. J underitand you; by many a ſorrowful Token; this mult be I. -(Aſide. 
Merc. I was once taken upon ſuſpicion of Burglary, and was whipt through 


_ Thebes, and branded for my pains. 7 | 
Soſia. Right me again; but if you are I, as I begin to ſuſpect; that whipping 
and branding might have been paſt over in ſilence, for both our Credits — And 
yet now I think on't, if Lam I, (as I am J) he cannot be J. All theſe Circumſtan- 
ces he might have heard; but will now interrogate him upon ſome private Paſ- 
ſages What was the Preſent that Amphitryon ſent by you or me, no matter 
which of us, to his Wife Almen? e 
Merc. A Buckle of Diamonds, conſiſting of five large Stones. 
Sofia. And where are they now? __ : 
Merc. In a Caſe ſeal'd with my Maſter's Coat of Arms. 
Soſia- This is prodigious, I confeſs; but yet "tis nothing now I think on't, for 
ſome falſe Brother may have reveal'd it to him. (4ſide.) But have another Que- 
{tion to ask you, of ſomewhat that paſs'd only betwixt my ſelf and me; if you 


"I 


are Soſia, what were you doing in the heat of Battle? 1 
Merc. What a wiſe Man ſhou'd, that has reſpect for his own Perſon. I ran in- 
to our Tent, and hid my ſelf amongſt the Baggage. . 

Soſia aſide. Such another cutting Anfwer, and I mult provide my ſelf of ano- 
ther name. (To him.) And how did you paſs your time in that fame Tent; You 
need not anſwer to every Circumitance fo exactly now; you muſt lye a little, 
that I may think you the more m. 1 - 

Merc. That cunning ſhall not ſerve your turn, to circumvent me out of my 
name: Tam for plain naked Truth: --- There ſtood a Hogſhead of old Wine, 
which my Lord reſerud for his own drinking == © | 

Soſia aide. O the Devil! as ſure as Death, he muſt have hid himſelf in that 
Hogſhead, or he couw'd never have known that 5 
Merc. And by that Hogſhead, upon the ground, there lay the kind Inviter 

and Provoker of good drinking %% Y 1 N 

Soſia. Nay, now I have caught you; there was neither Inviter nor Provoker, 
for I was all alone. ; 5 | 

Merc. A luſty Gammon of e 

Soſia Sighing. Bacon - that word has quite made an end of me : — let me 
ſee, this muſt be I, in ſpight of me —— but let me view him nearer. 

1” __ (Walks about Mercury with his dark Lant horn. 

Merc. What are you walking about me for, with your dark Lanthorn? 

Soſiz. No harm, Friend; Iam only ſurveying a parcel of Earth here, that I 
find we two are about to bargain for :---- He's damnable like me, that's certain. 
/mprimis, there's the Patch upon my Noſe, with a Fox to him — Item, a very 
tooliſh Face, with a long Chin at end on't: Item, one pair of ſhambling Legs, 
with two ſplay Feet belonging to them. And ſumma totalis, from Head to 
Foot all my Bodily Apparel (To Mercury) Well, you are Soſia; there's no 
denying it; but what am I then? For my mind gives me, I am ſome body 
{till, it I knew but who I were. : 

Mere. When I have a mind to be Soi no more 
à gain. tha 5 NR”. „ ine 
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> Hoſe Torches are offenſive; ſtand aloof 


They may diſcloſe the Secret I would hide: 


5 Jo number out the hours of buſie Men. 


3 | A MER Un GER 
AMPHITRYON, 
Sofia. I have but one requeſt more to thee, that, though not as Sa, yet as 4 
ſtranger, I may go into that Houſe, and carry a civil Meſſage to my Lady, 
Merc. No, Sirrah, not being Sofia; you have no Meſlage to deliver, nor no 
Lady in this Houſe. 5 3 
Soſia. Thou canſt not be fo barbarous, to let me lie in the Streets all night, 
aſter ſuch a Journey, and ſuch a beating — and therefore T am reſoly'q to 
knock at the Door in my own defence. : 
Merc. If you come near the Door, I recall my word, and break off the truce ;... 
and then expect _ | | [ Holds up his Cadeel. 
Sofia. No; The Devil take me if I do expect: I have felt too well what ſow. 
er Fruit that Crab-tree bears: PII rather beat it back upon the Hoof to my Lord 
Amphitryon ;, to ſee if he will acknowledge me for Sofia; if he does not, then Iam 
no longer his Slave; there's my Freedom dearly purchas'd with a fore drubbing; 
if he does acknowledge me, then I am Soſia again; fo far tis tolerably well; but 
then I ſhall have a ſecond drubbing , for an unfortunate Ambaſſador as Jam; 
and that's intolerable. - 4 5 hae [Exit Sofia. 
| Mercury alone. | 
I have fobb'd off his Excellency pretty well. Now let him return, and make 
the belt of his Credentials. I think too I have given Jupiter ſufficient time for 
his Conſummation. Oh, he has taken his Cue; and here he comes as leiſurely 
and as lank as if he had empty*d himſelf of the beſt part of his Almightyſhip. 


SCENE IL 
Enter Jupiter leading Alcmena, followd by Fhædra. Pages with Torches 


before them. Jupiter to the Pages, 


For though they bleſs me with thy heavenly ſight, | [To her. 


The Thebans mult not know I have been here; 
Detracting Crowds wou'd blame me that I robb'd 
Theſe happy Moments from my publick Charge, 
To Conſecrate to thy deſir'd Embrace: 

And I cou'd wiſh no Witneſs but thy ſelf; 

For thou thy ſelf art all T wiſh to pleaſe. 

Alem. So long an abſence, nd ſo ſhort a ſtay ! 5 | 
What, but one night! one Night of Joy and Love, ” 
Cou'd only pay one Night of Cares and Fears; | 
And all the reſt are an uncancelPd Sum! 

Curſe on this Honour and this publick Fame;  *" 
Wou'd you had leſs of both, and more of Love! 

Jup. Alemena, I muſt go. 
Alem. Not yet, my Lord. 

Jup. Indeed I muſt. 

Alem. Indeed you ſhall not go. 3 

Jap. Behold the ruddy Streaks o'er yonder Hill. 
Thoſe are the Bluſhes of the breaking Morn, 
That kindle Day-light.to this neather World. 

Alc. No matter for the day, it was but made 


Let 'em be buſie ſtil], and ſtill be wretched; 
And take their fill of anxious drudging Day : 
But you and I will draw our Curtains cloſe, 
Extinguiſh Day-light, and put out the Sun: _ 
Come back, my Lord, in faith you ſhall retire. 
You have not yet lay long enough in Bed, 
To warm your Widow'd Side. 5 | . 7 
Phedra aſide. I find my Lord is an excellent School-Maſter , my Lady is fo 
willing to repeat her Leſſon. 3 , 
— Merc. afide. That's a plaguy little Devil; what a roguiſh Eye ſhe has! I begin 
to like her ſtrangely ; ſhe's the Perquiſite of my place too; for my Ladies Wait- 
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ing- Woman is the proper Fees of my Lord's Chief Gentleman. I have the Pri- 
vilege of a God too; I can view her naked through all her Clothes: Let me 
ſee Let me ſee have diſcover'd ſomething that pleaſes me already. 
Jup. Let me not live but thou art all Enjoyment! ER 
So chatungand ſo ert, 
That not a Night, but whole Eternity, 
Were well employ'd, — 
To love thy each Perfection as it ought. 
Alc. kiſſing him. I'll bribe you with this kiſs to Ray a while. 

Jup. kiſſing, her. A Bribe indeed that ſoon will bring me back. 
But, to be juſt, I mult reſtore your Bribe. 
How I cou'd dwell for ever on thoſe Lips! 
O] cou'd kils 'em pale with eagerneſs! 
So ſoſt, by Heav'n, and ſuch a juicy ſweet; 
That ripen'd Peaches have not half the flavour. 

Ale. Ye niggard Gods! you make our Lives too long: 
| You fill'em with Diſeaſes, Wants and Woes, = 
And only daſh*em with a little Love; 
Sprinkled by Fits, and with a ſparing Hand: 
Count all our Joys, from Childhood ev'n to Age, 
They wou'd but make a day of ev'ry year: 
Take back your ſev'nty years (the ſtint of Lite) 
Or elſe be kind, and cram the Quinteſſence 
Of Sev'nty years into {ſweet Sev'nty days: 
For all the reſt is flat, inſipid Being. | 
Jup. But yet one Scruple pains me at my parting ; 
1 love ſonicely, that IT cannot bear 3 | 
To owe the Sweets of Love which I have taſted, _ 
To the ſubmiſſive Duty of a Wife: 


1 
* 


That in the kindeſt moments of tlie night, 
When you gave up your ſelf to Love and me, 
You thought not of a Husband, but a Lover. © 85 
Alc. But tell me firſt, why you wou'd raiſe a Bluſh upon my Cheeks, by ask- 
ing ſuch aQueition? _ | OT 5 
Jup. I wou owe nothing to a Name fo dull 
As Husband 15, but toda Lover all. | 
Ac. You ſhou'd haveask'd me then, when Love and Night, 
And ring, had favour'd your demand. 
Jup. I ask it now, becauſe my tenderneſs 
Surpaſſes that of Husbands for their Wives. 
O that you lov'd like me! then you wou'd find 
A thouſand thouſand Niceties in Love 
The common Love of Sex to Sex is brutal: 
But Love refin'd will fancy to it ſelt * 
Millions of gentle Cares, and ſweet Diſquiets; 
Ihe being happy is not halt the Joy; 
The manner of the happineſs is all! 
In me (my charming Miſtreſs) you behold 
A Lover that diſdaius a Lawful Title; | 
Such as of Monarchs to ſucceſſive Thrones : 
The generous Lover holds by force of Arms; 
And claims his Crown by Conquett. | 
Alem. Methinks you {hou'd be pleas'd, I give you all 
A Vertuous and a modeſt Wife can give. . 
Jup. No, no, that very name of Wife and Marriage, 
15 Poyſon to the deareft ſWeets of Love: 
To pleaſe my niceneſs you mult ſeparate 
The Lover from his Mortal Foe, tlie Husband. 
Give to the yawning Husband your cold Vertue, 
But all your vigorous Warmth, your melting Sighs, 
Your amorous Murmurs, be your Lover's part. 
Alem. 1 comprehend not what you mean, my Lord, 
But only love me ſtill; and love me thus, 
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414 CAMPHITRYON. 
And think me ſuch as belt may pleaſe your Thought. - 1 Hf 
Jap. There's Myſtery of Love in all I ſay: en ) £4 
Farewel; and when you ſee your Husband next t 125 
Think of your Lover then. . 43 15 
5 | Exennt Jupiter and Alcmena ſewerally : Pliædra follows hey, 
Merc. alone. Now I ſhou'd follow him; but Love has laid a Lime- twig for 
me, and made a lame God of me. Yet why ſhou'd | love this Phædra? She's In- 
tereſſed, and a ſilt into the Bargain. Three thouſand years hence, there will be 
a whole Nation of ſuch Women, in a certain Country that will be calld Fance; 
and there's a Neighbour Iſland roo, where the Men of that Country will be all 
' Intereſt, Oh what a precious Generation will that be, which the Men of the 
Iſland ſhall Propagate out of the Women of the Continent? © «© 
(Phædra re-enters) And ſo much for Propheſie: For ſhe's here again, and 
I mult love her in ſpight of me. And fince I mult, I have this Comfort, that 
the greateſt Wits are commonly the greateſt Cullies ; becauſe neither of the Sexes 
can be wiſer than ſome certain Parts about em will give em leave. 
Phedra. Well Sofia, and how go Matters? „„ 
Merc. Our Army 1s Victorious. 7 
Phed. And my Servant Judge Gripus? 
Merc, A Voluptuous Gourmand. re 
Phed. But has he gotten wherewithal to be Voluptuous, is he Wealthy ? 
Mere, He ſells Juſtice as he uſes, fleeces the Rich Rebels, and hangs up the 
Poor. : „„ It 1 
P/ed, Then while he has Money, he may make Love to me. Has he ſent me 
no Token? e T 
Merc, Ves a Kiſs; and by the ſame Token, I am to give it you, as a Remem- 
brance from him. „„ 7 & 01k Eres 
Phed. How now, Impudence! A beggarly Serving-man preſume to kiſs me? 
Merc. Suppoſe I were a God, and ſhouw'd make Love to you? l 
Phed. 1 wou'd firſt be ſatisfi d whether you were a poor God or a rich God. 
Merc. Suppoſe I were Mercury, The God of Merchandiſe? | 
Phed. What the God of ſmall Wares, and Fripperies, of Pedlars and Pilferers ? 
Nerc. aſide, How the Giphe deſpiſes me? | EE, 
Phed. I had rather you were Plutus the God of Money, or Jupiter in a Golden 
Shower: There was a God for us Women! he had the Art of making Love: Doſt 
thou think that Kings, or Gods either, get Miſtreſſes by their go Faces? No, 
'tis the Gold and the Preſents they can make: there's the Prerogative they have 
over their fair Subjefts. RE Og 8 | 11 
Alerc. All this notwithſtanding, J muſt tell you, pretty Pheara, J am deſpe- 
rately in love with you. n : e 0 
Phd, And I mult tell thee, ugly Sofia, thou haſt not wherewithal to be in 


* 


* 
WES. 


- 


--J6Ve«-- ö ; 
Merc. Yes, a poor Man may be in lee iti hn 
Pad. I grant a poor Rogue may be in love, but he can never make love: 
Alas Soſia, thou haſt neither Face to invite me, nor Youth to pleaſe me; nor 
Gold to bribe me : And beſides all this, thou haſt a Wife, poor miſerable 8% 
What ha Bromzz ? 1 | 1 5 
1 O thou mercileſs Creature, why doſt thou conjure up that ſpright of a 
Wife? . 
Phzd. To rid my ſelf of that Devil of a poor Lover: ſince you are fo loving - 
ly diſpos'd, Pl put you together, to exerciſe your Fury upon your own Wed- 
lock: What Broimia, I fay, make haſte; here's a Veſſel of yours, full freighted, 
that's going off without paying Duties. | . ee 
Merc, Since thou wilt not let me ſteal Cuſtom: She ſhall have all the Cargo 
| 76 in the Wars: But thou mighteſt have lent me a little Creek to 
mugele in. EL 1 e 10 
Phed. Why, what have you gotten, good Gentleman Souldier, beſides 2 
Legion of -—— | ELIT _ (knaps ber Fingers. 
Merc, When the Enemy was routed, I had the plundering of a Tent. _ 
Phezd. That's to ſay, a Houte of Canvas, with moveables: of Straw; make 
haſte Bromia „ | ee 
Merc. But it was the Generals own Tent. | ef Hoke 
Phed. You durlt not fight Fm certain; and therefore came laſt in, when the 
rich Plunder was gone before hand . Will you come, Brami2?ʒ?s 
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Merc, Prithce do not call ſo loud —— -— A great Goblet that holds a Gallon 

Phed, Of what was that Goblet made? Anſwer quickly, for Jam juſt calling 
very loud Bro.—- | | 

Merc. Of beaten Gold. Now call aloud if thou doſt not like the Metal. 

Phed. Bromia. „ (Very ſoftly 

Merc. That ſtruts in this Faſhion, with his Arms a Kimbo, like a City Ma- 
giſtrate: And a great bouncing Belly, like an Hoſteſs with-Child of a Kilderkin 
of Wine. Now what ſay you to that Preſent, Phædra? 

Phed. Why I am conſidering —— Sh 

Merc. What I prithee ? ES 

Phed. Why, how to divide the Buſineſs equally ; to take the Gift, and refuſe 
the Giver, thou art ſo damnably ugly and ſo old. | „ 

Merc. (aſide) Now the Devil take Jupiter, for confining me to this ungodly ſhape 
to day! VVV 
But 2 is as old and as ugly too [Toher. 
_ Phed. But Gripus is a Perſon of Quality, and my Ladies Uncle, and if he mar- 
_ ries me I ſhall take place of my Lady. Hark, - Your Wife! ſhe has ſent her 
Tongue before her. I hear the Thunder-clap already: There's a ſtorm ap- 
proaching-. : : . 5 
Merc. Ves, of thy Brewing, I thank thee for it: O how ] ſhou'd hate thee 
now, if I cou'd leave loving thee ! RET» | A 

Phzd. Not a word of the dear Golden Goblet, as you hope for —— you _ 


— — 


know what, Soſia. | 

Merc. You give me hope then 1 3 

Phæd. Not abſolutely Hope neither: But Gold is a great Cordial, in Love mat- 
ters; and the more you apply of it, the better ¶ Aſide.] I am honeſt, that's 
certain; but when I weigh my Honeſty againſt the Goblet, I am not quite re- 


ſolv'd on which ſide the Scale will turn. Ne en Piedra. 
Merc. a-loud. Fare wel Phædra; remember me to my Wiſe, and tell her 
| Enter Bromia. . 


Brom. Tell her, what Traytor! that you are going away without ſeeing her? 

Merc, That I am doing my Duty, and following my Maſter. . 
Brom. Umph----1o brisk too! your Maſter did his Duty to my Lady before he 
parted: He cou'd leave his Army in the lurch, and come Galloping home at 
mid- night, to have a lick at the Honey- pot; and ſteal to Bed as quietly as any 
Mouſe, I warrant you: My Maſter knew what belong'd to a Married life; but 
you, Sirrah------You Trencher-carrying Raſcal, you worſe than Dunghil-Cock ; 
that ſtood clapping your Wings and crowing without doors, when you ſhou'd | 
have been at Rooſt, you Villain TBE ; | 
Merc. Hold your peace, Dame Partlet, and leave your Cackling : My Maſter 

charg'd me to ſtand Centry without Doors. | 5 

Brom. My Maſter! I dare ſwear thou bely'ſt him, My Maſter's more a Gen- 
tleman , than to lay ſuch an unreaſonable command upon a poor diſtreſſed mar- 
ri'd N and after ſuch an abſence too. No, there's no compariſon between 
my Maſter and thee, thou Sneaksby. 5 5 
Merc. No more than there is betwixt my Lady and you, Bromia. You and I 
have had our time in a civil way, Spouſe, and much good fove has been betwixt 
us: But we have been Married fifteen Years, I take it: and that hoighty toigh- 
ty buſineſs, ought in conſcience to be over. i 925 08 

Brom. Marry come up, my ſaucy Companion! I am neither old, nor ugly 

enough to have that ſaid to mee. 72 wo” 
Merc. But will you hear reaſon, Bromia? My Lord and my Lady are yet in 
a manner Bride and Bridegroom ; they are in Honey Moon ſtill : Do but think 
in decency what a jeſt it wou'd be to the Family, to ſee two Venerable old mar- 
ried People, lying ſnug in a Bed together, and ſighing out fine tender things to 
one another! LS 23 Ty 
_— Brom. How now, Traytor, dar'ſt thou maintain that I am paſt the Age of 
having fine things ſaid to me? | ES : 

Merc. Not ſo, my Dear: but certainly I am paſt the Age of faying'em. 

Brom. Thou deſerv'ſt not to be yok'd with a Woman of Honour, as I am, thou 
Perjur'd Villain. | | 

Merc. Ay, you are too much a Woman of Honour, to my ſorrow: Many a 
poor Husband wou'd be glad to compound for lefs Honour in his Wite, and more 
quiet. Prethee be but honeſt and continent in thy Tongue, and do thy wort 
with every thing elſe about thee. Vol. I H h h 2 Brom. 
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Brom. Thou wou'dſt have a Woman of the Town, wou'dſt thou! to be al. 
ways ſpeaking my Husband fair, to make him digeſt his Cuckoldom more eaſily 
Wow'dit thou be a Wittol, with a vengeance to thee ? Iam reſolv'd I'll ſcour th 
Hide, for that word. | [Holds up her Ladle at hin. 
Merc, Thou wilt not ſtrike thy Lord, and Husband, wilt thou? _ 
Brom. Since thou wilt none of the Meat, tis but juſtice to give thee the 
baſtings of the Ladle. _ | [She courſes him abou, 
Mercury running about. aſide» Was ever poor Deity fo Henpeck'd as I am! 
Nay, then ?tis time to charm her aſleep with my enchanted Rod before 
1amdiſgrac'd or raviſh'd 


[Plucks out his Caduceus and ſtrikes her upo; 
9 | & the ſhoulder with it. | 

Brom. What, art thou rebelling againſt thy anointed Wife? Pll make thee... 
how now- What, has the Rogue bewitch'd me! I grow dull and ſtupid 
on the ſudden ———— I can neither ſtir Hand nor Foot am juſt like him; 
have loſt the uſe of all my— Members —[ yawning] I can't ſo much as wag 
my Tongue— neither, and that's the laſt Live —ing part about a — Wo- 
man 25 „ N e #*+ [| falls dons, 

oh Mercury alone. 15 

Lord what have ] ſuffer'd, for being but a counterfeit married Man one day ! 
If ever I come to this Houſe, as a Husband again then — and yet that then, 
was a lye too — For while I am in Love with this young Gipſie, Phædra, 1 
muſt return ut lie thou there, thou Type of Jauo; thou that want'ſt nothing 

ol her Tongue, but the immortality. If Jupiter ever let thee ſet Foot in Heaven, 

Juno will have à ratling Second of thee; and there will never be a fair Day in 
Heaven or Earth after it. r 5 5 
For two ſuch Tongues, will break the Poles aſunder; and 

And, hourly ſcolding, make perpetual Thunder. [Exit Mercury. 


"ACT. ML 


SCENE before Ampitryon's Palace. 


| Amphitryon and Sofia. 


OW, Sirrah, follow me into the Houſe, thou ſhalt be convinc'd at 
thy own coſt, Villain! What horrible Lyes haſt thou told me! Such 
improbabilities, ſuch ſtuff, ſuch nonſence !-----that the Monſter with two long 
Horns, that frighted the Great King, and the Devil at the Stone-cutters, are 
Truths to theſe ! . VVV . TY 
Sg. J am but a Slave, and you are Maſter; and a poor Man is always to-Ilye, 
when a rich Man is pleas'd to contradict him; but as ſure as this is our Houſe 

Amp- So ſure 'tis thy place of Execution. Thou art not made for lying neither. 

Sf. That's certain; for all my Neighbours fay I have an honeſt Face; or elſe 
they wou'd never call me Cuckold, as they do. ba By 

Amp. T mean thou haſt not wit enough to make a lye, that will hang together; 
chou haſt ſet up a Trade, that thou haſt nor Stock enough to manage: O that I 
had but a Crab-tree Cudgel for thy fake! © © be 

Sy. How, a Cudgel, {aid you! the Devil take Jupiter for inventing that hard- 
'\carted, mercilefs, knobby Wood. | g | 

Amp. The bitterneſs is yet to come; thou haſt had but a half Doſe of it. 

So. J was never good at ſwallowing Phyſick; and my Stomach'wambles at 
che very thought of it; but, if l muſt have a ſecond beating, in conſcience let me 
{trip firit, that I may ſhow you the black and blue ſtreaks upon my Sides and 
Shoulders. Tam ſure !] ſuffer'd them in your ſervice. e 

Amp. To what purpoſe wou'd'ſt thou thow them? . 

900. Why to the purpoſe that you may not ſtrike me upon the ſore places; and 
that as he beat me laſt Night croſs-ways, fo you wou'd pleaſe to beat me long- 
Ways, to make clean work on't, that at leaſt my Skin may look like Checquet- 

work. AA 

Amp. This requeſt is too reaſonable to be refus'd ; but, that all things may be 
done in order, tell me over again the fame ſtory, with all the circumſtances ie 
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thy Commiſſion: that a blow may follow in due form for every lye. To Re- 
petition, Rogue, to Repetition. r 14 8 | 

Soſ. No, it ſhall be all a lye if you pleaſe, and Pll eat my Words to fave my 
Shoulders. eee ee 8 


. IT 


Repetition, Rogue, to Repetition. | 

So. With all my heart, to any Repetition but the Cudgel: but, wowd you 
be pleas'd to anſwer me one civil queſtion? Am I to uſe Complaiſance to 
you, as to a great Perſon, that will have all things ſaid your own way; or 


Amp. Ay, Sirrah, now you find you are to be diſproved: but'tis too late: to 


am I to tell you the naked Truth alone, without the Ceremony of a farther 


beating? | OR 
Amp. Nothing but the Truth, and the whole Truth: ſo help thee Cudgel -— 
Sof. That's a damn'd concluſion of a Sentence: but ſince it muſt be ſo —— 
Back and Sides at your own peril Al ſet out from the Port in an unlucky 
Hour: the (usky Canopy of Night inveloping the Hemiſphere—— 
Amph. Srrifes him. Iuprimis for Fuſtian Now proceed. 8 
of. I ſtand corrected: in plain 'Profe then, T went darkling, and whiſtling, 
to keep my ſelf from being afraid; mumbling Curſes betwixt my Tecth, {or 
being ſent at ſuch an unnatural time of Night. N 
Amp. How, Sirrah, Curſing and Swearing againſt your Lord and Maiter / 
take _ 1 0 nh Going to ſtrike. 
So/. Hold, Sir — pray confider, if this be not unreaſonable, to ſtrike me for 


= 


tror Of tying again, if this muſt come of plain dealing, 


telling the whole Truth when you commanded me: P11 fall into my old dog 


the Houſe: what found you there a God's Name? 
Soſ. 1 came thither in no God's Name at all; but in the Devil's name. 1 found 
before the door a ſwinging Fellow, with all my Shapes and Features; and ac- 
coutred alſo in my Habit. S. | 

Amp. Who was that Fellow ?' ? 


Ain. To avoid impertinences, make an end of your journey; and come to 


FSoſ. Who ſhowd it be, but another 80% a certain kind of other Me: who 


knew all my unſortunate Commiſſion, preciſely, to àa word, as well as I Soſiat; 
as being ſent by your ſelf from the Port, upon the fame errand to Alemena. 
Mn. What groſs Abſurdities'are theſ e 

S/. O Lord, O Lord, what Abſurdities! as plain as any Packſtaff. That other 
Me, had poſted himſelf there before nie /me. Vou wort give a Man leave to 
{peak Poetically now; or elſe I wou'd ſay, That I was arriv'd at the Door, 
before I came thither. 5 ü el lo 45.1 r 5 ECTS | 7 75 | 

Amp. This muſt either be a Dream, or 'Drunkennefs,, or Madneſs in thee : 
Leave your Buffooning and Lying, I am not in humbur to bear it, Sirrah. 

So. I wou'd you ſhou'd xænow. I ſcorn a Lye, and am a Man of Honour in 
every thing, but juſt Fighting. I tell you once again in plain ſmcerity, and 
ſimplicity of Heart, that before laſt Night I never took my ſelf but for one ſin- 


gle individual Sofa; but, coming to our Door, I found my ſelf T know not how 


divided, and as it were ſplit into tw S ʒK mtr» hs 
Amp. Leave Buffooning: I ſee you wowU make me laugh, but you play the 
Fool {curvily. - T1 1909 o e 


4 * 
* 14 FI; * | 
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Amp. How now, Impudence ! Ifſhall a l 
Sof. Be not in wrath, Sir: T meant not you: cannot poſſibly be the only 

Fool; tor if I am one Fool, I muſt certainly be two Fools; becauſe as I told 

you, I am double. 5 c 3 
Amp. That one ſhou'd be two, is very probable! _ . 

S2/. Have not you ſeen a Six-pence ſpfit into two halves, by ſome ingenious 
School. Boy; which bore on either ſide the Impreſſion of the Monarch's Face: now 
as thoſe moieties were two Three-pences, and yet in effect but one Sixpence. — 

Amp. No more of your villainous T ating E 

50%. Nay if an Orator mult be diſarm'd of his ſimilitudes 

Amp. A Man had need of patience, to endure this Gibberiſh : be 
come toa concluſion. o 35 Wa N ION, 

S What wou'd you have, Sir? I cam 
before me: for that there was two 1's; is 48 Certain, as that I have two Eyes in 
this Head of mine. This I, that am hear, Neat weary : the t'other J was freſh : 
this I was peaceable, and Yother J was a hectoring Bully l. OE ANY 


Sof. That may be: but iflam a Fool; Lam not the only Fool in this company- 


314k Ly 


; 


brief, and 


-» 


* 


* | Amp. 


ethither; but the t'other I was there 
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AMPHITRYON. 
Imp. And thou expect'ſt I ſhow'd believe thee? | 4 85 
e. No, Lam not fo unreaſonable: for I cou'd never have believ'd it my ſelf, 
if I had not been well beaten into it: But a Cudgel you know is a convincins 


Argument in a brawny Fiſt : What ſhallI fay, but that I was compell'd at laſt 
to acknowledge my felf! I found that he was very I, without fraud, cozen, or 


deceit. Beſides, I view'd my ſelf, as in a Mirror, from Head to Foot: He 


was Handſome, of a noble Preſence, a charming Air, looſe and free in all his 
Motions. And ſaw he was fo much I, that I ſhow'd have reaſon to be better fa. 
tisfed with my own Perſon, if his Hands had not been a little of the havieſt. 
| Amp. Once again to a Concluſion : Say you paſs'd by him, and entred into 
the Houſe. . | 
Soſ. Tam a Friend to Truth, and fay no ſuch thing: He defended the door, 
and I could not enter! Hh 
Amp. How, not enter 6 es 3 IY 
Sy. Why, how ſhow'd I enter, unleſs I were a Spright to glide by him, and 
(hoot my {elf through Locks, and Bolts, and two-inch-boards ? 
Amp. O Coward! didſt thou not attempt to paſs? 


Sof. Yes, and was repuls'd and beaten for my pains. 
Amp. Who beat thee? 


Soſ. Ibeat Me. | 
Amp. Didſt thou beat thy ſelf? > : 
$f. ] don't mean I, here: but the abſent Me, beat me here preſent. 
Amp. There's no end of this intricate piece of Nonſenſe. 0 | 
So. *Vis only Nonſenſe becauſe I ſpeak it, who am a poor Fellow; but it 


wou'd be Senſe, and Subſtantial Senſe, if a great Man faid it, that was back'd with 


a Title, and the Eloquence of ten Thouſand Pounds a Year. 


| Amp. No more; But let us enter: Hold, my Alcmehns is coming out, and 
has prevented me How (ſtrangely will ſhe be ſurpriz'd to ſee me here, ſo unex- 
” Enter Alcmena and Phædra. | 

Alc. to Phedra, Make haſte after me to the Temple; that we may thank the 


Gods for this glorious Succeſs, which Amphitryon has had againſt the Rebels. 
Oh Heavens! 


„ NT 3's (Seeing him. 
Aid. Thoſe Heav'ns, and all their bleſt Inhabitants, LSaluting her. 
Grant, that the ſweet Rewarder of my pains : 

May ſtill be kind, as on our Nuptial Night. 

Alc. So ſoon return d? 4 = 
Amp- So ſoon return'd ! Is this my Welcome home ? [Steping back. 
So ſoon return'd, ſays, Tam come unwiſh'd. 


This is no Language of defiring-Love: 
Love reckons Hours for Months, and Days for Years: 


And every little Abſence isan Age. 


Alc, What ſays my Lord? 
Amp. No, my Alcmena, nor- 
True Love by its impatience meaſures Time, 


And the dear Object never comes too ſoon. 


_ Alc. Nor ever came you fo, nor ever ſhall: 


But you, your ſelf are chang'd from what you were, 
Pall'd inDeſires, and ſurfeited of Bliſs ; . 


Not ſo I met you at your laſt return; 


When, Yeſternight, I flew into your Arms, 
And melted in your warm Embrace. 
Amp. How's this ? 
Alc. Did not my Soul ev'n ſparkle at my Eyes, 
And ſhoot it ſelf into your much lov'd Boſom ? 
Did I not tremble with exceſs of Joy ? 
Nay agonize with pleaſure at your fake, 


With ſuch ihimitable Proofs of Paſſion, 
As no falſe Love cou'd feign! 
Amp. What's this you tell me? | 
Alc. Far ſhort of Truth, by Heav'n! e 
And you return'd thoſe Proofs with Uſury; 


And, lett me with a Sigh, at Break of Day. 
Have you forgot? os 


Amp. 
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0 have y you dream” t, Alemena? | 
Perhaps f ſome kind, revealing Deity, | | 
Has Whiſper'd in your Sleep, the pleaſing News 5 | 
Of my Return; and you, believ'd it real! | 
Perhaps too, in your Dream, you us d me kindly; | 
And my preventing Image, reap'd the Joys 
You meantawake to me. 
Alem. Some melancholy Vapour, ſure, has ſeiz 4 
Your Brain, Ainphitr yon, and diſturb'd your ute * 
Or Veſternight is not ſo loug a time, 5 
But you might yet remember; and not force 
An honeſt Blum into my glowing Cheeks, 
For that which lawful Marriage makes no Crime. 
Amph. Ithank you ſot my Melancholy Vapour. * 
Alem. Tis nh a juſt requital for my Dream. 
; Phadra I'd my Maſter took too much of the Cm c lat N Wit, Lb. 
ad now 1s angling for a Quarrel, that no more may be ex peed from him to 
Night, when he Has no Aﬀets|-' | [the mean time Amph. and Alem. watt /y 
themſelves, and from at each other as they meecte 
- Amph. You dare not juſtifie it eee 5 9 4 
Alem. Not what? e n t 
Amph. That J return'd before this f . | 
Alcm. You dare not, ſure, ay 185 came laſt N Night, 
And ſtaid till Break of Day? 
Amph. O Impudence !--- Why, Sobel. 3 
Sof. Nay, I fay nothing; for alt things. here, n may 0 > by Enchantmenr (as 
they did with me) for ought I know. 
Alem. Speak, Phaara ; Was he here? 
| Phedra, You know, Madam, Iam but a Clumber-Maid's and by my nde, 
I am to gin 9 all that was done over-night i in Love-Matters,--Unleſs my Maſter 
Pleuß to rub up my Memory with another Diamond. 

Amph. Now in the name of all the Gods, Alecmena, 
A little recolle& your ſcatter'd TOONS 
And weigh what you have ſaid, ; 
Alem. J weight'd i it well, Amphienos, 05 er J ſpoke: 
And She, and Bromia, all the Slaves, and Servants, - 
Can witneſs they beheld you, hen you came. 
If other Proof were wanting, tell me how _ 
I came to know your Fight, yourVietory, 
The Death of Prerelas, in ſingle Combat! 
And farther, from whoſe hands I hada by ood ; 
The Spoils of him you flew. -- 
Anh This is amazing! . EIN 

Have f already given you thoſe Diamonds, Men fy nd 
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The Preſent I reſervdꝰ?ꝰ e 

Alem. is an odd Gueſtion „ l ine oe 1 
You ſee I wear em; look. 1 e al 
Amph. Now anſwer, Softa- 


Soſ. Yes, now I can anſwer with a ſafe Conſtiencs,! as to that point, al the reſt 
may be Art Magick; but as for the Diamonds, here e, und er kale Cuſtody. 
Alem. Then What are theſe upon my Am? [To Sofia- 

Foſ. Flints, or Pebbles, or ſome ſuch Trumpery of enchanred R 
Phædra. They ſay the proof of a true Diamond is to glitter in the dark; I think 
my Matter had belt take my Lady into ſome By-corner, and try whoſe Diamond 
will ſparkle belt. 

Soſ. Yet dow think on't, — did nor a certain Friend of mine preſent 
em to you? 
py” What Pen ? 


So.. Why another Sofia; one chat Möcke himfelf OT in my v fiche, in alſo ; 
unſociated me. 


Amph. Sirrah, leave your nauſeous Nonſenſe: Break open the Seal , and take 
out rg lamonds. 


More words than one to a Bargain, Sir; 1 thank you : That's no part of 
prudeuce tor me to commit Burglary upon the Seals : Do you loak firſt upon the 


Signet, 
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81 znet, and dell me in your Conſcience, whether the Seals ben not as firmas when 
you clapt the Wax upon them. 
Amy. The Signature is firm. e : 
50. Then take the Signature into your own n Cultody, and open it; for I will 


a 


have nothing done at my proper peril. . 4, L[Grving bim the Casket 
Amph. O Heay? ns! Here” s nothing, but an Empty ſpace; the Neſt where they 
were laid. [ Breakin 11 the Seal, 
Sey Then if the Birds are flown, the Fault's not mine ; here has been fine con- 


juring work; or elſe the Jew el, knowing to whom it ſhou' d be given, took oc. 
caſion to ſteal out, by a natural inſtinét, and M it 1 upon that Pretty Arm. 
Amp. Can this be poſſible ! 
§oſ. Yes, very poſſible: You, my Lov ple der may havecbioughr 3 
another You my Lord Amphicrzor, ds well as 1 Sefa, have brought forth another 
Me Sofa; and our Diamonds 86 have Procreated theſe: Diamonds; and ſo we 


are all three double. U d af 1” n 
Phegra. If this be true, I hope my Goblet has gigs” 4 another Golden Golbet: 
And then they may carry double upon all ou. 12211 N 


Alem. My Lord, E have ſtood ſilent, out Pt wonder Git loft oth 
What yo cou'd wonder RIG PE 
Amph. A chilling Sweat, a damp of. Jeatouſie, - Wi 2005 208 Y {fd 

Hangs on my Brow's, and clams upon my Limbs. | T7104 a2 

I fear; and yet [ mult be ſatisſied: Hi anon iam GL e 

And, to be ſatisfy'd, [ muſtdifſetnhleiio i: 9m ont 0 gb go; « 
Alem. Why muſe you fo, and murmur to your ſelf? 2 

If you repent your Bounty, take it back -- 
-4»ph, Not ſo: But, if you: pleaſe, relate what paſt, 

At our laſt Enterview. 


Alem. That Queſtion wou'd inſet y ou were not Pere. 
Amph. I fay not ſo; 


only wou'd refreſh my Memory ; ; 
And have my Reaſons ro deſire the Story. 


Phedra. So: This is as good {port tor me as an Examination of - great Belly be- 
forea Ma giſtrate. 
Alem. The Stoi y is not long: You know I met you, 
Kiſo'd you, and preſt you clofe within my Arms, 
With all the tenderneſs of Wifely Love. 


Amp,. I cou'd have ſpar'd that Kindneſs. 78 (Aide, 
And whit did EF? fs: I Io her. 
Alem. You ftrain'd me with a Maſculine Fa 4 | 
As you wou'd ſqueeze my Soul out. . 
Anpl, Did I fo ? Alem. You did. 5 
Anphi. Confound thoſe Arms that were ſo kind — *; [Ajiae. 
Proceed, proceed---- . 
Alem. You wou'd not ſtay to ſup; b but, much complaining a your drowlinels, 


| and want of natural Reſt---- 


Amph. Made haſt to Bed: Ha, was't not ſo? Go on 
And ſtab me with each Syllable thou ſpeak ſt. 
Pheara. So, now *tis coming, now tis coming. 
Alem. I have no more to ſay. _ 
Amph. Why, Went We not to Bed 2 
Alen. Why not? 
Is it a Crime tor Husband. and tor Wife 
To gotoBed, my Lord? SEL TY 8 
Amph. Perfidious Woman! Alem. Ungrateful Man! 
Amphi. She juſtifies it too! 1 
Alcm, I need not juſtifie: Of what am I accus'd ? 
Amph. Of all that prodigality of Kindneſs, 
Givnto another, and uſurp'd from me. = 
So bleſs me Heay'a, if ſince my firſt departure, 
| ever ſet my foot upon this Threſhold, 
So am I innocent of all thoſe Joys, 
And dry of thoſe Embraces. 
Alem. Thien I, it ſeems, am fale ? 


Amph. As ſurely falſe, as what thou ſay'ſt is true. 


[46 


News 1 have betray*d iny Honour, and my iy Love? * „„ 
And ama foul Adultreſs ? Ws 
Amph. What thou aft, | SEGAL: 
Thou Rand'ſt condemn'd to be, by thy Relation · 
Alem. Go, thou 0 Man for ever go: 
No more my Husband; go thou baſe Impoſtour; 
Who tak'ſt a vile pretence to taint my Fame; 
And, not content to leave, would'ſt ruin me. 
Enjoy thy wiſh'd Divorce: I will not plead 
My Innocence of this pretended Crime: 
I need not; ſpet thy Venom; do thy worſt: 
But know, the more thou wouꝰdſt expoſe my Vertue, 
Like pureſt Linen laid in open Air, 
? | will bleach the more, and whiten to the view. 
Amph. Tis well thou art prepar'd for thy Divorce: 
For, know thou too, that after this Aﬀront, 
This foul Indignity, done to my Honour, 
Divorcement is but petty Reparation: 
But, ſince thou haſt, with Impudence affirm'd 
My falſe Return, and brib'd my Slaves to vouch it, 
The Pruth ſhall, in the Face of Thebes be clear'd; 
'Thy Uncle, the Companion of my Voyage, 
And all the Crew of Seamen, - ſhall be brought, 
Who were embark'd, and came with me to Land; 
Nor parted, till I reaclid this curſed Door: 
So ſhall this Viſion of my late Return, 
Stand a detected Lye ; and woe to thoſe _ 
Who thus betray'd my Honour. 5 
Sof. Sir, {hall I wait on you? LF Z 
Amph. N o, I will go alone: Expect me here: 9 5 [Exit Amphitryon. 
 Pheadra. Pleaſe you---That F< 1 30077 1 [To Alemena. 
Alem. Oh! Nothing now can pleaſe me: | 
Darkneſs, and Solitude, and Sighs, and "Tears, 
And all th' inſeparable Train of an, 3 
| Attend my Steps for ever 8 [Exit Alcmena. 


Soſ. What if I ſhou'd lye now, a 440 fay we have been here before? I never 
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ſaw any good that came of telling truth. [ [Afide. 
Phædra. He makes no more Advances to me: [ begin: a little to ſuſpect, that 
my Gold Goblet will prove hut Copper? / [ Aſide, 


Soſ. Les, tis refolv'd,l will lye ibomindbly, NY ai ficht of my own Con- 
ſcience. For ſuppoſe the t erde Soſia has been here: Perhaps that ſtrong Dog has 
not only beaten me, but alſo has been predominant upon my Wite, and moſt 
carnally miſus'd her! Now „by asking certain Queſtions of her, With a Side- 
Wind, I may come to underſtand How: n 8⁰ and whether my Nuptial 
Bed be violated. 1 3556 HOY [Aſides 

Phedra. Moſt certa inly he has leaned Impu dence of his Maſter; and will deny 
his being here: But that ſhall rotſerve his turn, to cheat me of my Preſent Af. de. 
Why Sia! What in a brown Study? 

* ET A little e „ or ſo; concerning this diſmal Revolutlon in our 
AMilyd: vd bn! Sti 6 

Phedra. But that ſhow | not r vou neglect your duty to me, your 

Miſtreſs. Wenge 


So. Pretty Saul; Lad chou wert: ; Upon condition that old Bromia were 
ſix foot under ground. oy 


Phædra. What ! Is all your hot Cour chip to me, dwindPd into a poor unpro- 
fitable Wiſh ?- You may remember 1 did not bid you abſolutely deſpair. 


Sc. No; tor all things may yet be accommodated „ in, an amicable manner, 
betwixt my Maſter and my Lady. oP 


Pheara. I mean, to the buſineſs, betwixt you and! mes. 
Sof. Why, 1 hope we two never quarrebd ? 
Phædra. Muſt | temember you ot a certain Promiſe that you made me at our 


718479 


laſt parting? | _ 
Soſ. Oh, when 1 went to the Ar my : That I ſhou'd ſtill be praiſing thy Beau- | 
4 ty to judge Gripus, and keep up his Affections to thee: 


| Vol. II- . [14 . Phadra. 
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of Earneſt; and it contain d- 


with YOU- 


Pheadra. No o, mean the Buſineſs betwint you and me this Morning, Thar 
you promis'd me--- 

Soſ. That I promis'd thee I find it now: That ſtrong Dog, my Brother Sofa, 
has been here before me, and made Love to her. - [4 Aſide. 

Phe. Youare conſidering, whether orno, you ſhould keep your Promiſe-.. 

Sf: That I ſhow'd keep my Promile.—-The truth on tis, ſhe's anothergheſs 
Morſel than old Bromia. Aſide. 
P) hd. And I had rather you ſhou'd break it, in a manner, and, as it were, 
and in ſome Senſe 

Sofc In a manner, and as it were, and in ſome Senſe, thou ſay'ſt ?---I find, tlie 
ſtrong Dog has only tickPd up her Imagination, and not enjoy'd her: So tha 
with ny own Limbs, may pertorm the ſweetneſs of his Function with her. [ Afade. 
No, ſweet Creature, the Promiſe ſhall not be broken; but what I have under- 
taken, I will perform like a Man of Honour. [To hex. 

Phed. Then, you remember the Preliminaries of the Preſent—- 

Soſ. Yes, yes, in groſs Ido remember, ſomething ; but this diſturbance of the 


Family, has ſomewhat {tupity'd my Memory: Some pretty Quelque choſe, 1 War- 


rant thee; ſome acceptable Toy, of ſmall value. 
Phed. You may call a Gold Goblet, a Toy: But I put a n value upon 
your Preſents- 
Soſ. A Gold Goblet, ſayoſt thou! Ves, now I think on t, it was a kind of S 
Gold Goblet; asa Gratuity after Conſummation. F 
Phed. No, no; Thad rather make ſure of one Bribe beforchand, than be pro- 


mis'd ten Graruities. 


So{. Yes, now I remember, it was, | in ſome Senſe, a Gold Goblet, by way 


' * 


Phed. One large. 

Soſ. How, one large Phed. Can. | 

So. No; that was ſomewhat too Large, in Conſcience : It was not a whole 
Gallon ; but it may contain, reaſonably ſpeaking, one large---Thimble-full : 
But Gallons and Thimble-fulls are ſo like, that in e I might OF miſtake 


them. 


Phed, Is it come to this? Out Trance. | 
Sol. Thad been a Traytor, indeed, to have betray'd thee to the ſwallowing of 
a Gallon : But a Thimble-full of Cordial-water, is eaſily ſipt off: And then, this 


{ame Goblet is fo very light too, that it will be no W to carry it about with 
thee, in thy Pocket. 


Phed. O Apoſtate to thy Love! O porjur'd Villain! br [Enter Bromia- 
What, are you here, Bromia! I was telling him his own : I was giving him a 
Rattle for his T reacheries to you, his Love: : You ſee Ican be a Friend, upon oc- 
Cation 


Brom. Ay, Chicken, 1 never doubted of thy Kindneſs: But, for this 22 5 


tiv c,---This Rebel,---This Miſereant 


Sf. A kind, Welcome, to an abſent Lover, as I have been. 


Brom, Ay; and a kind Greeting you gave me, at your Return; ; when you us'd 
ine fo barbaroully, this Morning. 

So. The t'other Sofiz has been with her too * bas us'd her barbaroully' 
Parbarouſly, that is to ſay, ANY? And uncivilly; am afraid that means, 
too civilly. Aſide: 


_ Snag You had beſt deny you were here this Morning And by 125 ſame 
oken 
Soſ. Nay, no more Tokens, for Heaven's fake. dear Phedr's 
Now muſt I ponder with my felf a little, whether it be better for ys to have 
been here, or not to have been here, this Morning. | (Add. 
Enter a Servant. | 
Serv. Phedra, My Lord's without; and will not enter till he hab Pr ſpoken 
( (Exrr Servant. 


Phd. Oh that I could ſtay to help worry thee tor this Abuſe: . bim. in * | 
But the beſt on't is, I leave thee in good hands 


----Farewel Thimble---To him, Bromia, 25 : (Exit Phædra. | 


Brom. No; you did not beat me, and put me into a Swound, and deprive me 
of the natural uſe of my Tongue for a long Half-hour : You did not beat me 


down, with your little Wand: But I ſhall teach you to uſe your Rog another 
time I ſhall. | 
Sol 


* 


. 


2 


—— 8 
** * 2 = 2 * "x 20 te, 22 92 21 = P = "22S; A „ A - dE * 4 4 . . 1 

— 4 8 . V0" : * 
2 as. 13 A's * 4 10 Wait , * — , 
= 7 * * » 
' 1 Q ; ? \ & 

* al . : s 
0 » 1 . ” 7 g 

6 » 1 1 = * 

F — - SS 


v N 
— 


* So. Put her into a Swound, with my little Wand, and fo forth: That's more 
tion ever I cou'd do. Theſe are terrible Circumſtances that ſome Sa or ano- 
ther, has been here: Now, if he has literally beaten her, Grammercy, 1 
Foſia; he has but done, what I wou d have done, if | had durſt: But I am afrai 
it was only a damn'd Love-bgure; and that the Wand that lay'd her aſleep, 
might ſignifie the Peace- maker. | (Aide, 

Brom, Now you are ſnuffling upon a cold Scent, for ſome pitiful Excuſe: I 
know you: IWenty to one, but you will plead a Drunkennels: You are us'd to 
be pot-valiaut. | : | 

Sofs 1 was pumping, and I thank hef, ſhe has invented for me.---Yes, Bromia, 
1 mult confeſs I wasexalted: and poſſibly, I might ſcour upon thee, or perhaps 
be a little more familiar with thy Perſon, by the way of Kindneſs, than if I had 
been ſober ; but, prithee, inform me what I did, that I may conſider what ſatis- 
faction lam to make thee. 5 8 
Brom. Are you there, at your Dog tricks! You wou'd be forgetting, wou'd 
you? Like a drunken Bully that affronts over-night, and, when he is calPd to 
account the next Morning, remembers nothing of the Quarrel; and asks par- 
don, to avoid fighting. 05 . 775 
580, By Bacchus, I was overtaken; but I ſhow'd be loth that I committed any 
folly with thee. e e | 

Brom. Tam ſure, I kept my felt awake all Night, that I did, in expectation 
of your coming. „„ N (Ching. 

Sof. But what amends did I make chee, when I came! 3 

Brom. You know well enough, to my forrow ; but that you play the Hy- 
pocrite. . Le Fr. = 

So I warrant, 1 was monſtrous kind to thee--- 3 7 
| Brom. Nes, monſtrous kind indeed : You never ſaid a truer Word : For, 
when I came to kiſs you, you pulPd away your Mouth, and turn'd your Cheek 
to me. Hy | £7, „ 

Sol. Good. 75 


Brom. How, Good! Here's, fine Impudence: He juſtifies l- ö; 

Sof- Yes, I do juſtifie, that Iturn'd my Cheek, like a prudent Perſon, that niy 
Breath might not offend thee : For, now Iremember, I had eaten Garlick. 
Brom. Ay, you remember, and forget, juſt as it makes for you, or againſt you: 
But, to mend the matter, you never ſpoke one civil word to me: But ſtood like 
a ſtock, without ſenſe or motion. 17 5 55 1 8 

Soſ. Yet better. D 9 JJC ͤ²³⁵ b 
Brom. After which, I lovingly invited you to take your place in your Nuptial 
Bed, as the Laws of Matrimony oblige you: And you inhumanly refus'd me. 
| Sof. Ay, there's the main point of the Buſineſs! Art thou morally certain, that 
I refus'd thee : Look me now in the face, and ſay I did not commit Matrimony 
with cee (.. ĩ Ae Es 

Brom. I wonder how thou canſt look me in the face, after that refuſal ! 

Sof. Say it once again, that I did not feloniouſly come to Bed to thee ! 
Brom. No, thou cold Traitor, thou know'ſt thou didſt not. 
FSoſ. Beſt of all; twas diſereetly done of me to abſtain. 
Brom. What, do you inſult upon me too! ESE 
Soſ. No, Ldo not inſult upon you; - But 


Ham. But what How was it diſcreetly. done then? Haff 
Sof. Becauſe it 15 the receiv'd Opinion of Phyſicians, that nothing but puling 
Chitts, and Booby-Fools, are/proereated in Drunkenneſe. 
Brom. A received Opinion, Snivel· guts! Pl be judg'd by all the marry'd Wo- 
men of this Jon, if any one of 'em has receiv*d it: The Devil take the Phyſi- 
cians, for medling in our Matters: If a Husband will be rul'd by them, there 
are five weeks of Abſtinenoę in Dog - Dans too; for fear a Child that was got in 


Auguſt, ſnou'd be born juſt nine Months after, and be blear-ey'd, like a May- 


Kitten. 5 WO ENT er | N 
- Sop.. Let the Phyſicians alone; they are honeſt Men, whatever the World fays 
of em. But, for a certain reaſon, that I beſt know, I am glad that Matter end- 


ed to fairly and peaceably berwixt us. 


” — 


Brom, Yes*twas very fair and peaceable : to ſtrike a Woman down, and beat 
ber moſt outragiouſſy. | Wahn, 


, ls it poſfibie that i drubb d thee ! 
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" Brom. I find vour ir drift : You wowd fain be provoking me to a : New Trial 
now : But, Piaith, you thall bring me to no more handy-blows: I ſhall make 
bold to tr uſt to my Tongue hereafter : You never durſt have offerꝰd to hold up a 
* againſt me, till you went a Trooping- | 

e Then Jama Conqueror: And I laud my own Courage: This Renown 
8 atchiev'd by Souldierſhip and Stratagem. Know your Duty, Spouſe, 
henceforward to your Supream Commander, ED (Strutting, 

Enter Jupiter and Phædra, attended by Muſicians and Dancers. | 
Phed. Indeed I wondred at your quick return. 
4p. Eva ſo Almighty Love will have it, Phædra; 

And the ſtern Goddets of {weet-bitter Cares, | 
Who bows our Necks beneath her brazen Yoke. 


I wou'd have mann'd my Heart, and held it out; 


But when I thought of what I had Poet, 1 . 
'Fhole Joys, that never end, but to begin, Es 

O, ham all on fire to make my Peace : 

And die, Jove knows, as much as le can die, 


Til lam reconcil'd. 


Phea. I fear will be in vain. 
Jab. Tis difficult; 
zut nothing! iS impoſſible to Love: 


Jo Love like mine; for I have prov'd his force, 


And my Alemena too has felt his Dart. 
If I ſubmit, there's hope. 
Phed. Lis poſſible I may ſollicit for you. 
Jup. But wilt thou promiſe me to do thy beſt? 
 Phaed. Nayl promiſe nothing — Unleſs you begin 
To promiſe firſt - ( Curb lying. 
Jap. I wou'nor be ungrateful. 
Phed, Well; Ill tr y to bring her to the Window : You ſhall have a fair 155 
at her: It you can bring her don, you are a good Marks. man. WL 
Jap. That's all Iask- GT oe 
And 1 will foreward thee, Gentle PB 
Phed. What, with Cats. guts and Roſin! This un is Aber a lamentable, 


empty, ſound. 


4. Then there's a found will pleaſe thee better 11 Throw her a Purſe. 

A Ay, there's ſomething of Melody in this Grand. 0 4 Pa 

I couwd dance all day, to the Muſick of Chink, Chink. - 1 04 4, (E. phædra. 

4p. Go, Sofea, round our Thedes, * nt BANE Ire rs Þ atten: i 
To Polyas, to Tranlo, and to Gripur, « #12240). 41 KELL N 


'Fo join their Pray'rs to ſmooth Alcmena's Brow ; 8 1 15 
And, with a folemn Feaſt, to crown che day. CUT 3/011 eee 
Soc. (Taking Jupiter about the Knees.) NE ng Gangs 


Let me embrace you, Sit l ane 0 puſbe Fa ama). 
Nay, you mult give me leave to expres: my ratlos; Thave not eaten to ſay 


eating, nor drunk, to ſay drinking, never {fee our villainous encampin ſo near 


the Enemy : Tis true, I ſcap'd the bloddy-Flux, becauſe I had ſo little in my 


Bowels to come out; and Idutſt let ere 80, in"Conkcience, 1 1 had 
nothing to ſwallow 1 in the Room ont. | 


Jap. You, Bromia, {ee that all things beprepar'd IB @& al 50 * | 0 27 
With that Magnificence as if ſome God 10 K 7140 INCH 16 58219 
Were Gueſt, or Maſter heres 1 eat. 200 60 


Sf. Or rather, as much! 4s if eventy Gods 1 were to be Guelts or Maſter her 
Brom. That you may eat for to day, and to morrow- De 
Sof. Or, rather again, for to day and yeſterday ith nd * many Nen back | 


wards, as I am indebred to my ven belly: 
Jup 2 Away both of you. ch F593 Eur, Solia a6 Broinia bre, 


Now I have pack'd him hence; thou, biker Sofis, 2 


(Who, tho? thou art not preſent, beate guy Voice)” SEL DL 

Be ready to attend me at my Call; N na 

And to tupply his place. | « Enter ee jupiter. 
(Alcmena and Phadra appear alot.) / Jupiter feeirg Alcmena. 


Jap. 


. 
. 


— | — 5 
Jap. See, "the appears : TEL PT GIA 7: 7 | 

This 15 my Bribe to Phedra ; when J . 1 

This Gold, I made a oreater God than Jove. 

And gave my own Omnipotence away. 


]upiter ſi25 to the Muſicians. Song and Dance : After which, Algen wit h. 
ä ma? fromning. 


o. 


| * . But poſſe fi ing once the Bl ng, 
Elia, that I once was bleſt ðꝛàz' Cauſe of my Complaint - 
; Is now the Torment of my Breaſt , Once poſſeſſing is but taſting. 
Since to curſe me, you bereave me 715 no Bliſs that is not le. 


Of the Pleaſures 'Tpoſſeſt : Dl. 5 A e III. 
Cruel Creature, to deceive me! "' 5110-235: Celia nom is mine no more; 
Firſt to love, and then to leaveme ! But I am bers, and muſt adore - 
| [. Vor tolave her will endeavour ; 
Had you the Bliſs refus'd to grant, Chbarms, that captiv'd me before, 
Then Thad never known the want - e © (- unkindneſs can diſſever; 
| . © Love that's true, is Love 2 ever. 
Jup. O ſtay. 


Merc.She's gone; and ſeem'd to frown at parting. 
Jup. Follow, and thou ſhalt ſee her ſoon appeas'd: 


For l, who made her, know her inward ſtate: 


No Woman, once well pleas'd, can e W „ 
gave *em Beauty, to ſubdue the ſtrong ; S 
(A mighty Empire, but it laſts not age 2 NOM 33 
gave em Pride to make Mankind lie 1945 EY 


But, in exchange, to Men I Flattery gave : „ 
Th” offending Lover, when helowelt lies, „ 
Submits, to conquer; and but ue to e I 
. NS 0 b bo fils ) fl FR - þ 
W AJ A: © To IV. 5 
ADDS! 29 3 
Jupiter foll wing Alcmenas Mercury, al rade. 
Tap. Stay, my dear Alcmeng, "Kar peak. Ln 
Alem. No, I wowd fly thee, to the gige of. Earth, 
| And leap the Precipice to ſcape thy n Sir. TROP 
Jap. Forpity -—— CORD oe? 1 „„ 
Alcm. 7 7 me, thou ungratefül Id. 3 fe TY aa 1 
Jup. J cannot leave you: No; but like a Ghoſt | 5 
Whom your unkindneſs ug e ill L haunt you, .. 211 
Alc. Once more, be gone: I'm 9 te my . 8 
For having lov'd thee once. f 1 2 
Jup. Hate not the beſt and fair eſt k Four wh 0 " 
Nor can you hate your Lover cho2h ne let 
Your Tears, that fall ſo gently, are bur ned 3 40 1 
There may be Anger; but there N l I „„ 
The Dove, that murmurs icher IT 67s 0a deg ta ET, 
But counterfeits a Coyneſs, to. 1 0 gurl 5 15 e ee 
Alem. Courtſhip froth thee,” TP Aer ch; Monts! i = 3 
Tap. Is this that ever laſting Love you vos dir allg. 
Laſt Nightwwhen I was Circled | in 190 Arms? ee 15 | 
— as you fwore——="1—" . — ̃ — 1 0 | 
_ Alc. Think what thou wert, and who c W 10 ch 
Think bog, Ws art, and tele all. Fr = 4 Pe % 
| e Hori me, for ſo {mall a fault, os lle eee i 1 
| Sits el., PS TOO far Purſu d: I END 3 7 
Task ar hy a Trial of your Faith, ee 
How you 'cou'd bear unkindnels: | 
JT was but to get a reconciling 1 | | 
A wanton Stratagem of Love. | = 
| | Alem 
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2x65  "_AMPHITRION © 


Alem. Tee how he doubles, like a hunted _ 

A jeſt, and then a Trial, and a Bait; 

All ſtuff, and daubing ! 

Jup. Think me jealous, then: 

Alem. O that I cou'd; for that's a noble Crime; 

And which a Lover can with eaſe, forgive: 

"Tis the high pulſe of Paſſion in a Fever; 

A ſickly draught, but ſhews a burning Thirit: 

Thine was a Surfeit, not a Jealouſfie : 

And in that loathing of a full gorg'd Love, 

Thou ſawoſt the nauſeous Objett; with diſdain. 

4p. O think not that: for you are ever new: 

Your fruits of Love, are like eternal Spring 

In happy Climes, where ſome are in the bud, 

Some green, and ripening fome, while others tall; 

Alem. Ay, now you tell me this, 
When rousd deſires, and freſh recruits of force, 
Enable languiſh'd Love to take the field, 

But never hope: to be receiv'd again: 

You wou'd again deny you were receiv'd; 

And brand my ſpotleſs Fame. 

Jp. I will not dare to juſtifie my Crime, 

But only point you where to lay the blame: 

Impute it to the Husband, not the Lover. 

Allem. How vainly wou'd the Sophiſter divide, 

And make the Husband and the Lover, two! 

Jup. Ves, 'tis the Husband is the guilty Wretch: 

His Inſolence forgot the Sweets of Love, 

And, deeming them his due, deſpis'd the Feaſt; + 

Not fo the Famiſh'd Lover cou'd forget: 

He knew he had been there, and had been bleſt, 

With all that Hope can wiſh, or Senſe can bear. 

Alem. Husband, and Lover, both alike I hate. 

up. And I confeſs [ have deſerv'd that hate: 
Too charming fair, I kneel for your forgiveneſs : 

I beg by thoſe fair Eyes, | 

Which gave me wounds that time can never cure; 

Receive my Sorrows, and reſtore my Joys. 

Alem. Unkind, and cruel ! I can ſpeak no more. 

Jap. O give it vent , Alcmena, give it vent; 
merit your. reproach, I wou'd be curs'd: 

Let your Tongue curſe me while your Heart forgives. 
3 Can I forget ſuch Uſage / 

Can you hate me? 

4 ll do my beſt: for ſure I ought to hate you. 

Jap. That word was only hatch'd upon your Tongue. 
It came not from your Heart. But try again, 

Andit, once more, you can but ſay, [ hate Fs 

My Sword ſhall do you juſtice. 

Alem. Thenlhateyou. 
Jup. Then you pronounce the Sentence of my Death? 2 - 
Alem. Thate you, much; but yet] love you more. 

Jap. To prove that Love, then ſay, that you 3 me: | 
For there remains but this Alternative: 
Reſolve to pardon, or to puniſh me. 

Alem. Alas, what I reſolve appears too plain: 

In ſaying that I cannot hate, I pardon. 

Jap. But what's a Pardon worth, without a Seal 2 


| [CX e e 


bermit me, in this Tranſport of my Joy 155 

Alem. Forbear; I am offended with my ſelf, Patting him gentij ami) 
That I have ſhewn this Weakneſs. Let me go, with her Hand. 
Where I may bluſh, alone. [Going and en back on hin. 


But come not vou: 


Leſt I ſhou'd ſpoil you, with exceſs of Fondneſs | 0 4 
„„ al 


+ 
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And let you love again. [Exit Alcmena. 


#p. Forbidding me to follow, ſhe invites me: Aſide. | 


This is the Mould of which I made the Sex: 
I gave 'em but one Tongue to ſay us nay; 
And two kind Eyes, to grant. Be ſure that none [To Mercury. 
Approach, to interrupt our privacy [Exit Jupiter after Alcmena, 
Mercury and Phzdra remain. 
Merc. Your Lady has made the Challenge of Reconciliation to my Lord: 
Here's a fair Example for us two, Phezdra, 
Phet. No Example at all, Sofia; for my Lady had the Diamonds aforehand, 
and I have none of the Gold Goblet. : 
8 08 The Goblet ſhall be forth- coming; if thou wilt give me weight for 
weight. 
Phed. Yes, and meaſure for meaſure too, Soſa; that is, for a Thimbleful of 
Gold, a Thimbleful of Love. | . 
Merc. What think you now, Phædra? Here's a weighty Argument of Love 
for you. I [Pulling out the Goblet in a Caſe, from under his Cloak, 
Phæd. Now Jupiter, of his Mercy, let me kiſs thee, O thou dear Metal! 
os | [Taking it in both hands, 
Merc. And Venus, of her Mercy, let me kiſs thee, dear, dear Phædra. 
| Phza. Not ſo faſt, Soſta! there's a damn'd Proverb in your way: Mazy things 
happen betwixt the Cup and the Lip, you know. Es 
Merc. Why thou wilt not cheat me of my Goblet? b 
Phæd. Yes; as ſure as you wou'd cheat me of my Maiden-head : J am yet, 
bur juſt even with you, for the laſt Trick you play d me. And, beſides; this 
is but a bare Retaining Fee; you muſt give me another, before the Cauſe is o- 
: Merc. Shall T not come to your Bed-ſide, to Night. 


Phzd. No, nor to Morrow-Night neither; but this ſhall be my Sweet-heart 


in your place; *tis a better Bed-tellow, and will keep me warmer, in cold Wea- 
ther. | | | 1 wi Exit Phædra. 
5 Mercury alone. = 555 

Merc. Now, what's the God of Wit in a Woman's Hand? This very Goblet 

I ſtole from Grins; and he got it out of Bribes too. But this is the common 

fate of ill gotten Goods, that as they came in by Covetouſneſs, they go out by 

Whoring.—-Oh, here's Amphitryon again, but Pll manage [Eater Amphitryon.] 

him above in the Balcony, _ FFC DLExit Mercury. 

Amp. Not one of thoſe I look'd for, to be found! = ; 

Has ſome Enchantment hid 'em from my fight! 

Perhaps, as Sofia ſays, tis Witchcraft all: 

Seals may be open'd, Diamonds may be ſtol'n; 

But how I came, in Perſon, yeſterday, 

And gave that Preſent to Alemena's hands, 

That which I never gave, nor ever came, 5 

O there's the Rock, on which my Reaſon ſplits: 

Wou'd that were all! I fear my Honour, too! 

PI try her once again: She may be mad: 

A wretched Remedy; but all I have, 

To keep me from deſpair. © Tu 

Merc. This is no very charitable Action of a God, to (From the Balcony, aſide. 

uſe him ill, who has never offended me; but my Planet diſpoſes me to Malice; 

and when we great Perſons do but a little Miſchief, the World has a good bar- 

gain of us. e e e pe, . , eee A ATT tp: 
Amp. How now! What means the locking up of my Doors, at this time of 

. 5 eee eee 
Merc. Softly, Friend, ſoftly: Lou knock as loud and as fawcily, as a Lord's 

Footman, that was ſent before him, to warn the Family of his ours Vilit- 


* 
F 


: 


1 
1 4 


: 
. 
, 


Sure you think the Doors have no feeling! What the Devil are you, that rap with 
TT LEY een een ere: 


ſuch Authority? 


Amp. Look out, and ſee: tis J. Merc. You: What Lou? 
Amp. No more, I ſay, but open Merc, JI know to whom firſt? 


Amp. 1 am one that can command the Doors open | 


You. 


Amp. 


[Knocks 


Merc, Then you had beſt command em, and try whether they will obey 
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And, rother, hide a burning coal, within; BHT 
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Amp. Poſt thou not know me ' 
Merc. Prithee, how ſhou'd I know thee ? Dolt thou take me 9 Conjurer 3 ? 
Amp. What's this Midfummer-Moon? Is all the World Eee. vs pa 


Why Soſta! 


Merc. That's my Name 0 Didſt thou think 1 had forgot it! 151 

Amp. Doſt thou ſee me? 

Merc. Why, doſt thou pretend to go inviſible?. If thou haſt any buſineſz 
here, diſpatch 1 it quickly; I have no leiſure to throw away upon ſuch pratling 
Companions. x . 

Amp. Thy Companion, Slave? How dart thou uſe this infolent Lan 


u 
to thy Maſter. "es gu Age 
Merc, How! Thou my Maſter : ? By what Title ? 1 never r had any Git Mi- 
ſter, but Amphitryone | 85 
Amp. Well: And for whom Joſt thou take me? 5 ur 
Merc. For ſome Rogue or other; but what Rogue, know! not. 
Amp. Doſt thou not know me for Amphitryon, Slave! ith, 


Merc. How ſhou'd I know thee, when I ſee thou doſt not eko thy ©1f. l Tha : 
Amphitryon ? In what Tavern haſt thou been? And how. 1 Bottles did ty 


| bulinels, to metamorphoſe thee into my Lord? 


Amp. 1 will ſo drub thee tor this inſolence. T oY 
Merc. How now, Impudence ! Are you Wed your Reue 1 ſhou'd 


br ing you to condign puniſhment, but that! bave a great reſpect for the good 
Wine, though! find it in a Fool's Noddle. 


Amp. What, none to let me in? Why Phedra!. Bromia a 

Arc. Peace, Fellow; if my Wiſe hears thee, we are both undone. 5 word, 
Ph dra and Bromia are very buſie; one in making a Cawdle for my Lady ? And 
the other in heating Napkins, to rub down my Lord, When he riſes OW Bed. 
Ap. Amazement ſeizes me. 

Zerc. At what art thou amaz'd? My Maſter and my Lady had: a e 
and are retir'd without Seconds, to decide the Quarrel. If thou wert not a med- 
dleſome Fool, thou wou'd'ſt not be thruſting thy Noſe into other People's Mat- 
ters. Get thee about thy buſineſs, if thou haſh -any ; for I'll hear no more of thee, 

Eæit Mer * from above. 
np: Prav'd by my slave, diſhonour'd by my Wiſe, 
To what a deſp'rate plunge am Jreduc'd, 
If this be true the Villain = > ? But Why 
That feeble, It! It mutt be true; She owns it. 
Now, whether to conceal, or blaze th'Affront? 
One way, ſpread my infamy abroad; 


That preys upon my Vitals: "Ican fix. 
On nothing, but on Vengeance. | TH 
| Enter to him Soſia, poly das, 4 . 

Grip. Vonder he is; walking haſtily 5; and tro, before his door; like a Citi 
zen, clapping his Sides before his Sh. o, in a Folly Morning: tis to catch a Sto- 
mach, [ believe. 

Soſ. 1 begin to be afraid, that he has more Sromach to my, Sides and Shoulders 
than to his own Victuals. How he ſhakes his head, and ſtamps ! and hat ſtrides 
N fetches! He's in one of his damn'd Moods 1h don't like the Tools of 
um. | *. 

Amp. Oh, my mannerly, fair-ſpoken, obedicns Slave, at are e you there! Ican 
rg you now, without climbing: Now we ſhall try who's drunk, and who's. 
ober. 

Soſ. Why . is, as it ſhow'd be: I was ſomewhat 12 9 that you were in 
a peltilent humour; Yes, we will have a craſh at the Bottle, when your Lord- 
ſhip pleaſes; 1 have ſummon'd? 'em, you ſee; and they are notable Ten 415 
cially Judge Grips. 5 are 

Grip. Ves, faith; I never refuſe, my Glaſs, ina good 7 If 

Amp. Why, chou inſolent Villain; PII teach a Slave bake to . 11 Kar 


thus. wn To Sofia- 


St 


Sf. Here's a fine buſineſs towards! I am ſure I ran as s faſt: as ; ever. my Legs 


cou'd carry me, to call em; nay, you may truſt my 8 in al}. ! a be- 
longing to the Belly. 


Grip. He has been very faithful to his Commiſſion, TN bear him Lt ag 


OY 
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Imp. How: can you be witnebs, where you were not preſent? The Balcony! | 
; Sirrah, the Balcony ! 4 0 
Soi Why, to my beſt remembrance; 2 never invited the Balcony: 
Amp. 24 — Nonſenſe doſt thou plead for an Excuſe of thy foul Language, and 
thy baſe replies!  . . 
So You fright a Man out of his Senſes, firſt ; and blame him, afterwards, for 
talking Nonſenſe: But *tis better for me to talk Nonſenſe, than for ſome to 
do Nonſenſe: Iwill fay that, what e'er comes on't. Pray, Sir, let all rhings be 
done decently : What, 1 hope, when a Man is to be hang'd, he is not tr uſd up- 
on bee GED like a dumb Dog, without telling him wherefore. 
By your Pardon, Gentlemen: I have no longer patience to forbear him. 
Ice, juſtice, my Lord Gripus; as you are a true Magiſtrate, protect 
= Sree a proceſs of Beating going forward, without Sentence given. 
Grip. My Lord e na{4"% this muſt 1 be: Let me firſt underſtand the de- 
merits of the Criminal. 


So. Hold you to chat point, 1 detect your Honour, as you commilerar the 

5 Caſc of a Hor, innocent Male factor. 

= .: Amp, To ſhut the door ugainſt me, in my very Face; to deny me entrance, to 

brave me from the Balcony, to laugh at me, to threaten me: What proofs of In- 

nocence call you thele * o But if J puniſh not this Inſolence I beg you let me 
90 — I going ta beat him and is held by Polydas and Tranio. 


Sof. I charge you, in the King. N ame, hold him faſt; for youll ſee he's bloodi- 
ly diſpos'd. 


Grip. Now, what haſt thou to fay forrhy elf, Sofa? 


- Sol. tay, in the firſt place, be ſes you bold him, (Gentlemen ; fo ſhall nes 
ver plead worth one farthing, while I am bodily afraid. | 


Polyd. Speak boldly ; I warrant thee. 


Soſ. Then, if I may ſpeak boldly, under my Lord's fawvur, I * not ay bs 


lies neither; no, [am too well bred for that; bur his b fibbs moſt 125 
minably. 


Amp. Do you hear his Impudence? yet will you not let me go? WED. 

g/. No Impudence at all, my Lord; for how cou'd I, naturally n be % 
in tlie Balcony, and affronting you; when at the ſame time I was in every Street 
of Thebes, inviting theſe Gentlemen to Dinner? 

Grip. 9 8 zl ale How long ſince was it that he ſpoke to you, from the ſaid 
Balcon 

wo Juſt now; not a Minute before he brought you hither: 
Seſ. Now ſpeak my Witneſſes: 
Grip. Ican anſwer for him, for this laſt half hour. 
Polyd. And J. Tran. And l. 
S/. Now judge equitably, Gentlemen; whether I Was. .ot : a civil well -bred 
| Fes ſon, to tell my Lord he fibbs only. 
Amp. Who gave you that order, to invite em? | 
So. He that beſt might; your ſelf: by the fa.ne token, you bid o old Bromia 

provide and *twere fora God; and I put i fora Brace, ora Leaſe ; no, now I 
think on't, it was for ten couple of God d make ſure of Plenty. 

Amp. When did I give thee this pretended Commiſſion ? *** 1 
Se. Why you gave me this pretended Commiſſion, when you were juſt ready 
vt in my Lady the Fiddles and a Dance ; in order, as [ ſuppoſe, to your ſecond 

ng; . 
ber, in what place, did Igive this order? P 
E. Here, in this place; in the preſence of this very door, and of that Balco- 
ny; and if they cou'd ſpeak, they wou'd both juſtitie it. 
——— O Heaven! theſe accidents are ſo ſurprizing, that the more I think of 
em, the more Lam loſt in my imagination. 


70575 Nay, he has told us ſome paſſages, as he came along, that ſeem to ſur- 
paſs the power of Nature, 


2 What think you now, my Lord, of a certain t in Brother of mine, ca calbd 
Sofia? 16? *tis aſly Youth; pray Heaven you have not juſt ſuch another Relation, 
Within doors, calld Amphitryon. It may be it was he, that put upon me, in your 
likeneſs; and perhaps he may have put ſomething upon 17 LO Met too, that 

may weigh heavy upon the foreheadd. 
Amp. (to thoſe hs bo hold hun. ) Let me go :---Soſia may be i innocent, and I will not 
hurt lum: Open the door; Pll reſolve my doubts immediately. 
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to  AMPHOHITRION 
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Soſ. The door is peremptory, that it will not be open'd without Keys: and 
my Brother, on the inſide, is in poſſeſſion ; and will not part with em. 

Amp. Then "tis maniteſt that Iam affronted ; break open the doors there. 

Grip. Stir not a man of you, to his aſſiſtance. a Ni 


Amp. Doſt thou take part with my Adultreſs too, becauſe ſhe is thy N rece ? 
Grip. I take part with nothing, but the Law; and: to-break the doors open, 


Amp. Do thou command 'em, then r e 
Grip. I command nothing without my Warrant; and my Clerk is not here 
to take IIS Fees for drawing it. Aon, mnt] CATED 1 -: 2G 18 1 40 
Amp, (aſide.); The Devil take all Juſtice-brokers: I curſe him too when 1 
have. been hunting him all over the Town, to be my Witneſs! — Bur PI bring 
Souldiers to force open the doors, by mon Commiſſion. | [Exit Amphitryon; 
So. Pox o theſe forms of La, to defeat a man of a Dinner, when he's {harp 
ſet: 'tis again the privilege of a free-born Stomach; and is no leſs than ſub. 
verſion of Fundamentals. — [Jupiter above in the Balcony, 
Jp. Oh, my Friends, I am ſory I have made you wait ſo long: you are 


_ welcome;: andthe door ſhall be open'd to you immediately. [Exit Jupiter, 
BRH Fe Rin n 5.7 


Grip. Was not that Amphitrzon % © 
. WIN who ſhou'd it he elſe? 1 


Grip. in all appearance it was he: but how got he thither? 
Polyd. i ſuch trick cm „ ne, BIT 2ST 


Tran And afcer he had juſt left un? g : Pt 
Grip. And io much alter'd for the better, in his humour'? 

Hol. Here's ſuch a company of fooliſh queſtions, when a man's hungry: You 
had belt {tay dinner till he has prov'd himſelf to be Auphitryon in form of Law: 
But l' make ſhort work of that buſineſs : for Pll cake mine Oath tis he. 
rip. I ſhou'd be gta i W ‚ >: of to ont © . 

Sy. How glad it were? with your damn'd Interrogatories, when you ought 

to be thankful, that ſo it is. 8 n 

Grip. (aſide.) That I muſt fee my Miſtreſs Phædra, and preſent her with my 
great Gold Goble. O54 ER TIE, . 

Soſ. If this be not the true Amphitryun, 1 wiſh j may be hept without doors, 
faſting, and biting my own Fingers, for want of Victuals; and that's a dread- 
ful Imprecation! Jam for the inviting, and eating, and treating Amphitryon: 
[ am ſure 'tis he is my lawtully begotten Lord: and if you had an Ounce of 
true juſtice in you, you ought to have laid hold on t'other Amnphitryon, and com- 
mitted him for a Rogue, and an Impoſtour, and a Vagabond. 

lle Door is open d: Mercury from within. 

Merc. Enter quickly, maſters: The Paſſage on the right. hand leads to the 
Gallery, where my Lord expects you: — for I am calld another way. 
| [Gripus, Tranio, aud Polydas go into the Houſe. 
So. ſhou'd know that Voice by a ſecret Inſtinct; tis a Tongue of my Family; 
and belongs to my Brother Saia: it muſt beſo; for it carries a cudgelling kind 
of found in it. ——-Bux put the worſt; let me weigh this matter wiſely: 

Here's a beating, and a belly-tull: againſt no heating, and no bely- ful 
Ihe beating is bad; but the dinner is good: now, not to be beaten, is but 
negatively good ; but not to fill my belly, is poſitively bad. —— Upon the 
ole matter, my final reſolution is, to take the good and the bad as they: come 


together. [1s entring ; Mercury meets him at the Door. 


* 


to enter hers without pemiſſon :: di wa 

_ Sof. Moſt Illuſtrious Sir: my Ticket is my hunger: ſhew the full Bowels of 

your Compaſſion, to the empty bowels of my famine. -—' 1 I | 
Merc. Were you not charg'd to return no more? Tl cut you into quarters, 

and hang you upon the Sham bless. „„ 
Sof. You'll get but little credit by me: Alas, Sir, I am but meer Carrion! 


lerc. Whither now, you kitchen-skumm? From whence this Impudence, 


Brave Soſia, Compaſſionate Coward Sofia: and beat not thy ſelf in beating me · 


Merc. Who gave you that privilege, Sirrah, to aſſume my Name? have you 
got been ſufficiently warn'd of it ? and receiv'd part of puniſhment alreadỹß / 
. Sef. May it pleaſe you Sir, the Name is big enough for both of us: and 
we may ule it in common, like a Strumpet : witneſs heaven, that Þwoy'd have 
obey*d you, and quitted my Title to the Name; but where ever 1 come, the 
malicious World will call me Scſia: in ſyight me: I am ſenſible there are two' 
. | WE 1 0 Ampllitrjons; 


— Pau 4 


* 2 PETTY 
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Amphitryons;, and. why, may not there be two E 75 ? Let theſe two cut one 
anothers throats at their own: pleaſure: but ou and 1 will be Wore; by my 


"conſent, and hold good Intelligence together! ? 
Merc. No, no: TWO Soſia's wou'd but make two Fools. 


Soſ. Then let me be the fool; and be you the prudent perſon: and chuſe for your 


ſelf ſome wiſer name: or you ſhall be the Elder Brother; and Wl! be content to 
be the Younger ; though I loſe my Inheritance. | 


Merc. tell thee, Lam the only Son of our Family. 


Soſ. Then let me be your Baſtard We and the Son of a Whore; I hope 
that's but reaſonable. - - 


Merc, No, Thou ſhalt not diſgrace my Father: For chers are few Baſtards 
now-a-days wor th owning, | | 

Sof. Ah! Poor Sofia ! What will become of thee? 104] TIS : 

. Merc. Yet again-profanely uſing my proper name? yy 

So. I did not mean my ſelf: I was thinking of another Sofia, a poor fellow, 
that was once of my acquaintance, unfortunately baniſh'd out of doors, when 
dinner was Jo coming upon, the Table. 

Enter Phædrd. n 8 

Phæd. Soft, 4, you and I muſt —— 'Bleſs me! What have o we here, a. Couple 
of you, or 40 Lite double? 1120 990 
89 would fain bring it about, that! mi ght make one of 'em:buthe's 1 i 
ble and will needs incorporate me, and ſwallow me whole into himſelf. It he 
-wou'd be content to be but one and a half, *twowd never grieve me. 


a” 


Merc.,?Tis a perverſe Raſcal: I kick him, and cudgel him to no purpoſe : for 


{till he's obſtinate to ſtick: to me: and J can never beat him out of my reſem- 
blance. 


Phed.” Which e of you twois Sos: 5 För rother muſt be the Devil. 
So. You had beſt ask him that has play'd the Devil with my back and ſides. 
Merc. You had beſt ask him who gave you the Gold Gobblet? 


Phæd. No, that's already given: but he ſhall be my Sofia, that will give me 
ſuch another. 


Merc. I find you have been Interloping, Sirral. 


Se. No, indeed, Sir, I only promis d her a gold Thimble: which was as much 


as comes to my proportion of being Soſia. 


Phæd. This is no Soft 4 for ay ee: beat him away t ocker Sofia: he grows 
inſufferable- + e 
Sof. (aſide.) Wou'd L were valiant, hae I mi he beat him away; and ſucceed 
him at the dinner; for a pragmatical Son of a Wliore, as he is 


Merc. What's that you are munen betwixt you Teeth, ofa Son ofa Whore, 
Sirrah ? 
>; Ma. Lam firs 1 meant you no offence: £4 ift am not Sofis, Tam che Son 


of a Whore, for ought I know : and if you: are Sofia, a, you my be * Son of a 
Whore for ought vou know. _ 


Merc, What ever Lam, I will be Sole 14 AS long as I. pleaſe: and whenever you 3 


viſit me, you ſhall be ſure of the civility of the Cudgel. 


Sof. It you will promiſe to beat me into the houſe, you may begin when you 
pleaſe with me: but, to be beaten out of the houſe, at dinner ng, fleſh and 
blood can never bear it. 


[Mercury beats him Holt, ud Solia 15 "fi Tk ating W 7 dure bat Mercur 
getsbetwixt ; and at length drives him of the Stage. - 
Phed. In the name of wonder, what are you, that are Sofia 7M e are not Sofia? a* 
Merc. If thou would'ſt know: more' of i me, my perſon is freely at thy diſpoſing. 
Phed. Then I diſpoſe of it to you again: for tis ſo ugly, tis not for my uſe. 
Merc. ] can be ugly or handſome; as pleaſe goto elch and rife young. 
I have fo many Suits of perſons by me, that I can hüt '*m When I will. 
Phea-Youarea Fool then, to put on your worſt Cloaths, when you come a wooing. 


Merc. Go to: Ask no more queſtions; I am for. 3-4 e for I ma 5 thy 


heart: and ſee all thou haſt about the. 7 ARON * 3 
Phed. Then you can ſee my back- ſide too; there's a | bargain for you — — 
Mere. In thy right pocker let me ſee: — three Love Letters from TOW 

Grious written to the bottom, on three ſides; full of fuſtian paſſion, and hear- 

ty nonſenſe: as alſo in the ſame Pocket, a Letter of thine intended to him; 

conſiſting of nine Lines and a half: (crawled and falſe ſpell'd, to ſhew thou art 


a Woman; and full of fraudnlence, and equivocatiom;, and ſhooeing:horns of 
Pol. II. 2 k k2 | * 
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Love to tons ; to to procmiſe 3 and mean nothing, to E 0 over and above, 
that thou art a meer Woman. 

P)had. Is the Devil in you, to ſee all this! ? Now for Heaven” J fake, do not 
look into Yother Pocket. | 

Merc. Nay, there's nothing there, but. a little godly Prayer-book, and. 
a bawdy Lampoon, and — +. 

Phed. (Giving a great SHE) 

Look no farther, Ibeſeech you. 
| Merc. And a Silver Spoon —— 

Phed. (Shrieking.) — Ah! 

Merc. Which you purloin'd laſt night from Brom ia. 

' Phed. Keep my Counſel, or Lam undone for ever. Holding up her hands to him, 

Merc. No, I'II Mortifie thee, now I have a handle to thy os od It thou 
wilt not love me. 

Phed. Well, if you'll promiſe me to be ſecret, I will love you: becauſe in- 
deed I dare doe no _— 

Merc. *Tis a good Girl; I will be CN. and RY I will be aſſiſting to 
thee 1 in thy filching : for thou and I were born under the ſame Planet. 

Phed. And we That come both to the ſame end too, Pm afraid. 

Merc. No, no; ſince thou haſt wit enough aber, to cozen a Judge, thou 
need'ſt never fear hanging: 

Phed. And will you make your ſelf a younger. man; and be handſom too, 
and rich? for youthat know hearts, muſt needs Know, that I ſhall never be con. 
ſtant to ſuch an ugly old Sofia. N 

Merc. Thou ſhalt know more of that another time : in the mean While here 
a caſt of my Office for thee. 


[He ſtamps upon the ground: ſome Dancers come from underground: and others from the 
ſides of the Stage: A Song, and d 6 fantaſtick Dance. I 


 Meroury' s$ 0 Ne C to Phadra, 


n 


7 


J. 8 eee 0 
Air Iris I love, and hourly 1 die, 24" FI elvilto ſwear, and I! ws of courſe ; 
But not for a bp, nor a languiſhing Eye: Wie mean not the taking better for worſe. 

She's fickle and falſe,and there we agree, When preſem, we love; when abſent, agree: 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe: 4 thinknot of Iris, nor Iris of me. 
e neither believe what either can ſa be Legend of Lobe no Couple can find 
And, neither bdieving, we neither 9 So eaſie to part, or ſo a join d. 
| After, the Dance. 


Pedra. This power of yours makes me ſuſpect you 95 little better than a 

Pas, but if you are one, for more certainty, tell me what J am juſt now thin- 
ag: 

Merc. Why thou art thinking, let me ſee; for thou art a Woman, and 

p ED your minds are fo variable, that it's very hard even for a God to know them. 

| | But, to ſatisfie thee, thou art wiſhing, now, for the ſame Power I have excr- 


cCis'd; that thou mighteſt ſtamp, like me; and have more Singers come up for 
another SONg- | 


Phædra. Gad, Ithink the Devil's in you. Then l do ſtamp in ſome body's 

Name, but 1 know not whoſe ; (amps) Come up, 14s ap is from below; 

1 and fing mea Paſtoral Dialogue, where the Woman may have the better of the 
4 Man; as we always have in Loye matters. [New Singers come @ aud ſing a OE | 


A Paſtoral Dialoguebetwixe Thyrji and Iris. 


1775 1. N. II. 
Thyrſ. P Ar tris and ber Swan Iris. An eaſie yielding Maid, 
Were in aſhady Bon r, ↄ © By truſting is undone; 

Where Thryſis long in vain | | Our Sex is oft betray/d, | 

Had ſought the haber, bur. | By granting Love too ſoon. © 
At length bis hand advancing upon ber ſnowy breaft; 7 you deſire to gain me, your Su rings to red of; 

He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, | Prepare to love me longer, _ 
And longer yet, and longer, Aud "ey fs and longer, 

"M you will make me = Before you ſball oe 76. 


Thyris. 


III. FR 175 r 

T oy. The little care you ſhow, SOS Iris. Tu fondly Court your Bliſs, 

of all my Sorrows paſt, And no Advances male; 
Males Death appear too ſlow, *Tis not for Maids to "hs 8 
And Life too long to laſt. 5 But tis for Men to tale. 
Fair Iris kiſs me kindly, in 4 of my Fate; So you may Kiſs me kindly, . and ] will not rebell; 
And mY Ju, — "kin ly, And ww Heil, and kindly, 
Before it be too late. Wot! But Mb me not and tel. 
V. 
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Chorus. Thus at the beight we love and live, | 
And fear not to be poor. „ 
Wegive, and give, and give, and gives 5 A 1 
Till we can give no more: e af 
But what to day will take away, ge 
To morrow will reſtore, 0: 
Thus at the height we live and love, | 
And fear not to be poor. 


LY 
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Pad Adieu, 1 leave you to pay the Muſick: Hope 1 Mr. Planett : j 
there 8 better Heav'n in ftore for you: Ifay no more, but you can gueſs: . 
Mercury, alone. 3 
Such Bargain- loves, as I with Phædra treat, | 
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Arxeall the Leagues and Friendſhips of the Great: 
All ſeek their Ends; and each wou'd other cheat. 
They only ſeem to hate, and ſeem to love; 
But Int'reſt is the point on which they move. 

Their Friends are Foes; and Foes are Friends agen; 
And in their turns, are Knaves, and Honeſt men. 
Our Iron Age is grown an Age of Gold: 


Tis who bids moſt; for all Men wou'd be ſold. | [Exit Mercury, 
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ACT v. 
0 2 Phedra. 


[Gripus has the Goblet: in his hand, 


Phe V o will not Fi ſo baſe to take! it from me? 


Grip. Tis my proper Chattel: and III ſeize my "Ys in what- 
ever hands I find it. © 


Phed. You know [only ſhew'd it you to provoke our eneroſit that you 
might out- bid your Rival with a better Preſent. y n 1 8 you 


Grip. My Rival is a Thief: and T'll indite you for a Rei ; 
Pha Thou Hide-bound Lover! 8 of Oo . 
Grip. Thou very mercenary Miſtreſs? 

Phed. Thou moſt mercenar Magiſtrate! 

Grip. Thou Seller of th ſelf 


Phed. Thou Seller of other Peop le: thou Weather-cock of 1 : 
that when the Wind blows for the SubjeR, ,point'lt to ch and when! it 
changes for the Soveraign, veers to Prerogative. 

Grp. Will you compound, and take it as my preſent? 

Phed. No: but Pllſend thy Rival to force it from the. 

Grip. 2 a Thief is s Rival 1 to his e * en will ſoon decide the 
difference. 1 1 Phædra. 


2 may Tl », asd on your « Lodi, ande ro eaſe you. of that un- 


Ti 1 ** * » VEE: Y 


Grip. 


— — — — _ — 


Grip. What's that for? 


releaſe all claims, titles, and a 
leave to add one ſmall memento, for that too. . (Pulling him again. 
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Grip. Gold was never any Burden, to one of my Profeſfion. 
Merc. By your Lordſhip's Permiſſion, Phædra has ſent me to take it from you. 
Merc. Still bowing.) No; but by your Honour's Permiſſion, I am to reſtore it 


to her, and perſwade your Lordſhip, to renonunce your Pretenſions to her. 


Mert. O my good Lord, I dare paſs my word for your free conſent to both. 

Will your Honour be pleas'd to take your choice of one of theſe? 
Grip. Why theſe are Swords: What have I to do with them? | 
Merc. Only to take your choice of one of them; which your Lordſhip pleaſes. 

and leave the other to your moſt Obedient Servant. FOYER 


19 . — 


Grip. What, one of theſe ungodly Weapons? Take notice, I'll lay you by the 


4 


| heels, Sirrah : This has the appearance of an unlawful bloody challenge. 


Merc. You Magiſtrates are pleas'd to call it ſo, my Lord; but with us Sword- 
men, 'tis an honourable Invitation to the cutting of one another's Throats. 
Grip. Beanſwer'd; I have no Throat to cut. The Law ſhall decide our Con- 
troverſie. c 10 0 NES 
| Merc. By your Permiſſion, my Lord; it muſt be difpatch'd this way. 
Grip. I'll ſee thee hang'd before I give thee any ſuch Fermiſſion, to diſpatch 
me into another World. a f IO TLOI Þ 009 LN 
Merc. At the leaſt, my Lord, you have no occaſion to complain of my want 


of teſpect to you: you will neither reſtore the Gobblet, nor renounce Pheara : | 
offer you the Combat; you refuſe it: all this is done in the forms of honour : It 
follows, that I am to affront, cudgel you, or kick you, at my own arbitrement; 


and I ſuppoſe, you are too honourable not to approve of my proceeding. 

Grip. Here's a new ſort of Proceſs, that was never heard of in any of ou: 
Courts. rey Sr es SOC ONE RL 30 CAR TRA 

Merc. This, my good Lord, is Law in Short-hand, without your long Pre. 
ambles, and tedious Repetitions, that ſignifie nothing, but to ſqueeze the Sub- 


ject: Therefore, with your Lordſhip's favour, I begin. [Phillips him under the Chin, 
Merc. To give you an occaſion of returning me a box o'th* Ear: That ſo, all 
things may proceed methodically,' gt.. con nn, 
Grip. I put in no anſwer, but ſuffer a Non-ſuit. 

Merc. No, my Lord; for the Coſts and Charges are to be paid: Will you 

pleaſe to reſtore the Cup? 2 8 0g 

Grip. I have told thee, no . . 

Merc. Then from your Chin, I muſt aſcend to your Lordſhip's Ears. 

Grip. Oh, oh, Oh, oh Wilt thou never leave lugging me by the Ears? 
Merc. Not till your Lordſhip will be pleas'd to hear reaſon. [Pulling again. 
Grip. Take the Cup; and the Devil give thee joy on tt. 49H 
Merc. Still holding him. ) And your Lordſhip wil farther be graciouſly pleas'd to 

ctions whatſoever to Phedra ; You mult FIVE me 


Grip. I renounce her, I releaſe her. | 
Enter Phadra. * 
Merc. to her.) Phædra 7 My Lord has been pleas'd | to be very gracious - with- 


out puſhing matters to extremity- 


Phæd. lover heard it all: But give me Livery and Sotho in the 
firſt place. 7 EFF 
Merc. There's an Act of Oblivion ſhou'd be paſs'd too. 


— 


Phæd. Let him begin to remember quarrels, when he dares; now I have him 
under my Girdle, Pll cap Verſes with him to the end of the Chapter. 

Euter Amphitryon and Guards. 3 

Amph. to Grip.) At the laſt I have got poſſeſſion without your Lordſhip's War- 
rant; Phæara, tell Alecmena I am here. e n 

Phæd. Pl carry no ſuch lying Meſſage: You are not here, and you cannot be 

here: For, to my knowledge, you are above with my Lady, in the Chamber! 

Amph. All of a piece, and all Witchcraft ! Anſwer me preciſely; do'ſt thou 

not know me for Amphirn ? „ 


Phed. Anſwer me firſt: Did you give mea Diamond, and a Purſe of Gold! | 
Amph, Thou know'ſt I did not. 3 | ee a 

Pied. Then, by the fame token, I know you ate not the true 4yþhizrjon : It 

you are he, J am ſure ] left you in bed with your own Wife: Now You hag be 
| 9 | retc 


fre out a Tas: "ol feetabbiit for a ir Lady POT | 
Amph. I'll undo this Enchantment witli my Sword; and kill the Sorcerer: 


Come up, Gentlemen, and follow me (To the Guards. 


Phad. Tl fave you the labour; and call him down to confront you; if you 
dare attend him. | (Exit Phædra. 
Merc. aſide) Now the Spell is ended, and Jupiter can enchant no more; or 
elſe Amphitryun had not enter'd fo cafily.” (Gripus ir ſtealing off. )—— Whither 
now Gripus? I have buſineſs for you, Kyou offer to ir, you know what Tol- 


los. . Noni 15 
Han ee Enter Jupiter, follow'd by Tris and loyd. TH 
Jap. Who dares to play the Maſter in my Houſe? rr 
What noiſe is this, that calls me from Above, „1 Uke 
Invades my ſoft receſs, and privacy, ST 


And, like a Tyde, 2 4 in Tra wy Lore 13 


h. O Hav NS;” why this 1 fee? C2954 | 
. What Prodigy! neee [10s 0 | YOT * 
4 How, two Amphitryon' ot no Sun fag e oils ol 

I ave behelch tf appearance of two de > Bibi 4 i nfl 
But {till the falſe was dimmer than the true; DIAS Ok i 
Hexe, both ſhine out ali. S029.) 
depo his is a fioht, that like the Gorgon” s head, Dns 
Runs thro' my limbs, and ſtiffens me tote wort ano 
I need no more inquire into my fate? . 
For what I ſee, refolves my doubts too plain. e: 
Tran. Two drops of Water, cannot be more 1 e 


Pohd They ate two very Rane! (4032. Si 


Merc, afide, ) Our Jupiter is a great Comedian ; bs counticRitts moſt Ami- 
rably Sure his Prieſts have copy'd their Hypoeri fre from their Maſter. 
Amp Now, Iam gatherd back into my ſelf,” | 


My Heart beats high, and puſhes out the Blogs | (Drawing bis Sword. 


To give me juſt rgvenge on this |mpoſtour. 11 Cards, 


If you are brave, aſſiſt me No ot one ſtirs: 
What areal] | brib'd to take th? Enchanters part? 
Tis true the Work is mine; and thus 
| [ Going, to ruſh pon Ju pirer ata is held by Tranio and Polydas 
Poly. It muſt not be. 
Jup. Give him his way: I dare the Madman? $ worlt: 
Hut ſtill take notice, that ĩt looks not like e 
The true Amphitryun, to fly out, at firſt 
_To brutal force It ſowsk toubts his Cauſe, EC FOB} 
Who ares not truſt his reaſon to defend it. 
Amp 1 Thou baſe Uſurper of my Name KBed; ks 
No leſs than thy Hearts: blood can waſh yy. e 
Tb affronts I have W 
Tra We mult not ſuffer 
So ſtrange a Duel as Amphitryon 
10 fight againſt himſelf. (hands: 
— — Nor think we Wrong you; When we bold Tour 
We know our duty to our General: 

We know thetyes of Friendſhip to our Friend ;— 
But who that Friend, or who that Gep'ral is, 
Without nidre certa in profs bet wixt you two, 
Is hard to be diftinguiſh'd, Of our reaſon; | 


-_, 


Impoſſible by ſight, en bb 1 © bo an nern 
Ampl I know it; and have auisfy'tmy ſelf: no N 5 nel 4 
l am the true Anphitrpon. GGW La 125 
Jap. See again - THEO of rte 0 A 
He ſhuns the certain proofs ; and daresn ITY een un 


Impartial Judgment, anti award of rigt. 
But ſince Alcmend's honour is concerned, WO e. 1 
Whom, more thanHea vn; Kall che World, i. 3 

This, I propoſe, as equal to us both- af ee e vir! , nal 

Tranio, and Polydas, be you Aſſiſtant s . 

The Guards be ready to ſecure thi Impoſtour, 
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When once ſo prov'd, for publick puniſhmeat ; 
And Grips, be thou Umpire of the Cauſe. ery 
Amph. 1am content: Let him proceed to Examination. Moat, 
Grip. aſide ro Mercury.) On whole fide wou'd you pleaſe that I ſhow'd give the 


Sentence ? 


Merc : aſide to him.] Follow thy Conſcience for once ; but not to make a Cuſtom 
of it neither; nor to leave an evil precedent of uprightneſs to future Judges (Aide 
"Tis a good thing to have a Magiſtrate under Correction: Your old fornica. 
ting Judge, dare never give Sentence againſt him that knows his haunts, = 

Poly. Your Lordſhip knows I was Maſter of Amphitryons Ship; and deſire to 


know of him, what paſs d in private betwixt us two, at his Landing when he 


was jult ready to engage the War Es bt 
Grip. Let the true Amphitryon anſwer firſ. | 
Juplr. and Amph. together.}. My Lord I told him Ve 4 Te 
Grip. Peace both of you : —— *Tis a plain Caſe they are both taue ; for they 
both ſpeak together: But for more certainty, let rhe falſe Amphitryon ſpeak firſt, 
Merc. Now they are both ſilent N Rf . 


Grip. Then it's as plain ont' other ſide, that they are both falſe Amphitryons. 


Mer. Which Amphitryon ſhall ſpeak firſt? Wyo tradi. 
Grip. Let the Cholerick Amphitryon ſpeak ; and let the peaceable hold his peace. 
Amph. to Polydas.) You may remember that I Whiſper'd you, not to part from 
the Stern, one ſingle Moment · VVV I 
Poly. You did ſo. 3 1 
Grip. No more words then; I proceed to Sentence. 
Jap. "Twas Ithat Whiſper'd him; and he may remember I gave him this rea. 


11 0 $ --* 


Ot 1 


ſon for it; That if our Men were beaten, I might ſecure my own retreat, 


Poly. You did ſo. 9 yen 4 
Grip. Now again he's as true as t other. 
Tran. You know I was Pay-maſter: What directions did you give me the 


Night before the Battle? 155 


Grip. To which of the You's art thou 2 1 „ 5 
Mer. aſide.] It ſhou'd be a double U: But they have no ſuch letter in their 
Tongue. RP 12555 . ; 
Amph. | order'd you to take particular care of the great Bag. 
Grip. Why this is Demonſtration”«@£ —  _ 2 
Jap. The Bag that I recommended to you, was of Tygers skin; and mark'g 
Beta. | , © 5 | 5 PI IE Fs | | he) 5 
Grip. In ſadneſs I think they are both Jugglers: Here's nothing, and here's 


— 


nothing: And then Hiccius duccius, and they are both here again. 

Tran. Nou peaceable Amphitryon, what Money was there in that Bag? 

Jap. The Summ in groſs, amounted juſt to fifty Attick Talents. 

Fr. ei | bed, | | 

Grip. Paugh: Obvious, obvious. 5 

Amph. Two thouſand pieces of Gold were ty d up in a Handkerchief by them- 
ſelves» 5 1 50 N 

Tran, I remember it. . 515 | 

Grip, Then *tis dubious again. . 7 
5 But the reſt was not all Silver; for there were juſt four thouſand Braſs 
1alt-pence. 1875 5 ONES TVET 1 

Grip. Being but Braſs, the proof is inconſiderable: If they had been Silver, it 
had gone on your ſide. 5 r 
1 0 to Jup. ] Death and Hell, you will not perſwade me that I did not kill | 

terelas ! 1 | 14 T | 

Jup. Nor you me, that I did not enjoy Almen | 

Amph. That laſt was Poyſon tome. — [Aſide 
Yet there's one proof thou canſt not counterfeit : 4 
In killing Prerelas, I had a Wound 


Full in the brawny part of my right Arm: 


Where {till the Scar remains: Now bluſh, Impoſtour; 
For this thou can'ſt not ſhow. E HD 
Bares his Arm; and ſboms the Scar, which they all look on. 
Omnes. This is the true Amphitryon. ch Poor N yo a | _ 
Jup. May your Lordihip pleaſe — e = 


: Grip- 
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"Grid No 0 Sirrah, it does not pleaſe. m me: "hold your cg de I charg you, 
| 3% the Caſe 1s manifeſt. . 


Jupit. By your favour then, this ſhall ſpeak for me, ꝛ [Bares his Arm, 
and ſhows iti 


Tran. T is juſt in the ſame Muſcle. 111 1 


Pol d. Of the ſame length and breadth; and the Sear of the ſame blewiſh colour. 


and now you have puzzled i it again. 5 


Amp. Good Gods, how can this ber! "7g re 


Grip. For certain there was but one 3 and be awd "2908 "RE in tie 


Plot againſt himſelf too: for he was kilPd firſt by one of them; and then riſe 
again out of reſpect to t'other Amphitryon, to be kill twice over. 
TY LOT hi Phædra, and Bromia. 
No more of this; it ſounds impoſſible l Alem. turning to © and Brom: 
That two ſhow? d be ſo like, no difference found.” : ed, 
 Phed. You'll find it true. 1 
Alem. Then where's Alcmena's honour and her fame? 15 
Farewell my needleſs fear; it cannot be: 
This is a Cafe too nice for vulgar ſight: 
But let me come zm Heart will guide my Eyes 
Jo point and tremble to its proper choice. [ Seeing Amphitryony: goes to him. 
There neither was, nor is but one Amphitryon; 
And I am only his.— Lon ro tale him is the Hand. * 
Away, Adultreſs!*. 5 A puſhing FR arg from hin 
Jupit. My gentle Loves : my eee and my Joy; 
Follow no more, that falſe and fooliſh Fire, 
Thatwou'd miſlead thy Fame to ſure Deſtruction N 
Look on thy better Husband, and thy Friend, 
Who will not leave thee lyable to ſcorn, 
But vindicate thy Honour from that Wretch 
Who wou'd by baſe aſperſions blot thy vertue. 


I was indeed miſtaken; thou art ge! [Alem. going to 15 who embraces her, 


Thy Words, thy Thoughts, thy Soul is all An oy on. 
Th Impoſtour wh thy _ ot thy Mind; # £24 
The Face mighthavedeceiv'd me in my choice 
Thy kindnels is a guide that cannot err. 
Amph. What in my preſence to prefer the Villain * 
O execrable cheat! I break the-rruce; _ 
And will no more attend your vain dediflons; ** 
To this — and to the Gods Ell truſt my cauſe. 


[Is ruſhing ajon Ju piter, and is held again. 


Jupit. Poor Mon: how I contemn thoſe Idle threats 
Were I diſpos'd, thou mightt'ſt as ſafely meet 
The Thunder launch'd from the red Arm of Jove: 
(Nor Jove need bluſh to be Alemena's Champion) 
But in the Face of Thebes ſhe ſhall be clear d: 
And what Lam, and what thou art, be known. 
Attend, and I will bring convincing proof. Fo 
Amp. Thou wou'dft elude my Juſtice, and eſcape ; 
But I will follow thee, through Earth, and Seas; 
Nor Hell ſhall hide thee, from my juſt revenge. 
Jupit. Tl ſpare thy pains: it ſhall be quickly Gn | 
Betwixt us two, who ſeeks and who avoid. 9 
Come in my Friends: and thou who {eem'ſt Amphitryon, Per RET 
That all who are in doubt may know the true; e le 
Jupiter re-enters the Houſe: with hin Am Shicoyen, Alemen, 


Polydas, Tranio, and Guards. 
Thou Gripus, and you Bromia, ſtay widiBbidie; 4 ere Grip. abs Brom. who, 
Let their Affairs alone, and mind we ours: mare N 70 | | 
Amphitryon's Rivalſhall appear a Gd: att | / 

But know before-hand, Iam Mercury; eee MELT $46 467 ant 


Who want not Heav'n, while Phædra is no o Bath, 


Brom. But, and't pleaſe your Lordſhip, is my Fellow Phase to FS bel 


into the Heav ins, and madè a Star? 
Vol. II . L 11 | Phed, 
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| When that comes to paſs, if you Look up a-nights, I ſhall rem 
old kindneſs, and vouchſafe to twinkle on you. Saba member 
Euter Soſia, peeping about him: and ſeeing Mercury, i ee 


Foſ. Here he is again; and there's no paſſing by him into the Houſe. Unle 
1 oe a Spright, 10 glide in through the Key-hole. I am to be a "xr 
I find. 1 N W 
Merc. 1 5 . back. FOE . | 
Soſ. No I thank you; you may whiſtle me long enough; a beaten Dos 
at the wit to 3 his Maſter. i * S ; Dog has 
Merc. I permit thee to be Sofia again. e 
Sof. Tis an unfortunate Name, and Iabandon it: he that has an itch to be 
beaten, let him take it up for Saia; What have I faid now ! I mean for nie 
for I neither am nor will be Soſa. 5 e : 
Merc. But thou may'ſt be ſo in ſafety: for I have acknowledg*d my {elf to 
be God Mercur. 1 CTR 
Soſ. You may be a God, for ought I know ; but the Devil take me if ever! 
worſhip you; for an unmerciful Deity, as you ate. e 
Merc. You ought to take it for an honour to be drubb'd by the hand of 3 
Divinity. : FO Tae? pk F 
Sioſ. Lin your moſt humble Servant, good Mr. God; but by the faith of 2 
Mortal, I cou'd well have ſpa r'd the honour that you did me. But how 
ſhall I be ſure that you will never aſſume my ſhape again? e 
Merc. Becauſe I am weary of wearing ſo villainous an outſide. 
| 16 Well, well; as villainous as it is, here's old Bromia will be contented 
with it. i 
Brom. Yes, now Iam ſure that I may chaſtiſe you fafely: and that there's 
no God, lurking under your appearance. | | LDR 
S—oſ. Ay; but you had beſt take heed how you attempt it : for as Mercury has 
turn d himſelf into me, ſo I may take the toy into my head, to turn my {elf into 
Mercury, that I may ſwinge you off condignly. BL | 
Merc. In the mean time, be all my Witneſſes, that I take Phedra 
Wife of the left hand; that is, in the nature of a lawful Concubine. 
Phed. You ſhall pardon me for believing you, for all you are a God: for 
you have a terrible ill name below: and I am afraid you'll get a Footman, in- 
ſtead of a Prieſt, to Marry ws. 5 - 
Merc. But here's Gripus ſhall draw up Articles betwixt us. . 
Phed, But he's damnably us'd to falſe Conveyancing : == Well, be it ſo: for 
my Councel ſhall over-look *em before I Sign: Come on, Gripus; that I may 
have him under black and white. [Here Gripus gets ready Pen, Int, and Paper, 
Merc. With all my heart; that I may have thee under black and wie 
hereafter. age oe nile Att RED 8 
 Phed. to Gripus] Begin, begin; Heads of Articles to be made, &c. betwixt 
Mercury, God of Thieves: e 
Merc. And Phædra, Queen of Gypſies.— Imprimis, T promiſe to buy and 
ſettle upon her and Eſtate, containing Nine thouſand Acres of Land, in any part 
of Bæotia, to her own liking. a . 
 Phed. Provided always, that no part of the ſaid Nine thouſand Acres ſhall be 
upon, or adjoyning to Mount Parnaſſus: for I will not be fobb'd off with a Poe- 
tical Eſtate. 3 Wl] thee 1 WTR 
Merc. Memorandum, that ſhe be always conſtant to me; and admit no other 


for my 


Lover. | „ 

Phed. Memorandum, unleſs it be a Lover that offers more: and that the Con- 
ſtancy ſnhall not exceed the Settlement. 45 e e 
Merc. Item, that ſhe ſhall keep no Male Servants in her Houſe: Item, no 
. pi Lap-Dog for a Bedfellow: Item, that ſhe ſhall never pray to any of the 

Phad. What, wou'd you have mean Atheiſt ? | 
Merc. No Devotion to any He-Deity, good Phædra. 
Brom. Here's no proviſion made for Children yet. CON 
Phæd. Well remember'd, Bromia: I bargain that my Eldeſt Son ſhall be a 
Hero, and my Eldeſt Daughter a King's Miſtreſs ese. 
Merc, That is to ſay, a Blockhead, anda Harlot, Phezdra. 


\ | Phed. | 
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- Ph4d. That's true; but who dares call em ſo? Then for the Younger Chil- 
_ dren : But now I think on't, we'll have no more, but Maſs and Miſs; for 


1 


' 


the reſt wou'd be but chargeable, and a burden to the Nation. . 
Mer. Ves, yes; the Second ſhall be a Falſe Prophet : He ſhall have Wit e- 
nough to ſet up a new Religion : And too much Wit to die a Martyr for it. 

Phæd. O what had forgot? There's Pin-money, and Ali-money, and Separate 
maintenance, and a thouſand things more to be conſider d; that are all to bet ack'd 
to this Act of Settlement. 8 e ff 

Sof. Jam a Fool, I mult confeſs ; but yet I can ſee as far into a Mill-ſtone as 
the beſt of you: I have obſerv'd that you Women-Wits are commonly fo quick 
upon the ſcent, that you often over-run it: Now I wou'd ask of Madam Phæ- 
dra, that in caſe Mr. Heaven there, ſhould be pleas'd to break theſe Articles, in 
what Court of Judicature ſhe intends to ſue him ? 5 

Phed. The fool has hit upon' t: Gods, and great Men, are never to be 
ſued ; for they can always plead privilege of Peerage : And therefore for once, 
Mounſieur, I'll take your word; for as long as you love me you'll be ſure to | 
keep it: and in the mean time I ſhall be gaining experience how to manage 
ſome rich Cully ; for no Woman ever made her Fortune by a Wit. 

ULI Thunders ; and ithe N wit hin doors, Amphitryon, Alcmena, Polydas, 
and I ran Al come running out, aud foyn with the reſt, who were on the Theatre lefore- 
Amp. Nute tis ſome God : He vaniſh'd from our fight, N 

And told us, we ſhou'd fee him ſoon return. 5 
Alem. I know not what to hope, nor what to fear. 
A ſimple Error, is areal Crime 
And unconſenting Innocence is loſt. 4 1 00 e Co Ls UA 
A ſecond Peal of Thunder. After which, Jupiter appears in a Machine, 
Jup. Look up, e ges and behold above,  _ 5 5 
Th' Impoſtour God, the Rival of thy Love: 
In thy own ſhape, fee Jahner appear, 
And let that ſight, ſecure thy jealous fear. 
Diſgrace, and Infamy, are turn'd to boaſt : 
No Fame, in Jove's Concurrence can be loſt: 
What he enjoys, he ſanctifies from Vice; 
And by partaking, ſtamps into a price. 
Tis I, who ought to murmur at my Fate; 
Forc'd by my Love, my Godhead to tranſlate; 
When on no other Terms I couꝰd poſſeſs, 
But by thy form, thy features, and thy dreſs; 
To thee were giv'n the Bleſſings that I ſought, _ 
Which elſe, not all the Bribes of Heav'n had bought, 
Then take into thy Arms thy envy'd Love; 
And, in his own deſpight, triumpho'er Joe. 

Mer. aſide.] Amphitryon and Alcmena, both ſtand mute, and know not how to 

take 1t. | : | 

Ss, aſtde.] Our Soveraign Lord Jupiter is a fly Companion; he knows how to 

gild a bitter Pill. 1 . 
Jup. From this auf] R riſe an Heir, 
Great, like his Sire, and like his Mother, fair: 
E to redreſs, and Tyrants to diſſeize 
Born for a World, that wants a Hercules. 
Monſters, and Monſter-men he ſhall ingage, 
And toil, and ſtruggle, through an Impious Age. 
Peace to his Labours, ſhall at length ſucceed; 
And murm'ring Men, unwilling to be freed, 0 N 
Shall be compell'd to Happineſs, by need. Jupiter is carryd back to Heaven. 
Omnes, We all Congratulate Amphitryon. | 
Merc. Keep your Congratulations to your ſelves, Gentlemen: *Tis a nice 
point, let me tell you that; and the leſs that is ſaid of it, the better. Upon the 

Whole matter, if Auphitryon takes the favour of Jupiter in patience,as from a God, 

he's a good Heathen. | 9 8 
S/. I muſt take a little extraordinary pains to Night, that my Spouſe may 
come even with her Lady, and produce a Squire to attend on young Hercules, 
hen he goes out to ſeek Adventures; that when his Maſter kills a Man, he 
may ſtand ready to pick his Pockets; and piouſly relieve his Aged Parents. Ah, 
Vol. II. | LI1 2 Es Bromia, 
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Bromia, Bromia 3 thou hadſt been as handſome and as young as Phedra I fay 


and never the worſe Man neither. | a 

N | , * : n | » % P | 

; For, let the wicked World fay what they pleaſe, 

; The fair Wife makes her Husband live at eaſe: : 

ö The Lover keeps him too; and but receives 

f Like Jove, the remnants that Amphitryon leaves: 

| "Tis true, the Lady has enough in ſtore, 

& To fatisfie thoſe two, and eke, rwo more: 

. In fine, the Man, who weighs the matter fully, 

ö Wou'd rather be the Cuckold, than the Cully. 

Spoken by Phædra. Mrs. Mountfort. 

| : 5 e 1 tbinlling, (and it almoſt makes me mad.) Vu teie your Cuckplds; to their face torment em. 

, | 1 How ſweet a time tboſe Heathen Ladies had. But jove gave bis, nem Honours to content em. 

3 Idolatry, was even their Gods own Trade; And, in the hind remembrance of the F air, 

8 They norſhip d the ſme Creatures they had made. On each exalted Son, beſtom d a Star, 
1 Cupid, was chief of all the Deities | For thoſe good deeds, 4s by the date appears, 

5 And Love was all the faſhion, in the Skies. His 8 d full Two thouſand Tears. 

| 155 When the ſpeet Nymph, held up the Lily band, At laſt, when He and all his Prieſts grew old, : 
0 love was her humble Servant, at Command. | The Ladies grew in their Devot ion cold; | 
{ The Treaſury of Heav'n was ne'er ſo bare, And, that falſe Worſhip wou d no longer hold. 4 
x | But ſtill there was a Penſion for the Fair, TO He „ . 
1 In all bis Reign, Adultery was no Sin; | Severity of Life did next begin; | 

I For Jove, the good Example did begin. | | (And always does, when we no more can Sin.) 
| Mark, too, when he uſurp'd the Husband's name, That Doctrine, too, ſo hard, in Practice, lies, 

i How civilly he ſawd the Lady's fame. Then, the next Age may ſee another 1 

N The ſecret Toys of Love, he wiſely hid 3 | Then, Pagan Go „ May, once again, ucceed; 
=. But you, Sirs, boaſt of more, than e er you did, . AndJove, or Mars, be ready, at our need, 5 
1 5 To get young Godlings ; and, ſo, mend our breed. | 
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To the Right Honourable the EARL of 


** 


' 


Knight ofthe Moſt Noble Order of the Garter, Oc. 


having perform'd a juſt and honourable Action, in Redeems! 
ing this Play from the Perſecution of my Enemies; but it: 
wou'd be ingratitude in me, not to publiſh it to the World. 


1 | That it has ſucceeded, is the Approbation of your Judgment, 
by that of the Publick. is juſt the Inverſion of an Act of Parliament: Y our 


Lordſhip firſt Sign'd it, and then it was Paſs'd amongſt the Lords and Commons. 


The Children of old Men are generally obſerv'd to be ſhort- liv'd, and of a weak- 
ly Conſtitution: How this may prove I know not; but hitherto it has promis'd 
well: And if it ſurvive to Poſterity, it will carry the Noble Name of its Patron 
along with it, or rather, it will be carried by yours to after Ages. Ariofto, in 
his Voyage of Aſtolpho to the Moon, has given us a fine Allegory of two Swans; 
who, when Time had thrown the Writings of many Poets into the River of Ob- 
livion, were ever in a readineſs to ſecure the beſt, and bear them aloft, into the 


Temple of Immortality. Whether this Poem be of that Number, is left to the 


Judgment of the Swan who has preſerv'd it: And though I can claim little from 


his Juſtice, Imay preſume to value my ſelf upon his Charity. It will be told me, 


That I have miſtaken the Italian Poet, who means only that ſome excellent Wri- 
ters, almoſt as few in Number as the Swans, have reſcued the Memory of their 
| Patrons, from Forgetfulneſs and Time; when a vaſt Multitude of Crows and 
Vultures; that is, bad Scribblers, Paraſites, and Flatterers, oppreſs'd by the 
weight of the Names which they endeavour'd to redeem, were forc'd to let them 
fall again into Lethe, where they were loſt for ever. If it be thus, my Lord, the 
Table wou'd be turn'd upon me: But I ſhow'd only fail in my vain Attempt; 
for either ſome other Immortal Swan, will be more capable of ſuſtaining ſuch a 


weight, or you who have fo long been Converſant in the Management of great 


Affalrs, are able with your own Pen, to do Juſtice to your ſelf; and, at the 
ſame time, to give the Nation a clearer and more faithful inſight into choſe Trans- 
actions, wherein you have Worthily ſuſtain'd fo great a part. For to your Ex- 
perience in State Affairs, you have alſo join'd no vulgar Erudition; which all 
your Modeſty is not able to conceal; for ro underſtand critically the Delicacies 
of Horace, is a height to which few of our Noblemen have arriy'd ; And that 
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IS enough for your Lordſhip to be conſcious to your ſelf of: 


_ That it has appear'd on the Stage is principally owing to you: 
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this is your deſerv'd Commendation, I am a living Evidence; as far, at leaſt, 
as I can be allow'd a Competent Judge on that ſubject. Your Affection to that 
| admirable Ode, which Horace writes to his Mecænaàs, and which 1 had the Ho- 
nour to inſcribe to you, is not the only Proof of this Aſſertion. You may pleaſe 
to remember, that in the late happy Converſation, WhicltT had With your Lord- 
ſhip ata Noble Relations of yours, you took me aſide, and pleas'd your Self with 
repeating to me, one of the moſt Beautiful Pieces in that Author. It was the 
Ode to Barine, wherein you were ſo particularly affected with that Elegant Ex- 
preſſion, Juvenumque prodis publica cura. There is indeed the Vertue of a whole 
Poem, in thoſe words; that curioſa felicitas, which Perronius ſo juſtly aſcribes to 
our Author. The Barbarity of our Language is not able to reach it : Yet, when 
I have leiſure, I mean to try, how near I can raiſe my Exgliſh to his Latin: 
Though, in the mean time, I cannot but Ses to my ſelf, with what Scorn 
his Sacred Mares wou'd look on fo lame a Tranſlation as I cou'd make. His Re. 
calcitrat undique tutus might more reaſonably be apply'd to me, than he himſelf 
apply'd it to Auguſtus Ceſar. I ought to reckon that Day, as very Fortunate to 
me, and diſtinguiſh it, as the Ancients did, with a whiter Stone; becauſe it fur. 
niſh'd me with an Occaſion of reading my Cleomeres to a Beautiful Aſſembly of 
Ladies, where your Lordſhip's Three Fair Daughters, were pleas'd to Grace it 
with their Preſence: And, if T may have leave to ſingle out any one in particu- 
lar, there was your admirable Daughter-in-Law ; ſhining, not like a Star, but a 
Conſtellation of her Self; a more true and brighter Berexze. Then it was, that whe- 
ther out of your own Partiality, and Indulgence to my Writings, or out of Com- 
bunte to the Fair Company, (who gave the firſt good Omen to my Succeſs, 
y their Approbation, ) your Lordſhip was pleas'd to add your own : And after- 
wards to Repreſent it to the Queen, as wholly Innocent of thoſe Crimes, which 
were laid unjuſtly to its charge. Neither am I to forget my Charming Patroneſs; 
though ſhe will not allow my Publick Addreſs to her, in a Dedication ; but Pro- 
tects me unſeen, like my Guardian-Angel; and ſhuns my Gratitude, like a Fai- 
ry, who is Bountiful by ſtealth; and conceals the Giver, when ſhe beſtows the 
Gift. But my Lady Sy{vius has been juſter to me, and pointed out the Goddeſs, 
at whoſe Altar I was to pay my Sacrifice and Thanks-Offering. And had ſhe 
been ſilent, yet my Lord Chamberlain himſelf, in reſtoring my Play, without 
any Alteration, avow'd to me, that I had the moſt Earneſt Sollicitreſs, às well 
as the Faireſt; and that nothing cou'd be refus'd to my Lady Hale. 
Theſe Favours, my Lord, receiv'd from your Self, and your Noble Family, 
have encourag'd me to this Dedication; wherein I not only give you back a Play, 
which had you not redeem'd it, had not been mine; but alſo at the ſame time, 
Dedicate to you, the unworthy Author, with my inviolable Faith, and (how 
mean ſoever) my utmolt Service: And I ſhall be proud to hold my Dependance 
on you in Chief, as I do part of my ſmall Fortune in Wiltſhire, Your Goodnels 
has not been wanting to me, during the Reign of my two Maſters. And even 
from a bare Treaſury, my Succeſs has been contrary to that of Mr. Cowley; and 
Gideon's Fleece has then been moiſten'd, when all the Ground has been dry about 
it. Such and ſo many Provocations of this Nature, have concurr'd to my Inva- 
ding of your Modeſty, with this Addreſs. I am ſenſible that it is in a manner 
forc'd upon you. But your Lordſhip has been the Aggreſſor in this Quarrel, by 
ſo many Favours, which you are not weary of conferring on me. Though at the 
ſame time, I own the Ambition on my ſide, to be ever eſteem'd 


: | Your Lordjhip's moſt 7 jy k fu 1 
—4 nd moſt Obedient Servant, 


3 Joun DRY DEN. 


THE wo 
IS now ſeven or eight Tears ſince I deſign'd to write this Play of CLEOMENES; 
and my Lord Falkland, (whoſe Name I cannot mention without Honour, for the many 
Favours I have receiv'd from him) is pleasd to witneſs for me, That in a French Book; 
which I preſented him about that time, there were the Names of many Subjects that I 1 
thought on for the Stage; amongſt which, this Tragedy was one. This, was out of my Remembrance; 
but my Lord, on the occaſion of ſtopping my Play, took the Opportunity of doing me a good Office at 
Court, by repreſenting it as it was, a Piece long ago deſign d- Whith being judiciouſly treated, J 
thought was capable of moving Compaſſion on the Stage. The Succeſs has juſtified my Opinion, and that 
at a time when the World is running mad after Farce, the Extremity of bad Poetry, or rather the 
Judgment that is fallen upon Dramatique Writing, Were I in the Humour, I have ſufficient cauſe to 
expoſe it in its true Colours; but having for once eſcap'd, I will forbear my Satyr, and only be thankful 
for my Deliveranee. A great part of my good Fortune, I muſt confeſs, is owing to the Fuſtice which 
was done me in the Performance I can ſcarcely refrain from giving every one of the Actors their par- 
ticular Commendations ; but none of them will be offended, if 1 ſay wbat the Town has generally gran- 
ted, That Mrs. Barry, always Excellent, has, in this Tragedy, excelÞd Her ſelf, and gain daa Re- 
putation beyond any Woman whom I have ever ſeen on the Theatre. After all, it was à bold Attempt 
of mine, to write upon a ſingle Plot, unmix d with Comedy; which though it be the natural and true 
way, yet is not to the Genius of the Nation, Tet to gratifie the barbarous Party of my Audience, I gave 
them aſhort Rabble-Scene, becauſe the Mobb (as they call them) are repreſented by Plutarch and Po- 
lybius, with the ſame Character of Baſeneſs and Cowardice, which are here deſcrib d, in the laſt At- 
tempt of Cleomenes. They may thank me, if they pleaſe, for this Indulgence ; for no French Poet would 
have allow'd them any more than a bare Relation of that Scene, which debaſes a Tragedy to ſhow upon 
the Stages > oe nt i e | 
For The reſt, ſome of the Mechanique Rules of Unity ate obſerved, and others are negleFed. The 
Adkion is but one, which is the Death of Cleomenes; and every Scene in the Play, is tending to the Ac- 
compliſhment of the Main Deſign. The Place is likewiſe one; for tis all in the compaſs of Alexan- 
dria, and the Port of that City. The time might eaſily have been reduc'd into the ſpace of twenty four 
Hours, if I wou d have omitted the Scene of Famine, in the Fifth Act; but it pleas'd me to try hom 
Spartans cowd endure it; and, . gave me the occaſion of writing that other Scene, betwixt 
Cleomenes and his ſuſpected Friend; and, in ſuch a Caſe, tis better to treſpaſs on a Rule, than leave 
As for x Objections, I never heard any worth anſwering 5 and leaſt of all that Fooliſh One, which 
is rais'd againſt me by the Sparks, for Cleomenes not accepting the Favours of Caſſandra. They 
wou'd not hade refus d a fair Lady. I grant they wou'd not; tut let them grant me, That they are 
not Hero's ; and ſo much for the Point of Honour. A Man might bave pleaded an Excuſe for him- 
ſelf, if he had been falſe to an Old Wife, for the ſake of a Young Miſtreſs ; but Cleora was in the Flower 
of ber Age, and it was yet but Honey-moon with Cleomenes; and ſo much for Nature. Some have told 
me, That many of the fair Sex complain for want of tender Scenes, and ſoft Expreſſions of Love + I 
will endeavour to make them ſome amends, if Iwrite again; and my next Hero ſhall be no Spartan. 
I knom it will be here expected, that I ſhould write ſomewhat concerning the forbidding of my Play; but 
_ theleſs I ſay of it, the better. And beſides, I was ſo little concern'd at it, that had it not been on con- 
ſideration of the Actors, who were to ſuffer on my account, I ſhould not have been at all ſollicitous, whe- 
ther it were play d, or no. No body can imagine, that in my declining Age I write willingly, or that i 
am deſirous of expoſing, at this time of day, the ſmall Reputation which I have gotten on the Theatre. 
The Subfiſtence which 1 bad from the former Government, is Ia; and the Reward I have from the 
Stage is ſo little, that it is not worth my Labour. n co 
As for the Reaſons which were given for ſuſpending the Play, it ſeems they were ſo ill founded, thas 
my Lord Chamberlain no ſooner took the pains to read it, but they vaniſh'd; and my Copy was reſtor d 
to me, without the leaſt Alteration by his Lordſhip. is printed as it was atted; and I dare aſſure 
vou, that here is no Parallel to be found: *Tis neither Compliment, nor Satyr; but a plain Story, more 
ſcrictly followed than any which has appear'd upon the Stage. *T1s true, it bad been garbled before by 
the Superiors of the Play-houſe ;, and I cannot"reaſonably blame them for their Caution; becauſe they are 
anſwerable for any thing that is publickly repreſented : And their Zeal for the Government is ſuch, that 
they had rather loſe the beſt Poetry in the World, than give the leaſt Suſpicion of their Loyalty. The 
ſhort is, that they were diligent enough to make ſure Work; and to geld it ſo clearly in ſome places, that 
they took away the very Manbood of it, I can only apply to them, what Caſſandra ſays ſomewhere in 
id | | | REN, VVV 
lo be ſo nice in my Concerns for you; _ 3 
To doubt, where Doubts are not; to be too fearful ; 
To raiſe a Bug- bear Shadow of a Danger; IA 
And then be frighted, though it cannot reach yo. 
But, ſince it concerns me to be as circumſpect as hy are, I have | pvp leave to in Bookſeller td 
uint the Life of Cleomenes, as it is elegantly, and faithfully tranſlated out of Plutarch, by my N 
5 | Friend, 
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Friend, Ar. Creech; to wbom the World has been indebted for his excellent Verſion of Lucretius. 
and 1 particularly oblig d in his Tranſlation of Horace, We daily expect Manilius from him „ an Ay. 
thor worthy only of ſuch Hands; which having formerly reveal d the Secrets of Nature to us here < 

. Earth, is now diſcovermg to us ber Palace in the Skies; and if 1 might be allow'd to ſay it, gv 
Light to the Stars of Heaven. | 1 8 
Ergd vivida vis animi, pervicit; & extra | 
Proceſlit longe, flamantia mænia Mundi. EFRE ' 

But to return to Plutarch; you will find him particularly fond of Cleomenes his Charactey. who 
as he was the laſt of the Spartan Heroes, ſo he was, in my Opinion, the greateſt, Even his Enemy Poly- 
bins, though engag'd in the contra”y Faction, yet ſpeaks bonourably of bim; and eſpecially of beet. 5 
Action in Egypt. This Autor is alſo made Engliſn, and will ſhortly be publiſh d for the Common Benefit 

What I have added to the Story, is chiefly the Love of Agathoclea, the King's Miſtreſs , why fo 
Name 1 have chang'd into Caſſandra ; only for the better ſound : As I have alſo the Name of Nica. 
goras, into that of Cœnus, for the ſame Reaſon, Cratiſiclæa, Pantheus, and Soſybius, are to be 
found in the Story, with the ſame Characters which they have in the Tragedy. There is likewiſe nen- 
tion made of the Son of Cleomenes, who bad reſolution enough to throw himſelf headlong from a Tower 
when be had heard of his Father's ill Succeſs. And for Cleora, whom I make the ſecond Wife of Cleo. 
menes, (for Ægyatis was dead before) you will find a hint of ber in Plutarch; for he tells us, That 
after the loſs of the Battle at Sellaſia, be return'd to Sparta, and entring his own Houſe, was there at- 
tended by a Free-born Woman of Megalopolis. . 

The Picture of Ptolemy Philopater, is given by the fore-mention'd Authors to the full, Both a. 
gree that he was an Original of his kind ; a Lazy, Effeminate, Cowardly, Cruel; and Luxurious Prince. 
manage d by his Favourite, and impos d on by bis Miſtreſs. The Son of Sofybius, whom I call Clean. 
thes, was a Friend to Cleomenes - But Plutarch ſays, be at length forſooł him. I have givꝰn bim 
a fairer Character, and made it only a ſeeming Treachery, which be practis d. If any be ſo curious to 
enquire what became of Caſſandra, whoſe Fortune was ith in ſuſpence at the Concluſion of the Play, | 
muſt firſt inform them, that after the death of Cleomenes, (the Hero of my Poem, )] was oblig'd by the 
Laws of the Drama, to let fall the Curtain immediately ; becauſe the Action was then concluded,  Byt 
Polybius tells us, that ſhe ſurviv d Ptolemy, who reign'd about Twenty ſeven Tears; that with her 
Brother Agathocles, ſhe govern'd Egypt in the Minority of bis Son Ptolemy Epiphanes; and that 
finally for oppreſſing of the People, both the Brother and Siſter were ſlain in a popular Inſurrection. | 

' There is nothing remaining, but my Thanks to the Town in general, and to the fair Ladies in jar. 
ticular, for their kind Reception of my Play. And though I cannot retract what I ſaid before, that I 
was not much concern d, in my own particular, for the Embargo which was laid upon it: Tet I think my 
ſelf oblig'd, at the ſame time, to render my Acknowledgments to thoſe Honour able Perſons, who were 
inſtrumental in the freeing it, For as it was from a Principle of Nobleneſs in them, that they would 
not ſuffer one to want, who was grown old in their Service: So it is from a Principle of another ſort, that 
I have learn'd to poſſeſs my Soul in Patience, and not to be much diſquieted, with any Diſappointment 

of this Nature, | | EY | . 


PROLOGUE, Spoke by Mr. Mount fort. 
- Think or hope, at leaſt, the Coaſt is clear, | Thenriſe ye Fair; for it . 
1 Lo way Fe as Kew * ple, Fon ns here : That re A k eg dee 2 3 


That our Bear- Garden Friends are all away, Nis time you ſhould renounce em, for we find 
Mo bounce with Hands and Feet, and cry Play, Play. They plead a ſenſeleſs Claim to Woman kind : 


ho to ſave Coach-hire, trudge along the Street, Such Squires are only fit for Country Towns, | 
Then print our Matted Seats with dirty Feet ; To ſtink of Ale; and duſt a Stand with Clowns : 
Who, while we ſpeak, make Love to * ee Who, to be choſen for the Lands Protectors, 
And between Atts ſtand ſtrutting on the Benches : Tope and get Drunk before their Wiſe EleQors. 
FFhere got a Cock:borſe, making vile Grimaces, Let not Farce - Lovers your weak Choice upbraid, 
They to the Boxes ſhow their Booby Faces. But turn em over to the Chamber. maid. 
A Merry-Andrew, ſuch a Mob will ſerve, Or if they come to ſee our Tragich Scenes, 
And treat em with ſuch Wit as 1 deſerve : Inſtruct them what a Spartan Hero means: 
Let em go People Ireland, where there's need | Teach 'em how manly Paſſions ought to move, 
Of ſuch new Planters to repair the Breed ; | For ſuch as cannot Think can never Love: 
Or to Virginia or Jamaica Steer, And fince they needs will judge the Poets Art, 
But have a care of ſome French Privateer Point em with Feſcu's to each (hining Part. 
For if they ſhould become the Prize of Battle, Our Author hopes in you, but ſtall in pain, 
They I take em Black and White for Iriſh Cattle. Fe fears your Charms will be employ'd in vain ; 
Ariſe true Judges in your own Defence, Tou can make Fools of Wits, we find each Hour, 
| Controul thoſe Foplings, and declare for Sence : But to make Wits of Fools, is paſt your Power. 


For ſhould the Fools prevail, they ſtop not there, 
But make their next Deſcent upon the Fair. 


* 
— 


* 


Perſons Repreſented. 
| Cleomenes, King of Sparta. | | Mr. Betterton. 
Cleonidas, hi: _ by his firſt Wife. 1 We, row ; 
Ptolemy, King of Agypt- | 8 | r. Alexander. 
Sofybins his Mimuſter of State. Mr. Sandford. 


Cleanthes, Son co Soſybius, Friend to Cleomenes, Captai n of Ptolemy's Guard. Mr. Mountford. 


Pantheus, 4 Noble Spartan, Favourite of Cleomenes. Mr. Kynaſton. 
Cam, 4 Meſſenian Lord. | | Mr. Hudſon» 
Cratiſiclæa, ot ber to Cleomenes. | | Mrs. Betterton. 
Cleora, Cleomenes's Second Wife. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Caſſandra, Miſtreſs to Ptolemy. | | Mrs. Barry. 
Prieſts of Apis. A Mariacr, Agyptians. . Guards, _ 


co. 


ACT L SCENE IL 


SCENE; The Sea-Port of Alexandria. 


Cleomenes ſolus. 


Ejected ! no, it never ſhall be ſaid, 
That Fate had power upon a Spartan Soul: 


Cleom. 


| And stable; as the Fabrick of the World: 
Propt on it ſelf; ſtill Iam Cleomenes : 
T fought the Battle bravely, which I Loſt; 
And loſt it, but to Micedonians, 
The Succeſſors of rhoſe who conquer'd 4/74. 
"Twas for a Caule too, ſuch a Cauſe | fought, 
Unbounded Empire hung upon my Sword: 
Greece, like a lovely Heiter, ſtood in view, 
To ſee the Rival Bulls each other gore: 
But wiſh'd the Conqueſt mine. 
I fled; and yet languiih not in Exile; 
But here in Apt, het my Blunted Horns; 
And meditate new Fights, and chew my Lols. 
Ah! why ye Gods, mult Cleomexes wait 
On this Effeminate Luxurious Court, 
For tardy helps of baic At Bands? 
Why have not I, whole individual mind 
Would ask a Nation of ſuch Souls t'inform it, 
Why have not I ren Thouſand hands to fight 
It all my ſelf? and make the Work my own ? 
| Enter Cratiſiclea, Cleora, Cleonidas. 
Crat. Is this well done? Or like the King of Sparta? 
Or like my Son? to waſte your time in Tears? 
What have you done, that you avoid Mankind? 
And ſculk in Corners like a Guilty Slave? 
Cleor. We have been ſeeking you, my deareſt Lord, 
Thro' all the thady Walks and dark Retreats 
Of Secret Care; That falſe deluding Friend, 
That only ſooths and keeps you Company, 
To prey upon your laſt remains of Life. 
Cleom. Pve heard you [Sighs. 
Crat. Hear her itil}; She tells you true. | 
This Melancholy Flatters; but Un-mans you. 
What is it elſe, but Penury of Soul ; 
A Lazie Froſt, a numbneſs of the Mind; 
That Locks up all the Vigour to Attempt, 
By barely Crying, 'tis impoſſible ? 
Cleom. You both miſtake me: That I Grieve, 'tis true: 
But *tis a Grief of Fury; not Deſpair / | . 
And if a manly drop or Two fall down, 


My Mind on its own Centre ſtands unmov'd, 
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It ſcalds along my Cheeks, like the Green Wood 
That ſputtring in the Flame works outward into Tears. 
Cleor. Why would you leave me then, and be alone? 
Indeed it was a Churliſh kind of ſorrow ; 
Indeed it was, t'engroſs it all your ſelf; 
And not permit me to endure my ſhare. 
Think you, becauſe I am of tender Mould, 
cannot ſuffer and partake your burdens; 
Alas! I ſuffer more by not g's 
Cleom. My Wife! My Mother! O! I am ſo divided, 
That I grieve molt for both, and love both moſt; 
Two twining Vines about this Elm, whole fall 
Mult ſhortly —— Very ſhortly cruſh you both, 
And yet I will not go to Ground, : 
Without a Noble Ruine round my Trunk; 93 
The Foreſt ſhall be ſhaken when I ſink, 
And all the neighbouring Trees | 
Shall groan and fall beneath my vaſt Deſtruction. 5 
Cra. That's ſomething yet, an earneſt of an Action; 
Another Groan or two, and all goes well. . 
Cleo, Well: I will live. TCrat. Thou ſhalt. 
Clem. I'll try at leaſt. FBF aned = 
Cra. Do not go back; and bate of what thou ſaidſt. 
(leom. Peace, peace, good Grandmother; he lives already, 
And Conquers too, in ſaying he will try; 
Nay, if the King of Sparra lays he'll do'r, 
ask no more than that; 
For 'tis below a King to tell a Ive. 
Cleor. But where's the means? 
Cleon. | he means is in the daring; 
Had my own Mother liv'd, and ask'd that Queſtion 
{ ihouid have thought my Father had begot me, 
\"thout her help, as Pallas ſprung from Jove. 
CH, Think'ſt thou he can defend us all alone? 
Cn. No — tor I mean to help him. | | | 
Cleom. That my Boy, my hopetul Lyons Whelp. Takes him and kiſſes him. 
Cleo, So Hector hugg'd his young Aſhanax; 
Went out to fight and never ſaw him more. 
Clos. But why did not Aſcyanax go with Hector? 
Crat. Becauſe he was a Child, and could not go. 
Cleo, Was hea Spartan Child? 
Cleor. Oh no ! a Trojan. . 1 
Cleon. There's it, a Trojan Child: But grant me this, 
There are no Hartan Children, de are born Men, 
And tho' you tay, I have bur Fifteen years, 
We Spartazs take ten Strides betore our Ape, 
And ttart beyond dull Nature. 
Cleom. Let me but live to ſhadow this young Plant, 
From Blites and Storms; he'll ſoon ſhootup a Hero: 
He muſt; I got him in the Pride of Conqueſt; 
For coming back from my firſt Maiden Battle, 
Wherein I made the Great Aratus fly, 
And added all his Laurels ro my Brow, 
I well remember that I ſpurr'd it hard. 
And like a Meteor, ſhot before my Troops, 
To reach my Love that night; | was a Bridegroom, 
Or ſcarce had loſt that Name, and ſtealing home, 
According to my Countries modeſt uſe, 
I tound my AÆglatis juſt undreſt, | 
Wearying the gods with Vows for my return 
My Tranſport was fo great, Icould not ſtay, 
But kiſsd, and took her trembling in my Arms, 
And, in that Fury of my Love, I ſtampt, 
This Image of my Soul. 
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= Enter Pantheus: 
What, my Paxtheus ? . 


Where haſt thou been this long long year of Hours? 
Pant. Where I have paſt a merry Mornings Walk, 
With the beſt Company. 9 
Cleom. With whom? | 
Panth. Why with my ſelf, in laughing at the World, 
Making a Farce of Life, where Knaves and Fools, 
And Mad-men, that's all Humane-kind, were Actors. 
Cleom. And what part Acted you? 35 
 Panth. As little as I could: And daily would have leſs, 
So pleaſe the Gods, for that's a Wiſe Man's part. 
Cleom. Would I could ſhare thy Balmy, even Temper, 
And Milkineſs of Blood. e 
Path. You may. _ Clleom. As how? 
Panth. By but forgetting you have been a King. 
Cleam. Then muff I ruſt in Agypt, never more 
Appear in Arms, and be the Chiet of Greece ? 
Now, by yon Blew Palace, 
The Manſion of my great Fore-father Hercules, 
I would loſe o'er-agen Sellafia's Field 5 
Rather than Fight behind, when proud Aratus led tlie 
Græcian Van. . e Fez 
Cleon. What, when the lively Trumpets found a Charge, 
The word of Battle may be Hercules, EE 
And after our great Grandſires Name, Aratus 
Cries Cleomenes, bring you up the Rear. 
Panth. If Fortune takes not off this Boy betimes, 
He'll make mad work, and Elbow all his Neighbours. 
Cleon. My Neighbours! Little: Elbow all the World, 
And puſh off Kings, like Counters from the Board, 
To place my ſelf the foremoſt. 1 
Panth. What wilt thou be, young Cockeril, when thy Spurs 
Are grown to ſharpneſs ? 5 
Cleon. Why? Pll be a Spartan. 
For if J faid a King, I ſhould ſay leſs: 
I mean a Spartan while I live on Earth; 
But when in Heaven, I'll ſtand next Hercules, 
And thruſt between my Father and the God. 
| Cher. Do you not view, my Lord? 
As ina Glaſs, your Darling Fault, Ambition, 
Reflected in your Son ? 4 
Cleom. My Virtue rather: 
I love to ſee him ſparkle out betimes, | 
For *twas my Flame that 12 up his Soul: 
Iam pleas'd with my own Work; Jove was not more 
With Infant Nature, when his ſpacious Hand 
Had rounded this huge ball of Earth and Seas, 
Io give it the firſt puſh, and fee it row] 
Along the vaſt Abyls. 5 
Cleon. My Mother would have had my Youth brought up 
To Spin with Girls in Sparta. 5 617 
Crat. Well faid, my Boy: Yet Hercules they ſay 
Took up the Diſtaff once. Fr Ot WA Fog 
Cleon. Yes, when he had been Conquer'd by a Woman. 
Panth. One thing I had forgot, which may import you- 
You'll ſuddenly hear news from Greece, 
Cleom. Thou wert 1 e 
Indeed forgetful, not to tell me that, 
For, from my firſt arrival on this Coaft, 5 
This fatal Aigypt, where I fled for Refuge, . 
In three long Months I have not heard from Greece. 
What makes thee think I ſhall have news ſo ſon? 
 Panth. As walking on the Beach I faw a Ship 
| ; Yol- II. | M m m 2 
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Juſt entring in the Port, and on the Deck I 
Stood Conus. es GE NI 
Cleom. Conus, ſaidſt thou? | | „„ 
Pant h. Ves, our Cænus, tlie rich 12 Lord; ES. 
I faw and knew him, but amidſt the ſhouts 
Of Mariners, and buſie Care to ſſing . 
is Horſes ſoon aſhore : He ſaw not me. 
Cleom. Then I ſhall hear of thee once more, Dear Country; - 
I tear too ſoon ; ſhall hear how proud Antigonus 
Led Oer Enrota's Banks, his Conquering T Nile, 
And firſt, to wondring Sparts — ſhew'd a King 
A King that was not Hers: 
Then I ſhall hear of Sacrilege and Murders, 
And Fires, and Rapes on Matrons, and on Maids, 
Path. Such news we mult expect. 
Cl-om. O happy Ghoſts! __ 
Of thoſe that fell in the laſt fatal Fight, 
And liv*d not to ſurvive their Countries Loſs; 
Baſe as | was - I ſhould have fall'n there too; 
Put firſt have rais'd a Mountain of the Dead, 
Io choak their way to Sparta. 
Panth, Thus I knew 
Your Blood would boil, and therefore I delay'd 
So long to tell you Cænus was arrived. = 
| C: leb. Go: 5 
My Mother, my C leora, and my BOY nom [Srrotzug Cleonid. 
Your Ears would be polluted with ſuch Ill 
Which I mult try to mollifie before 
They reach your tender hearing. 
Cleor. ] Obe ou 
Bur ler not Grief diforder you too much 
For what you loſt. 
For me, while I have You, and you are kind, 
I ask no more of Heaven. 
(leon. I go too, 
Becauſe my King and Father dic me go: 
Elſe, Ihave ſteruneßs in my Soul enough 
To hear of Murders, Rapes, and Sacrilege: 
For thoſe are Soldiers work; and [ wou'd hear 'em 
To ſpur me to Revenge. Exeunt Cratiſiclea, Cleo idas. 
Path He's here . | , ra, Cleonidas 
Now bear it like your ſelf. 
C(leom. ] am arm'd ey TO 
Eiter Tœnus, Salutes Cleomenes. 
Cænus. Theard, Sir, you were refug'd in this Court, 
And come to beg a favour. | 
Cleom, Good ! a Favour?! 
Sure, thou miſtak'ſt me for the King of be, 
And think'ſt! govern here? 
Cænus. Vare Cleomenes. 
_ Cleom, No thanks to Heaven for that: I ſhowd have dy d, 
And then I had not been this Cleomenes. | 
Panth. You promis'd Patience, Sir. 
Cleom. Thou art a Scurvy Monitor, Iam Patient. 
Dol foam at Lips; 
Or ſtare at Eyes: Methinks I am wondrous Patieat. 
Now, thou ſhalt ſee how I can ſwallow Gall. hs PRs Eg 
I prithee, Gentle Cænus, tell the Story. | [Speaking ſoftly. 
Ot Ruin'd Sparta; leave no Circumſtance _ = | 
Untold of all their Woes : And I will hear thee, 
As unconcern'd,as if thou told'ſt a Tale 
Ot ruin'd Troy. I prithee tell us how 
The Victors robb'd the Shrines, polluted Temples, - 


Ranſack'd each Wealthy Houſe; No, ſpare me that, 5 
| | oor 
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Poor een Spr hadn no = to loſe. 10/3 
But when thou com'ſt to tell of Matrons raviſh'd, 7 1. 
And Virgins ſorc'd; Then raiſe thy arch (Res Bir Pee 
Andlet me hear their Howlings, | 
And dreadful ſhrieks, as in the act of Rape. . 
Panth. Again you are diſtemper dd e | = 
Cleom. (ſof fly.) Peace, I am nor. | 
I was but teaching him to Grace his Tale | e 
With decent Horror. . 
Cænus. Your lick Imagination feigns all this; Sy 
Now hear a Truth, and wonder! . 
Cleom, Has not the Conqueror been at Sparts ? Conus. Yes. 
Cleom. Nay, then I know what follows Victory. | 
Panth. Nou interrupt as if you would not know. 
Cænus. Then if you will Imagine, think ſome King. 
Who lov'd his People, took a peaceful Progreſs 
To ſome far diſtant place of his Dominions; 
SmiPd on his Subjects as he rode in Triumph, 
And ftrew'd his Plenty, wherefo&er he paſs d. 
Nay, raiſe your Thoughts yet higher. Think ſome Deity, 
Some better Ceres drawn along the Sky, 
By Gentle Dragons, ſcatter'd as ſhe flew, 
Her fruitful Grains upon the teeming Ground, 
And bad new Harvelts riſe. - 
Cleom. Do we Dream, Pantheus ? 
Panth. No ſure! We are awake — but *is he Dreams. 
Cenus. The Soldiers march'd, as in Proceſſion, flow ; 
Andenter'd Sparta like a Choir of Prieſts, 
As if they fear'd to tread on Holy Ground. 
No Noiſe was heard; no Voice, but of tha Cryer, 
Proclaiming Peace, and Liberty to Sparta; 
At that a peal of loud applauſe rang out, 
And thin'd the Air, till even the Birds fell down 
Vpon the Shouters Heads : The Shops flew open, 
And all the buſie Trades renew'd their Tasks : 
No Law was chang'd, no Cuſtom was controuPd 
That had Lycargus liv'd, or you return'd, 
So Sparta would have ſhown, - | 4 
Panth. If this be true! * 
Cleom. If this indeed be true, 
Then farewell Sparta. | 
Canus. Hear me out. 
He reap'd no fruit of Conqueſt, but their Bleſſings; 
Nor ſtay'd three Days in Sparta; Summon'd thence, 
With ſudden News that a Barbarian Holt, 
Was enter'd Macedonia! 
And like a Mighty Deluge, rowling on, 
Swept all before em. Thus alarm'd, he left us; 
March'd Homeward ; Met and Fought em; N ay, and Livd 
To ſay the Field is mine. 
Panth. Dy'd of his Wounds? 
Cænus. Not fo; but ſtraining loud his feeble Voice 
To animate his Soldiers, broke a Veins 
And in a purple Vomit pour'd his Soul. . 
Panth. O Bleſsd! Bleſs'd Cænus! for this happy N ews. [Embraces Conus. 
Cleom. O Wretch! O Born to all Misfortunes! Curſt, 
Curſt Cleomene! s Re 
Panth. How's this! Are theſethe Thinks you pay the Gods: 2 
Who freed your Sparta, and remov d by Death 
Your only fatal Foe! 
Cleom. O Blind Panthieus! | 
Can'ſt thou not find, that had I ber ackerrd. 
Sellaſia's Fight three Days; ; but three ſhort Days: 
Fate then had tought my Battle with Antigonus; 
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And I not fighting had been ſtill a King. ie 
Pant h. That's true; but that you knew not when you fought. 
Cleom. Why therefore, once again, Curlt Ceomenes! 
"Tis not to be endur d. P 
That Fate of Empires, and the fall of Kings 
Should turn on flying Hours, and Catch of Moments. 
Panth. Now, by my Soul, *tis Lazy Wickedneſs, 
To rail at Heaven, and not to help your ſelf. 
Heaven's but too kind, in off*ring you the means: 
Your Fate, once more, is laid upon the Anvil: 
Now pluck up all the Spartan in your Soul; 
Now {tretch at every ſtroak and Hammer out, 
A new and nobler Fortune; : 
Elfe may the Peaceful Ground reſtore the Dead, 
And give up Old Antigonus again. 5 
Cleom. I thank thee: Thou haſt added Flame to Fury. 
The Spartan Genius ſhall once more be rowz d; 
Our Houſhold Gods, that droop upon our Hearths, 
Each from his Venerable Face ſhall bruſh 
Ihe Macedonian Soot, and ſhine again. 
Panth. Now you confeſs the Spartan. 
Cle. Haſte, Pantheus ! RE 
I itruggle like the Prieſteſs with a Gd; 
With that oppreſſing God, that works her 
Halte to Cleanthes, my /Egyprian Friend; 
That only Man that Eg ypr ever made: 
He's my Lucina. Say my Friendſhip wants him. 
Lo help me bring to light a Manly Birth; 
Which to the wondring World I ſhalldiſcloſe, 
Or it he fail me, periſh in my Throes. [Exeunt Omnes. 
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ACT IL SCENE J. 
Enter Cleomenes, Cleanthes, Pantheus. 


Cleom. HE King ſent for me, ſay'ſt thou! and to Council! 
Clean. And I was coming t you, on that Meſſage, 
Juſt when T met Pantheus. 9 
Pant. Good Omen, Sir, of ſome intended Good, | 
Your Fortune mends: She reconciles apace, . | 
When Apt makes th' Advances. | 5 3 
Cleom. Riſe a Prophet. | 
For ſince his Father's Death, this Prolemy, 
Has minded me no more | 
Than Boys their laſt Years Gugaws. 
Petition on Petition; Prayer on Prayer, 
For Aid, or tree Diſmiſſion, all Unanſwer'd ; 
As Cleomenes Were not worth his Thought, 
Or He, that God, which Epicurus dreamt ; 
Diiclaiming Care, and lolling on a Cloud. 
Panth. At length, it ſeems it pleaſes him to wake. 
Cleanth, Yes, tor himſelf, not you; he's drench'd too deep, 
To wake on any Call, but his own danger: 
My Father, his wiſe Pilot, has obſervd 
The Face of Heaven, and ſees a gathering Storm, 
I know not from what Quarter, bur it threatens. 
And while it Threats, he wants ſuch hands as yours; 
But when ”tis o'er, the Thoughtleſs King returns, 
To Native ſloth, ſhift ſides, and ſlumbers on. 
Pazth, Sure, he'll remember to reward thoſe Hands, 
That help'd him from the plunge. | 
Cleanth. You Dream, Pantheas! 
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Of former times, " When 85 atitude was Virtue; 
Reward him! Yes, like A:/op's Snake, tlie wretch 
That warm'd him in his Boſom : We are Tools, 
Vile abject things-creared tor his uſe, 

As Beaſts for Men; as Oxen draw the Yoke, 
And then are ſacrific d. 
Clem. 1 would not uſe him fv. 

 Cleanth, You are not Ptolemy, 

Nor is he C//-ozeves. 

Cleom. il preſs him home, 

To give me my diſpatch; tew Ships will ſerve 
To bear my little Band and meto Greece; 

Iwill not ask him one of his Ag yprians ; 

No, let *em keep 'em all for res and Stallions, 
Fir only to beget their Succeſſors. 

Cleanth. Excepting one Egyptian, that's my ſelf. 

Cleom. Thou need'ſt not be excepted : Thou art t only, 
Miſplanted in a baſe degenerate Soil; 

But Nature when ſhe made thee, meant a Spartan. 
Panth, Then if your Father will but ſecond us. 
Cleanth. I dare not promiſe for him, but Pll try, 

He loves me, Love and Intereſt ſometimes 

May make a Stateſman honelt. 

Cleom. For the King, 
1know he'll not retuſe us, for he dares not; 
A Coward is the kindeſt Animal, 

*Tis the molt giving Creature in a fright. 

_ Cleanth. Say the molt promiſing, and there you hit him. 

Cleom. Well, Pll attack him on the thaking fide, 

That next his fearful Heart. 

| Enter Cœnus. 

Cænus. I come to mind you of the late Requeſt, 

Lou would not hear : Be pleas'd t'engage this Lord 

And then it may ſucceed. 

Cleom. Whac would'ſt thou, Cæuus? 

Caæœnus. ] brought along 

Some Horſes of the beſt Theſſalian breed, | 
High-ſpirited and ſtrong, and made for War; 

Theſe I would ſell the King. 

Cleom. Miſtaken Man: 

Thou ſhould'ſt have brought him Whores and Catamites 3 

Such Merchandice is fit tor ſuch a Monarch. 

Cleanth. Would'ſt thou bring Horſes here to ſhame our Men! ? 
Thoſe very words of Spirited and War, 

Are Treaſon in our Clime. 

Cleom. From the King downward, (if there be a downward, 
From Pto/emy to any of his Slaves !) 

No true /Feyptiaz ever knew in Horſes 
The Far Side from the Near. 

Cleanth. Cleomenes told thee true: Thou mouldlt have brought 

A ſoft pad Strumpet for our Monarch's uſe, 
Tho? thank'd be Hell, we want not one at home! * 
Our Maſter's Miſtr els, ſhe that Governs all. _ 
'Tis well ye Pow'rs, ye made us but £gyptians, 
You could not have impos'd 

On any other People ſuch a Load 

As an Efteminate Tyrant and a Woman. 

Cleom. Sell me thy Horſes, and at my return, 
When I have got from Conquer'd Greece the Pelf 
That Noble Sparta ſcorns, Pu pay their value. 

Cænus. Jult as you paid me tor the fair Eſtate 
I fold you there. 

Check. What's that you mutter ? 

C @nus, ( Ajide.) Nothing: That's what his Hopes are worth. 
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Passi. 1 fear hes gone away diſſatisfy'd. 
Cleanth. I'll make it up: Thoſe Horſes I preſent wu, 

You'll put *em to the uſe that Nature meant 'em. | 
Cleom. I burden you too much! 
Cleanth. If you reluſe, you burden me much more: 

A Trifle this, 

A ſinging Eunuch's price: A Pandar's Fee 

| Exceeds this Sum at Court. 

The King expects us. 
Cleom. Come atter us, Pπανν 

And bring my Boy Clæonidus along, 

Il thew his Youth this baſe Luxurious Court, 

Juit as in ſober Sparta we expoſe 

Our drunken H ene Only with deſign 


To wean our Children from the Vice of Wine. 
LY 


[Exennt, 
"SCENE IL The Apartment of Callandra. 8 


Euter Ring Prolemy, Soſybius with Papers * him. 


Pp; o/, No more of Buſinels, 
So/zb. Sir, the Council waits you! 


Pr J. Council! What's that? a pack of Bearded Slaves, 
Grave Faces, Sawcy Tongues, and Knaviſh Hearts, 
"Thar never leak one word, bur Selt's at bottom; 
"The Scavengers that iweep State. nuſances. 
And are themſelves the greateſt. P' no Council. 

Soi. Remember you appointed them, this day. 

Pio. had forgot, *rwas my Caſſanara's Birth- day. 

9. Your Brother A, g daily grows more dangetvus, 

And has the Souldiers Hearts. 
ol. Pl cut him off. 


Not ſo ſoon done as ſaid: The Spart. 17 King 
vs 0 ne d tor Advice aud W aits Without. 
70 'S | Zubin efSisSto Wait. 
1. Be ple 0 'd to Sign theſe Papers: They are all 
Gi cut concern! 
My 285 fare is of more. 
11 OW F coutd curſe my Name of Prolemy: 
For *tS lo long; it asks an Hour to write it; 
By Heav'n, Pl! change it into Joe or Mars ! 
Or any other civil Monoſylable, 
hat w il not tire my Hand, tis 
vH. Thete are for Common Good. [Shewing Papers. 
Piol. | am glad of that: be” 
1 FRO tall be ſure to Walt. 
So/z5. Orders to pay the Soldiers, ripe for Win; 
They may Revolt. 
Pol. To whom ? 
Sojyv, The Man you fear: 
You! Brother, Mavas. 
Peel. That's indeed the danger : 
Give me the Phyſick: Let me ſwallow quick----- 
There's Proleyy for that: Now, not one more, 
For every Minute I expect C * ara 
Jo call me to the Muſick, 


che ſhould find me at this rare Employment, 
Ot Signing out her Treaſures? 


och. The reſt are only Grants to her yu love, 
And places for her Friends. 
Pol. PI Sign 'em all; were every one a Province: 
Thou know If her Humour, not to brook denial ! 


And then a Quarrel on her Birth- day too 
Would be of 11] prelage. 
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[Ss ci more Papers. 
Enter 


The Spartan-ttcro, 453 
Enter Caſſandra, Women. 71 
Caſſand. Iheard you waited, but you'll pardon me, 
1 was not ſooner Drelt. a Rr 
Prol. Thus I begin my Homage to the Day, _ [Kiſſes hei hand. 


That brought me ſoctha Miltrets, and am proud 
To be your foremoit slave. 1 | 
Caſſand. Our little Entertainment waits; not worth 
A longer Ceremony, pleaſe to Grace it? 6 
| | 


vo 


The SCENE OPeNs and diſcovers Caſſandraꝰs Apartment. Muſicians and Dan- 


cers ——Ptolemy /eads in Caſſandra: Solybius follows ——They Sit. Towards 
the end of the Song and Dance, Enter Cleomenes and Cleanthes on one ſide of the 


Stage, where they ſtand. 


3 + 4 : 
F Bn + 1 i 
9 5 * 1 
g . 


O, " poor ſuf ring Heart 1» Change endeavour, Love has in flore for me one h 


I can dye with her, but not live without her. 
One tender Sigh of hers to ſee vie Languiſh, 


| | a 5 | "Pp Minute, 
| Chooſe to ſuſt ain the ſmart, rather than leave ber; And She will end my pain who did begin it; 
My raviſh d Eyes behold fuch Charms about her, Then no day void of Bliſs, or Pleaſure leaving, 
Ades ſball ſlide away without perceiving : 
Cupid ſhall guard the Door the more to pleale us, 


will more than pay the price of my paſt AngmFh : Aud keep out Time and Death when they would ſeize us: 
Beware, O cruel Fair, how you ſmule on me, Time and Death ſhall depart, and ſay in flying, 
"Tiwas 4 kind Look of yours that has undone me. Love has found out 4 way to Live by Dying. 


After the Muſick is over, Cleomenes ſpeaks. 


Cleom. (to Cleanth.) Is this the Council of th' gta King? 
And am I call'd upon the Grave Debate, 5 
To judge of trilling Notes and tripping Feet? 
Cleanth, Tis ofa piece with all the reſt of Ptolemy ! 
A Singing and a Dancing Government. 
O Apt, Agypt | Thou art grown the Lees 
Of all the World: The flime of thy own/Ve. 
Sure, we had neither Human Sires, nor Mothers ; 
The Sun and Vile begot us, ware fo Cowardly, 
And yet ſo proud; 1⁰ many Gods we have, 


* 


And yet not One——— 


Cleom. No more — They ſeem to gaze on me with wonder. 


Cleanth. And well they may to ſee a Man in Ægypt. 
King, Caſſand. Soſyb. riſe and come forward, 


Pol. Welcome! Royal Stranger! 
Not only to my Court, but to my Boſom. Ee 
Cleom. I heard you ſent for me; but on what Buſineſs 
Am yet to learn. „ Les - 
Prol. The greateſt in the World: To ſee the Man, 
Whom even his Foes extol, his Friends adore, 
And all Mankind admire. 
Cleom. Say rather, Sir, 
A Man forſaken of his better Stars 
A baniſh'd Prince; The ſhadow ofa King. 
Ptol. My Fathers Friend. | | 
Cleom. T muſt not think fo vainly of my felt, 
To be what you have ſaid, leſt it upbraid you, 
To let your Fathers Friend, for three long Months, 
Thus Dance attendance for a word of Audience. 
Caſſand. Now, by my Soul, 'tis nobly urg'd : He ſpeaks 
As if he were in Sparta, on his Throne; „ 
Not asking Aid; but granting: 
How little looks our Pageant Prince to him 8 
This is the only King I ever ſaw. . 
Cleom, By all the Gods; when I have ſtood repuls'd 
Before your Gates, and could not gain admittance, 
I have not Sigh'd ſo much for my own ſorrows, 
5 Vol. II. Nun 
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As I have bluſh'd for your 1 Uſage. 
Cleanth. Not a word, Ptoler 
Aſham'd by all that 's good to be miſcalbd 
A King, when this is preſent. 
Cleom. Think you 'tis nothing 
For me to beg; That I conſtrain my Temper 
To ſue for Aid, which you ſhould firſt have offer d. 
Believe me, Ptolemy, a Noble Soul | 
Does much that asks: He gives you pow'r t'oblige him. 6 
Know, Sir, There's a proud Modeſty in merit, | 
Averſe from begging ; and refolv'd to yay 
Ten times the Gift it asks. 
Prot. Ihave been to blame; 
And you have juſtly tax'd my long A 
lam Voung, and am a Lover; and how far. 
Fair Eyes may make even Kings forgetful. Look, 
And read my beſt Excuſe. A 
(leanth. O Miracle! He bluſhes ! [ Afide. 
The firſt 11 Virtue I have ever ſeen Ge: 
Upon that Face- 
Caſſand. J am ſorry, Sit: y*have made me your Excuſe; 
As it Iſtood betwixt the Good you meant, 
And imercepted every Royal Grace. 
Nou in my own Defence I mult ſolicite 
All his concerns as mine: 
And if my Eyes have pow'r, He ſhould not ſue 
In vain, nor linger with a long delay. 
Prol. Well! Dll conſider. 
Caſſand. Say that word again, 
And 'n conſider too. 
Pol. Prithee be ſatisfy d, He ſhall be aided, 
Or Il no more be King. | 
Cleaath. When wert thou one? For ſhame, for ſhame, ye Gods, [Afa. 
That &er you put it in a Strumpets Power, 
To do fo good a Deed! 
Cleow. I am a Spartan, Madam, ſcarce of Words: i 
u' c have but juſt enough to ſpeak our Meaning. 
Be thank'd : That's all 1 could have faid to Jove, 
Had Jodie, like you, reſtor'd me to my Crown. 
Soſyb. Fe to Cleo.) The Gods have glv'n you, Sir, the ſpeedy means 
To ſatisfie your Debt of Gratitude. | 
(dium. Oh make me happy: Tell me how this Sword . 
(Thisand my Heart are all that's lett me now) 
Can be Employ d to ſerve the Crown of Ægypt. | 
__ Cleanth. Well ſaid Father: Thou art a true Stateſman. [Afede. 
S0 75 for ſo much, is the way at Court. Mw 
Seb. My King has in the Camp a Younger Brother, 
Valiant they ſay, but very Popular: 
He gets too far into the Soldier's Grace ; 
And Inches out my Maſter. 
Cleom, Is the King 
Aſſur'd of this, by any Overt-Act; 
Or any cloſe Conſpiracy reveaPd? 
Ptol. He has it in his pow'r to be a TIEN? 
And chat's enough. 
Sofyb. He has jt in his will too: 
_ Elſe why this Oſtentation of his Virtues, 
His Bounty, Valour, and his Temperance ? 
Why are they thus expos'd to publick View ? 
But as a "ens ſet beſides a Monſter, 
10 make an Odious Compariſon; 
As if his Brother wanted what he boaſts ? 
P:ol. What's to be done with him? 
(aſſand. There needs no more, I think, but to contrive e, 


Wich 


1 


| ates 
7 he Spartan-Hero. 


With Secrely, and Safety, to Diſpatch him.“ 

_ Cleanth, I thank thee, that thou haſt not Cozen'd me 

In this Advice: For two good deeds together 

Had been too much.in Conſcience for thy calling, 

Ptol. He Dies, that's out of doubt. 
Cleom. Your Brother, Sir! 

Prol. Why do you ask that Queſtion ? 
C/cow. Becauſe I had a Brother, 

(Oh grief to ſay I had, and have not now) 

Wile, Valiant, Temperate; and in ſhort a Spartan! 

Had all the Virtues, which your Counſellor 

Imputed to your Brother, as his Crimes: 

He Lov'd me well; fo well, he could but die, 

To ſhew he Lov'd me better than his Life: 

He lolt it for me in Suit Field; 

And went the greateft Ghoſt of all our name, 

That ever had a Brother or a King. POE 

Soſyb. Wipe off the Tears, that ſtand upon your Eyes; 

Good Nature works too far. Kings have no Brothers: 

What Men call ſuch are Rivals of their Crowns; 

Yours tim'd his Death, ſo as to Merit Grief, 

Who knows, but he laid in, by that laſt Action, 

The means to have betray*d you, had he Liv*d. 

Cleom. I would fay ſomething ; but I curb my paſſion, 

Becauſe thou art the Father to my Friend. 

To you, Sir, this: It you Condemn your Brother, 

Oaly becauſe he's Bounteous, Great, and Brave: 

Know you Condemn thoſe Virtues,own you want 'em. 

Had you a Thouſand Brothers, ſuch as he, 

You ought to ſhew you are above *em all; 

By daring to Reward, and Cheriſh 'em, 

As Bucklers of your Crown in time of War ; 

And in ſoft Peace, the Jewels that adorn it. 12 
Caſſand. I ſtand Corretted, Sir, he ought to Live. 
Ptol. I think ſo too. 8 
Soßb. I do not with his Death, 3 

Howe'er ſeem'd to give that rugged Counſel. 

Cleanth, Well faid again Father! Comply, comply : 

Follow the Sun, True Shadow. | 

Soſyb. L only wiſh my Matter may be fafe ; 

But there are Mercenaries in the Army, 5 
Three thouſand Greeks, the Flower of all our Troops, 
Like Wolves indeed among Agyptian Lambs; 

If theſe Revolt — (I do not ſay they will) 

But if your Brother pleaſe to take the Crown: 

And be not good enough to let you Reign, 

Thoſe Greats where er they go, will turn the Scale. 
Ptol. What think you, Cleomene s 
Cleom. He ſays true. 8 
Ptol. Then Magas muſt not live. 

Cleom. That does not follow: 

Fear not thoſe Mercenaries: They are mine; 

Devoted to my Intereſt; Commanded by my Nod: 

They are my Limbs of War, and I their Soul: 

Were they in Arms againſt you at your Gates; 

High in their Rage, and fix d upon the Spoil, 

Should I ſay, Hold; nay, ſhould I only Frown, 

They could not bear my Eyes, but Aw'd and Maſter'd, 

Like Lyons to their Keepers, would couch and fawn 

And diſobey their Hunger. 
Prol. Wondrous Man! 

How I admire thy Virtue! 
Caſſand. And his Genius; 

Some are born Kings, 1 

Vol. II. Nun 2 
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Made up of three parts Fire, bo tull of Heaven, 
It ſparkles sat their Eyes: Interior Souls, | 
Know 'em as ſoon as ſeen, by ſure inſtinct, 
To be their Lords, and naturally Worſhip 
The ſecret God Within 'em. 
Soſyv. Sir, I humbly beg 


A word in private — 75 Prol, 
Prot. Madam! Caſſand. You may go. 
. Cleanthes, follow me. IEX. Ptol- Soſyb. Cleintzes 


Enter Cleonidas. 
Cleonid. Pantheus brought me hither to attend you. 
(tom. And thou art w relcome, but thou com'tt too late. 
Caſſand. Your Page of Honour! 

Cleonid, The mittake is ealie in ſuch a Court as 5his 
Where Princes look like Pages. A 

(Cleom. Tis my Son! e 

Caſſand. 1 mult have leave to love you, Royal Youth: 


Above all Nations I Adore a Greek, 


And of all Greeks a Spartan. = [Looking on Cleom, A 
(com. What he ts, wy Ph | 
And what I am, are owing to your Favour. / gy ER 5 
Caſſand. (to Cleonid.) Sball f not be your Miſtreſs? [Looking on Cleom. 
(leonid. No, for I would not get Egyptians. . DES R 
Caſſand. For what, Sir, do you' take us? 
Clegpid, For what you are, | ne 
hen the Gods moulded up the Paſte of Man, „ 
Some of their Dough was left upon their hands, 
For want of Souls: And fo they made Ag tians: 
They were intended for four Feet; and when 
They come to run before our Noble Spartans, 
They'it curſe the Gods for the Iwo Legs they ow'd ? em. 
Caſſaad, Then ſince you will not ler 1 me be your Miſtreſs, 
Would I had been your Mother. 15 i Looking fill 4 ; Cleom. 
(leon. So would not I: 
For then I had not been all Spartan. 
CA and. (Aſide.) He anſwers not my Glances fupid Man! 
My tender Looks; my languiſhing Regards, 
Are ke miſ- aiming Arrows, loſt in Air, 
And mils the flying ; Prey. 


While She walks, Cleom. and ed. are looking on 4 Picturę hanging 0 on the frat 
of the Scenes. She takes oat. a Pocket-Glaſs and looks in it. 

Theſe E. es I Thank the Gods 

Are ſtill the ſame: The Diamonds are not dimm' d: 

Nor in their Luſtre: Loſt in Ptolemy : 

Small Boaſt : Alas! Prolemy has no Soul, 

I 1s hat he wants, I love in Cleamenes : 

Perhaps he dares not think 1 would be Lov'd, 

Then muſt Lmake the advance; and making loſe 


The vait Prerogative our Sex enjoys, 


Ot being Courted firſt: Courted | To what? 
Jo our wn Wiſhes : There's the point; but ſtill, 
Jo ſpeak our wiſhes firſt; forbid it, Pride, 
Forbid it Modeſty: Tr ue, they forbid it, 
zut Nature does not: When we. are.a T hirſt, 
Or Hupgry, will imperious Nature ſtay? 
Not Eat nor Drink, before 'tis bid, Fall on: 
Well Sex, if this mult be, 


That I muſt not invite: I may at leaſt be ſuffer d, 


Io lay ſome kind Occaſion in his way, 


That if he dare but ipeak, he may ſucceed. 
/e tarns towards ? em, and objerves what theyre doing. Cleom: turns aud 
meets her. Cleonid. 2 feull on the Picture. 
Cleo, I durſt not have preſum'd co interrupt 
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The 8 partan Hero. 477 
Your private Thoughts, | 
Caſſand. They wholly were imploy'd in ſerving you ; 
But durſt nor, and preſume, are words of Fear; 
] thought they were not in your Spartan Tongue ; 5 
For my fake, baniſh' em: 3370: TSS 
On what were you ſo open cinpioy 'd, 
You would not look this way 
Cleom, A Picture, Matath 
Caſſand. View it agen, tis worth a ſecond Sight, 
Your Son obſerves it ſtill: ?T'were well to help 
My Lover's Underſtanding, : [Goes with him to the Picture. 
Know youthis Piece, young Prince! ? e ny 
Cleon. Some Battle, 1 believe; r in that Thought, 
] gaze with ſuch Delig lt. 
Cleom. Some Rape, "Igueſs. 
Caſſand. That's near the true Deſign, and yet miſtaken, 1 
"Tis Paris bearing from your Spartan Shore 
The Beauteous Elen: How do you approve it ? 
Cleom. Not in the leaſt, for ?tis a ſcurvy piece- 
Caſſand. And yet: tis known to be Ade lles Hand; 
The Style is his, you grant he was a Maſter. 
Cleom. 'Tis fcur vy {till, becauſe it repreſents 
A baſe diſhoneſt Act; to violate 
All Hoſpitable Rites, to forceaway, r. 
His BenefaQtors Wife: Ungratefil Villain! „ 
And fe the Gods, th'avenging Gods have ug l. 
Cleonid. Was he a Spar tan King that Tufjer'd, this? 
sure he reveng'd the Rape? . 
Cleom. He did, my Boy, 
And flew the Raviſher. 
Caſſaud. Look hetter, Sir, youll find] it Was NO oRape; 
Mark well that Helen in her Lover's Arms: 
Can you not ſee, {he but affects to ſtrive ; 
She heaves not up her hands to He av'n for help, 
But hugs the kind Companion of her Flight. 
See how her tender E ingers ſtrain his ſides; 1 It, 
*Tis an Embrace; a Graſping of Deſire; SES: 
Avery Belt of Love, that Girds his Wake 
She looks as if ſhe did not fear to fall, 
But only loſe her Lover if ſhe fell: 
Obſerve her Eyes, how ſlow they ſeem to row]; 
Their Wiſhing Looks, and Languiſhon his Face: 
Obſerve the whole Deſign, and you wou d Swear, 
She Raviſh'd Paris, and not Paris, Her. | 
Cleom. Sparta has not to Boaſt of ſuch a Woman; 7 2 
Nor Troy to thank her, for her ill-plac'd Love. 
Ca ſſand. But Paris had. As for the War that follow 'd, 
Twas but a Fable of a Grecian Wit. pe. . 
To raiſe the Valour of his Countrymen: . „ 
Tor Menelaus was an Honeſt Wretch; | RS 
A Tame good Man, that never durſt reſent 
A meer Convenient Husband, Dull and Slaviſh ; 
By Nature meant the thing the Lovers made him. 
Cleom. His Goodneſs aggravates their Crime the 0 more: : 8 
Had Menelaus ug'd his Helles ill, 5 1 
Had he been Jealous, or diltr ulted both, . 75 gs | 
1 would allow a grain or two, tor Lore, 5 — | 
And plead in their Excuſe. 
Caſſand. There was their ſafety that 805 Was not Jeatous 7 
What would you more of him? He was a Fool, 
And put the happy means into their hands. 
Cleom, I cannot much commend my Countryman. 
Caſſand. Indeed, my Lord, your Countryman was dull, 
That did not under ltand ſo plains Courtſhip. _ 
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Have Spartans Eye es for nothing | ? not to E 
So manifeſt a Paſſion ! 
Cleom, Yes too well. [ Aſide, 
Madam, your Goodneſs intereſts you too much 
In Hellen's Cauſe. I have no more to urge, 
But that ſhe was a Wife: That Word, a Wife, 
Tn ſpight of all your Eloquence condemns her. 
Ca{ſand. You ar gue juſtly; therefore *rwas a Crime : 
But 155 ſhe been a Miſtreſs, not a Wife, 
Her Love had beena Virtue, to for fake 
The Nauſeous Bed ot a loath'd fulſome King ; 
And fly into a ſprightly Lovers Arms. 
Her Love had been a Merit to her Pars. 
Jo leave her Country, and whats more, her Kingdom: 
With a Poor Fugitive Prince to Sail away, 
And bear her Wealth along to make him happy. 
Clem. You put your Picture in the faireſt Light: 
But both the Lovers broke their plighted Vows; 
He to Oenone, She to Aſenelaus. 
Caſſand. The Gods that made two Fools had done more juſtly 
To have match'd AMfenelaus with Oenore: 
Think better of my Picture, it deſerves _ 
A Second thought: It ſpeaks! The Hellen ſpeaks. 
Cleonid, It ſpeaks /Fgyprian then; a baſe Diſhoneſt Tongue. 5 
Caſſand. Vou are too Young to underſtand her Language. [To Cleonidas, 
Do not thank me, [To Cleomenes. 
Jill T have brought your buſineſs to perfection: 5 
Doubt not my kindneſs; nothing ſhall be NERVE 
To make your Voyage happy. 
Clrom. 1 only tear th*Excels of your full Bounty! 
Togive me more than what my wants require. [Exeunt Clevin, and Cleonid, 
Caſſaud. Meaning, perhaps, my Perſon and my Love! 
I would not think irjlo: and yet | tear, | 
And while I tear, his Voyage {hall be hinder'd. 
No breath of Wind 
Can ſtir, to watt him hence, unleſs I pleaſe: 
I am the Goddeſs that commands the Seas. 
In Vain he Vowsat any other Shrine, | re ak 
My Heart is in his Hands; his Fate's in mine. [Exit Caſſand. 


ACT m. SCENE J. 
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Table 6 —— Ptolemy, Soſy Ti Caſſandra, ſitting : Ptolemy at the Upper end, 
C alſandra on one ſide, Solybius on the other. 
pro Mult conteſs *twas Obvious. 
Sb. He faid he could Command em with his N od: 
Can he do this with Mercenaries, rais'd 
Not at his Charge, but yours ? by you maintain'd : 
 Whar could he more, had they been Spare born ? 
Caſſand, What would you hence inter? 
So What you obſerv'd ? 
Some are born Kings, and ſo isCleomenes: 
Caſſand. A great Soul dares not call himſelf a Villain: 
He has that Intereſt, and will uſe it nobly; 
Lo ſerve, and not to ruine his Protector. 
5 b. Is Egypt's ſafety, and the Kings, and Yours, 
Fit to be ro on a bare ſuppoſe, | 
That he is Honeſt? Honeſt, let him be; 
But on his own Experiment, not ours! 
Man 1s but Man; Unconſtant ſtill, and Various; 
There's no to Morrow in him, like to Day. 


perhaps 
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Perhaps the Atoms rowling in his Brain, 
Make him think honeſtly this preſent hour; 
The next, a {warm of baſe ungrateful Thoughts 
May mount aloft: And where's our Ah then ? 
Who would truſt Chance? Since all Men have the Seeds 
Ot Good and Ill, which ſhould work upward firſt. | 
Caſſand. All men! then you are one; and by that Rule, 
Your wicked Atomes may be working now 
To give bad Council, that you ſtill may Govern. 
Soſyb. I would the King would Govern. | 
Caſſand. Becauſe you think I have too much Command. 
P:o;, Would you would rule me both by turns, in quiet, 
And let me take my Eaſe! _ 
Caſſand. Then my turn's firſt. 
S890. Our Maſter's ſafety, in found reaſon, ought 
To be preferr'd to both. ' 5 43 1 
Ptol. So thinks Caſſandra too. 3 
Caſſana. No, Court Sohbius, and caſt Caſſandra off. 
Ptol. What have I ſaid, or done, e ng” 
To merit this unkindneſs? 3481 Þ 
Tell me but what you think of Clomeres, 
And be my Oracle. | . 
Caſſand. I know him grateful. i 
Soſyb. To know him grateful, is enough for Jove. 
Caſſand. And therefore not too much for me in Feypt : 
Ifay, I know him honeſt. 
Ptol. Then I know it. 
Now may Soſybius ſpeak ?. FTE TER 
Caſſand. He may; but not to contradict my knowledge. 
Sofjb. Then I concur, to let him go for Greece; 
And wiſh our Agypt fairly rid of him. 
For, as our Apis, rho? in Temples fed, 
And under Golden Roots, yet loaths his food, 
Becauſe reſtrain'd; and longs to roam in Meads, ' 
Among the Milky-Mothers of the Herd 
So, Cleomenes, kept by force in Ag pt, 
Is ſullen at our Feaſts, abhors our Dainties, 
And longs to change em for his Spartan Broth. | 
He may be dang'rous here: Then fend him hence, 
With aid enough to Conquer all he loſt, 
And make him formidable to Mankind. 
Caſſand. He may be formidable then to us, 
That thou woud'ſt ay. f 7 hf 
Sofyb. No: for you know him grateful, | 
Caſſand. Would thou would'ſt learn ro ſpeak without a double, 


* , * - * 
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Thoũ Dh Statem a. o bn [Res. 
Sofyb. Would I could know your Wiſhes that I might: "ta 

I would but ſmooth their way and make em eaſie [ Bowing; 
Caſſand. Good Old Man! Fe” [ Smiling. 


Alittle over Zealous, but well meaning. 
My wiſhes are the honour of my King. — 
That Ptolemy may keep his Royal wordʒ e 
And I my promiſe to procure this aid. Ai WE 50 
If to be Miſtreſs, ſignifies Command. Te 
Let this be done: It not, the King may find. GN, 
Another Beauty, worthier of his Bed; 
 AndTIanother Lover, leſs ungrateful. LS 

Prol. Let Egypt fink before that fatal dax. 
No, we are one: Caſſandra, we are one: 124 
Or am nothing: Thou art Prolemm. 

Caſſand. Now you deſerve to be the firſt of Kings, 
Becauſe you rank your ſelf the firſt of Lovers. 
What can Ido to ſhow Caſſandra grateful? 
Nothing but this. 


To 


"RI SI 
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wo CTHhaoMenes, 


| T9 


Jo be ſo nice in my concerns for ou 
To doubt where Doubts are not: To be too ſearful: 
To raiſe a Bug- bear Shadow of a Danger, 

- And then be trighted, tho? it cannot reach you. 780 
Soſzb. Be pleas'd to name your apprehenſions, Madam. ; wn 
Caſſand. Plain Souls like mine, judge others by themſelves: 

Therefore hold our Cleamtnes honeſt: NON! | 
But ſince *ris poſſible, tho? barely ſo; 


That he may prove ungrateful, = 2 
would have pledges given us of his Faith, ow 


His Wite, his Mother, and his Son, be lett 110 
As Hoſtages in TRD,,ʒ ʒ ft I he 6 
Sf;zv, Admirable ! | 

Some God inſpir'd you with this prudent Counſel. 
Pol. Ithought fo too, but that I durſt not ſpeak.” -- 
Soſyb. Leave me to manage this. 8 8 240 
Caſſand. My beſt Soßbiu ss = TS £4.) 2 HERE 
Bur do it ſurely, by the eaſieſt means, ox GI E320 
Intuſe it gently ; do not pour it down; 


Let him not think he ſtands ſuſpected here; 445 e eee 

And leaſt of all, by Me. | 0 ttt | 
Soſyb. He ſhall not, Madam. 

Now, Sir, th'Illumination-Feaſt attends yon 


For Apis has appear IId. 
Ptol. Why then I muſt be formal. a alt 

Go to the Temple. 1 5 [4 TV 
Come, my tair Caſſandra, 5 . 

That i may have an Object worth my Worſhip. [A. 

Ca ſſand. The God that I adore is in my Breaſ t: 
This is the Temple: This is the Sacrifice: OOTY 

But to the Pow'rs Divine we make Appeal, WES e 
Vith great Devotion, and with little Zeal. [Exeunt Ptol. aud Caſſand. 
900. Solus. Yes, yes, it ſhall be done; but not her way. 


1 


Call in my Son Cleanthes, This Caſſandra 

Is ourenchaating Syren. She that Sings 

Our Srolimp into tecure Deſtruction : 

In vain ICounſel him t'avoid his Ruine: | 

Theſe Women-Charmers, Ohthey have a Devil „ LEON 

Too ſtrong to diſpoſſeſs. Call in my Son. "| [Goes to the Door. 

Euter Cleanthes. wn 3 

Cleanth, Are you Cleomeness Friend, 

Or only ſeem you ſuch? : „e of 
C.leanth. To ſeem to be, and not to be what I ſeem, 

Are things my honeſt Nature underſtands not. 


Soy. But you,muit love your King and Country more. 
Cleanth, Les, when l have a King and Count) 
That can deſerve my Love! i e 
Tępt, as tgyÞt is, deſerves it not: eg 
A Feople, balerthan the Beaſts they worſhip : DIV. 
Below their Pot-herb-gods that grow in Gardens. 
'The King 7 e A 
Seb. Go to, young Man, what e'er he be. 
I mulr not hear my Matter vilify d. e AD JI 
Cleanth, Why did you name him then? Were lat Pray rs, 
And even for you, whom as my Soul L loves 
It Prolemy ſhould come a- croſs my Thoughts - 
A Curſe would follow where I meant a Bleſſing, '' | + 
Soſyb, Tis well, 'tis well, I am ſo fond a Father; 
Thoſe words were death in any other Mouth: 
I know too much of you, you love the Spartan, % 13h 
Beyond your King and County. YA 
Cee: L 44349) 
So Noble, I would own it tothe Gods, 
And they be proud to hear it. 


a. ” M0 a , : * * * / __ 4 + —_— 
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Soſyb. Confeſs you love him better than your Father. 
C/eanth. No; but ] love him equal with my Father: 
Soſyb. Say better, and ſay true: 

If we were oppoſite, and one mult fall, 

Whom would'ſt thou Save? | 
Cleanth. Neither; for both would die, 

| Before I could reſolve. 

Sofyb. If I command thee, 

To breake thy Friendſhip with him, would'ſt thou? 


. . 


Cleanth. No. 
Soi. Why then thou haſt confeſs'd, thou lov'ſt him more: 
Cleanth. Not ſo: For ſhould he bid me diſobey, 
Or not love you: Thus would I anſwer him, 
As J have anſwer'd you. | 
Soſyb. Ungrateful Boy! 
 Cleanth. You bid me tell you true, and this is my reward. 
Soſyb. Go from my Sight. 
Cleanth. I will; but would not go 
Without your Bleſſing. 
Sofyb. O, fo well I love thee, 
That I could Curſe thee for not loving me: 
Stay, I would ſend thee ona Meſſape to him, 
Pur hat rear thy Faith, EE EnetiS 
© Cleanth. You wrong my Piety. 


> 


Soſyb. It much concerns my Intereſt, which is thine ; 
Would'ſt thou deliver what I have to ſay ? | 
Would'ſt thou induce his Reaſon to comply? 
Cleanth. Both ; granting your Propoſals Honourable : 
If not, employ ſome Mercenary Tongue, 
The Court affords you ſtore: And ſpare my Vertue! 
S9jzb. ] would have Clomenes lent away, 
With Royal Aid. . 
Cleanth. You promis'd him he ſhould. 5 
5b. And would have thee perſwade him to this Voyage, 
CCleanth. A welcome Errand: Oh my dear, dear Father. 
Soſyb. But on my terms, mark that; my terms, Cleanthes. 
Cleanth, I tear'd the Stateſman in you. 
So/yb.. | would have £gypt ſafe; that's all my Intereſt : 
And therefore he mult leave behind for Pawns, 
His Mother, Wite and Son. - Es 
Cleanth. Tis clogging of a Gift; *Tis baſe, mean Council; 
I hope you gave it not. | 
Soßb. No, *twas Caſſandra 
But ſhe would have that Odium caſt on me, 
J am her Beaſt of Burden, and muſt bear it. 
Cleanth. I never can belye fo good a Father 
But this Pl do, Pe . 
The Meſſage ſhall be faithfully deliver'd, 
And all the Strumpet ſtand expos'd to ſhame. | 
So. Thou hit'ſt my meaning; but he mult be ſecret ; 
Muſt ſeem to take the Favour as from Her; 
And lay the hardſhip of the Terms on me. 
Cleanth. He ſhall. 
S2b. And thou wilt Gild this bitter Pill: 
For there's no other way to go from hence, 
But leaving theſe behind. 


Cleanth. A Beam of thought comes glancing on my Soul. [Aſde. 
I'll undertake it, | [Tohis Father. 
The Pledges ſhall be left. 
Sofyb. My belt Cleant hes. [ Embraces him. 
But haſte, and loſe no time Re eee ns 
Cleanth. I am all on Fire to ſerve my Friend and Father. [Exit Cleanthes, 


Sofyb. (Alone.) This Cleomenes ought to be diſpatch'd ; 
Difpatch'd the ſafeſt way: He ought to die; 3 
Vol. IE Oo | Not, 
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Nor, that I hate his Virtue; but I fear it: 

The Miſtreſs drives my Counſels to the Leeward; 

Now I mult edge upon a point of Wind; 

And make flow \ way, recovering more and more, 

Till J can bring my Veſſel fate aſhore. e Soſyb. 

SCENE of Temple with Illuminations. An Altar, Apis "arg above; Prieſts 
and Choriſters. Ptolemy, Caſſandra, Courtiers, Men and Women, all decently plac'd. 
Muſick, Inſtrumental aud Vocal. Then Ptolemy taking Caſſandra by the Hand, ad- 
ziances to the Altar of Apis, bowing thrice, and gives the High Prieſf Parſe. "Soft 
Muſick all the while Ptolemy and Caſſandra are adoring and ſpeaking. 
Prol. Soul ofthe Univerſe, and ſource of Lite, 

Immortal Apts, thou thrice Holy Fire, 

Hear Fg pt” Vos and mine; if as we dream, 


opa Earth Impregnated With Flame, 
Spr ung the firſt Man; 


Preterve thy. Primitive Plantation here. 

hen for my felt thy Type, and thy V icegerent, 
Rowl from my Loins a long Deſcent of Kings, 
Nied of C 20 ˙dra a's kindly Blood and mine.“ 
line be ſhe only, and I only hers. 

anch when I ſhall reſolve again to thee, 

May the ſurvive me, and be Queen of Agypt: 
Hear Ron and firm it with ſome happy Omen. 


[ 1s Augury portenaing mY Succeſs ar tes from the Altar 
Oase. Apis be prais\Q tor this Auſpicious Omen. 
Ptol. hom ing retires and ſeems pleas d. 
(4:1, Kzcelss,) Great Pow rof Love! who ſpread'ſt thy gentle Fire 
Thro' humane Hearts, art every where Ador'd; 
Accont thete Vows, in ſhew to Apis paid, 
\n make his Altar thine: Hear not that Wretch! 
Rog: wiehs Prayers, were not addrels'd to thee; 
Oz oaly hear his laſt, that T may Reign. 
e Che, mine, and mine alone: 


G's Ve 1 flight ſecure, a fate arrival, 


41d Crown Sar Wiſhes in each others Arms. 
i Tp zus, and firm it with ſome happy Omen. 


[ A bad Omen aries. f om the Flames of 1 Alter. 


A 


bs Avert thus Omen, Apis. 


. (Riſe leg.) Accurs'd be thou, Graſs- eating fodder'd God! 
Accus ya thy e | more accurs'd thy Prieſts! 0 


150 WI ain at Shrin 2 1 ? dr n da. Re.” 

© 11:5 "13S tOmakea Vow with Empty Hands: 

it Off INES ar e the Prieſthoods only care; 

They take the Money, and Heaven hears the Prayer. 
WI i Wut 2 Bribe their Oracles are mute, 

4nd their Inſtructed Gods refuſe the Suit. 


* xit Caſſand. ia 4 Fur), ue and Attendants follow: Scene cloſes, 


SCENE, The Port of Alexandria. 


Enter 5 and Cleanthes. 
(Com. The Pr opolitions are unjuſt and hard; 
4nd if | ſwallow 'em, ?tis as we take 
Phe Wrath of Heaven. 
we mult have patience, for they will be Gods, 
And give us no account of what we ſuffer. 
Cleanth, My Father much abhors this middle way, 
Berwtxt a Gift and Sale of Courteſie: 
Buc'tis the Miſtreſs, {he that ſeem'd fo kind, 
Is ſhe, that bears ſo hard a hand upon you: 5 
She hat would half Oblige, and half Affront. 2 
Cleom. Let her be what ſhe is: That's Curſe enough, 
Bur uch a Wife, a Mother, anda Son“ 


Oh 
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Oh ſure, ye Gods! when ye made this vile fo yot : 
Yelittle thought, they ſhould be Mortgag'd here! 
My only Comtort 
Is, that [truſt theſe precious Pawns with thee: 
For thou art fo religiouſly a Friend, 
That I would ſooner leave 'em in thy hands, 
Than if I had ſecurity from Heav'n, 
And all the Gods to anſwer for their ſafety: 
Cleanch, Yes, yes, they ſhall be ſafe, 
And thou ſhalt have a pledge, 
As ſtrong as Friend{hip can make over to thee. 
Deny me not, for I mult go with thee, | 
And ſhare what Fate allots for thee in Greece. [Cleomencs looks diſcontenter 
Nay caſt not on me that forbidding frown; TY | 
But ler me be their pawn, as they are thine: 
So ihall have thee wholly to my ſelt, 
And be thy Wife, thy Mother, and thy Son, 
As thou art all to me. e | 
Cleom. Oh Friend! 85 [Sol and wipes hb. 
Cleanth. What would'ſt thou ſay, my better part? 
Cleom. No more, but this, that thou art too unkind, 
When even in kindneſs thou would'ſt overcome. 
Cleanth, Let me be proud, and pardon thou my Pride; 
Baſe, Worthleſs gt has no other Pawn, | 
To Counter- balance theſe, but only me. 
T was on ſuch terms alone, I durſt propoſe it: 
Shalt thou leave theſe ? 
And I not leave a Father, whom I love? 
Come, come, it mult be ſo. 
We'll give each other all we have beſides ; 
And then we ſhall be even. | Here they are! 
] leave thee. Break thoſe tender Ties of Nature, 
As gently as thou canſt; they muſt be broken [Going, returns. 
But when thou ſeeſt Caſſandra, curb thy Spleen; 
Seem to receive the kindneſs as from her: 
And if thou think'it I love thee, for my fake, = ” 
Remembring me, ſtrive to forget my Father. pe [Exit Cleanth. 
Euter Cleora, Cratiſiclea, and Cleonidas. . 
Cleom. But how can ] ſuſtain to tell *em this, Malling from em. 
Even in the gentleſt Terms. | 2 
There are not words in any Tongue ſo ſoft 
AsI would uſe: The Gods muſt make a new one, 
It they would have me ſpeak. _ > 
Crat. How! King of Sparta! When your Fortune ſmiles, 
A Glorious Sun-ſhine, and a Gloomy Soul. 
The Gods love chearfulneſs, when they are kind; 
They think their Gifts deſpis*d, and thrown away 
On ſullen thankleſs Hearts. 
Cleor. I hear my deareſt Lord that we ſhall go. 
Cleom. Go! . 
Cleon. What a mournful Echo makes my Father! 
By Mars, he ſtifles Go upon his Tongue; 
And kills the joyful ſound, he ſpeaks ſo low, 
That Heaven mult Liſten if it hear his thanks- 
Cleom. Yes, I ſhall go; but how? 
Cleor. With Azypr's aid. ron cod 
Cleon. With his own Soul and Sword, a Thouſand ſtrong ; 
And worth ten Agypts, and their ten Thouſand Gods. 
Crat. There's ſomething more in this, than what we gueſs 
Some Secret anguiſh rowls within his Breaſt, 
That ſhakes him like an Earthquake, which he preffes, 
And will not give it vent. I know him well, 
He Bluſhes, and would Speak, and wants a Voice! 
And ſtares and gapes like a forbidden Ghoſt, _=—_— 
KS Vol. II. O O O 2 Il 
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Till he be Poke to firſt. — Tell me, my Son! : 


Cleom. (Aſide.) Mother, I will — And yet I cannot neither. 


Mother ! that word has {truck me dumb again: 
For, how can I ſay Mother, and propound 
To leave her here belund, who gave me Life? 
Mother! and Wife! and Son! the Names that Nature 
Moit loves to ſpeak, are baniſh'd from my Mouth. 
Cleor. Tell us, my Love, the King has chang'd his mind, 
And has refus'd us leave; for we can bear it: 
leiht is Greece to me, While you are here. 
(Heu. Oh I would ſpeak ! Bur, Oh! you ſpeak ſo kindly, 
'That you torbid my Speech : You call me, Love. 
(Leor. Was that too kind a Word? 
(leo. It was to me; I am a meer Barbar lian, 
A Brute, a Stock, for I have no Relations, 
Or ſhortly ſhall have none. 
Cleor. Then we mult die! 
(leomid. We mult, and welcome Death. 
Crat. To ſave his Life. 
(ben. The Gods forbid that you ſhould die for me! 
No: You may live; but I muit die thrice over: 
For | mult leave v ou here, or mult not go: 
Theſe are the hard Conditions offer'd me. 
| (rat. Then t would have Pledges : Is this all? 
(Haun. Yes, and a mighty All : "Tis all I have: 
Bu [| propole it not: Remember that. 
vat. Ido; and therefore I propoſe it firſt, 
To 5 this vertuous Shame, this good Contuſion 
That would not let you ſpeak. 
Clean. Oh! Icould almoſt think vou love me not: 
You Granted me fo quick, fo willingly, 
What 1 bear witneſs Heaven, was ſlow to ask, 
And W ould be loath to have, 
(tor. | cannot leave you. 
Cleo, 1 was but wiſhing, thou would'ſt draw me back, 
And now I cannot go. 
(ab. Are you rurn'd Woman? 
No more of this fond Stuff. 
(leon. Shall I be left to gather Ruſt in 3 2 


A Glue ot Sloth to ſtick to my young Pinions; 


And marr their flight; habitual Cowardice. 
No, IU mutt learn my {tubborn Trade of War, 
From you alone, and envy you betimes. 

(Jeoin. But the Conditions! Oh theſe hard Conditions, 
That tuch a Spirit muſt be lett behind, 
Untaught“ untaſhion'd by a Father's hands! 
A Spirit fit to {tart into an Empire, 
And look the World to Law. 

Crit, No more debating, for I ſee the pinch, 
He mult be left, and fo mult She and I : 
For we are but your ſoftneſſes, my Son; 
Th Incumbrances and Luggage of the War: 
Fight tor us, and redeem us, if you pleaſe; 
For there we are your clogs of Virtue: Here, 
The Spurs of your return. 

Cl:ow. I Thank you, Mother, 


Ouce more you have Erected me to Man, 


And ſet me upright with my Face to Heaven! 
The Woman and the Boy, be yours a while: : 
The War be mine alone | 
Crat. There poke the Spartan King: Think not on us. 
Clecim, I wo'nnot. 
Clecr. Not in Pray'rs! 
Cleo, In Pray'rs: That's poor, 


{ he Spartan-Hero. 465 
As if the Gods were Thoughtleſs of their work; | 
Think on us, when you fight; and when you make 
A luſty ſtroke, cry out, That's for my Boy. 
Crat. Diſpoſe this mouldring Carcaſs as you pleaſe, 
Fer lingring Ape or Sickneſs wear it out; 
Unprofitable then for Sparta's good: 
ze cheartul, fight it well, and all the reſt, 
Leave to the Gods and Fortune. 
Cleom. It they fail me, 
Theirs be the Fault, for Fate is theirs alone: 
My Fertaue, Tame, and Honour are my own- [Ex 


. Omnes, 


ACT IV. 


SCENE, An Antichamber of Caſſandra's Lodging. 
. Enter Ptolemy, Soſybius, Cœnus, Caſſandra. 
$-/b. QQO, bo, it works; now Miſtreſs ſit you faſt 
ED TS; 4 Humh, Whores and Catamites ! 
vv cre thoſe his words? 
Cenus, Upon my Lite they were. 1 
Pol. Whom ſhould he mean by thoſe unmanner'd terms? 
Caſſandra, Can you gueſs? | 
Caſſand. Twas kindly ask'd. 
Ptol. A foul-moutl'd Villain. 
Soſyb. So, I ſhould have thought, 
But that this Lady knows him good and grateful. 
Cænus. Madam! I ſtand ſuſpected without caule, 
And, but I fear Revenge from this great Man, 
I could ſay more. ; 
Caſſand. 1 thought he was concern'd. 
Soſyb. Who, 1? RT 
Caſſan. Speak boldly, Grecian, I protect thee. 


Cænus. Cleanthes then was preſent, and he added, [ Enter Cleanth, 
But he appears in time to hear his Charge. 
Soſyb. My dear, dear, Son! | [Afide, 


I fear thy laviſh Tongue has ruin'd Thee; 
What can I do to fave Thee ? 
Caſſand. Well, proceed. . 
Cænus. Can you deny, my Lord ? that you were preſent, 
When Cleomenes Tax'd the Court, and King 
With Brutal Vices? - BY 
Cleanth. I remember ſomewhat, 
Of certain Horſes which he could not buy, 
And ſaw thee go away diſſatisfied, 
Which to prevent, I meant to purchaſe *em ; 
The reſt I heard not, nor believe he ſpokbe. 
Caſſand. Cleanthes added farther : That thou ſaid'ſt. 
Prol. And we would know, eer Tortures force it from thee. 
Soſyb. Now comes the fatal ſtroke. Aide. 
Cænus. He added farther. 
Clearth. No, thou add'ſt it all; 
And I demand the Combat. 1 

Ptol. Let him ſpeak. 

Sofyb. Think firſt, Cleanthes! Think before you hazard, 
Your Life and Honour in this bold Appeal. 
Somewhat, you might have ſaid, nay more you ought, 

Since I commanded you to be a Spy _ 
On Cleomenes Acts, and cloſe Deligns. 


Cleanth, The good old Lyar would preſerve my Like, [ Aſide, 
And J muſt ſteer his courſe, | | 
Ithink -— Ifarther added. [To the Ring. 


Pol. Tis forgiyen 
So 
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So wholly pardon'd, that I will not hear it: 
Good Spies are uſeful, and muſt be incourag'd. 
Put what mult next be done with Cleomenes ? 
| Soſyb. Difpatch him, as the ſource of all your fears; 
Obſerve the Mounting Billows of the Main, 
Blown by the Winds into a raging Storm : 
Bruſh of thoſe Winds, and the high Waves return, 
Into their quiet firſt created Calm: 
Such is the rage of buſie bluſt'ring Crows, 
Fomented by th' Ambition of the Great: 
Cut off tle Cauſes and th'Effect will ceaſe, 
And all the moving Madneſs tall to Peace. 
Prol. Let him be ſeiz'd in order to his Death. 
Jam in haſte, you know it, for my progrels, 
A thouſand pleaſures wait me at Canqpus; 
And this poor trifling buſineſs of one Lite, 
Encumbers all: Caſſaudra! Are you ready? 
We will be ſeen like ies and Ofyres, 
Drawn in one Chariot for admiring Eyes, 
'To worthip as we pals. . . 
Caſſand. A word in private: Cænus, attend without. [Ext 
Caſſand. leads the Ming to a corner of the Stage; Soſyb. takes his Son to the other. 
Sofſyb. to Cleanth,) Now I am twice your Father, by preſerving 
The Lite I gave you, which your Folly hazarded. Es 
Break off all Friendſhip with that Spartaz King, 
Or never ſee me more: His Fate's reſolv'd: 
Nor can you ſtem the Tide: Avoid his ruines: 
Reply not, but obey. | 
Cleanth. I know my Duty, . 
Seb. Thou overjoy'ſt me: Follow, we'll talk farther. 
. 1 „ [ Exennt Soſyb. and Cleanthes- 
Caſſand. What think you of S bius and his Son ? „ 
Ptol. As of two Creatures zealous of my Service. . 
Cajſand. Oh Heavens! That I ſhould love this King fo well! 
But that I dote, What can I ſee in him? 
But dull good Nature and Simplicity | 
Well, well, my little Dear, I find the Gods 
Have given me here, no buſineſs of my own; 
But made me juſt your Drudge to love and fave you- 
Pol. Proteſt I thought em honeſt ; are they not? 
Caſſand, Ye Gods! why did you make this Man your Image, 
And made him but an Image? You'll forgive me? 
Love you lo, that ] am forc'd to rail. 
You ſaw no cloſe Conveyance of the Game 
Bet wixt the Crafty Sire, and Cunning Son. 
How flily one invented an Excuſe, 
And rother took it up as dextrouſly? - 
Pol. Why ſure Cleanthes was his Father's Spy. 
Caſſand. Yes, over you; but not on Cleomeres. 
fear you are betray'd, and the Gods blind you, 


— 
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To make your ruine fire / 
Ptol. As how, Caſſandra? 
Caſſand. When you are abſent---- Ptol. Well! 
Caſſand. Tis in their Power 
Ptol. Lo Murder Cleomenes —— 

Caſſand. If they pleaſe; 

Or elſe to ſet him free, and joyn with Magas. a 
Piel. J will not to Canopus, Caſſaud. Yes; you mult. 
Plol. But how ſhall I be ſafe, and take this Journey? 
Caſſand. Leave that to me. | 
Prol. But you mult go along. 

Caſſaud. No, J mult ſtay here, in order to your ſafety, 

To watch the growth of danger and prevent it. 

This cruel abſence I muſt undergo: 
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Or elſe I Love you not. 
Ptol. Since I muſt go; 1 
' cheat *em of a Day, and come before 
My time, for Love of thee. 
Caſſand. To ſum up all, 
For we are both in haſtes 
Intruſt your Royal Signet in my Hands. 
Ptol. Joyn'd with SoHbius. 
Caſſand. Would you truſt a Stateſman 
Before your own dear Heart. You love him better 
You naughty Man, in faith you do; and now I think on't, 
Iwill not have your Signet: By this Kiſs, 
And this, and this, I will not. : 
Ptol. By all three, thou ſhalt. [Gives her the Signet from his Finger: 
But kill this Ceomenes quickly, he's dangerous. 
Caſſaud. He's in fate hands with me. 
Prol. One more Embrace. 
Caſſand. There, take it, and now go: 
Thus for your good, I thruſt you from my Arms, 
Ptol. Farewel, my Love. 7 Exit Ptolemy. 
Caſſand. Fare wel. I hope for ever. 85 | 
Now Cleomenes | will found thy Soul: 
For Lite and Death depend upon thy Choice- 
But for that eaſie Wretch, him I contema. 
Hard ſtate of Lovers] Subject to our Laws! 
Fools we mult have, or elſe we cannot ſway ; 
For none but Fools will Woman-kind Obey, 
If they prove ſtubborn and reſiſt our Will, 
We Exerciſe our Pow'r, and uſe 'em ill. 
The paſhve Slave that Whines, Adores and Dies, 
Sometimes we pity: But we ſtil] deſpiſe. 
But when we dote, the ſelf-ſame Fate we prove, 
Fools at the belt: But double Fools in Love. 
We rage at firſt with ill diſſembled ſcorn; 's 


Then falling from our heighth, more baſely mourn; 
And Man, th'inſulting Tyrant takes his turn. 
Leaves us to Weep lor our neglected Charms, 
And hugs another Mittreſs in his Arms: 
And that which humbles our proud Sex the moſt; 5 
Of all our {lighted tavours makes his boaſt. [Exit Cafſancira. 
Euter Cleomenes. 
Cleom. Her Words, her every Look, confeſs ſhe loves me, 
And therefore ſhe deta ins theſe Hoſtages : 
As pawnsof my return to her and Agypt. 
Thus far tis plain and obvious: But the Picture. 
That Hellen. There's the Riddle of her Love. 
For what I ſee, or only think I ſee, 
Is like a glimpſe of Moonſhine, ſtreak'd with red; 
A {huMed, ſullen, and uncertain Light, 1 
That Dances through the Clouds, and ſhuts again; 
Than ' ware a riſing Tempeſt on the Main. 
| Enter Caſſandra. 
Caſſazd. (Aſide) I would, but cannot ſpeak. 
The ſhame that ſhould to Woman-kind belong, 
Flown from my Boſom, hovers on my Tongue. 
Clom. Tis rarely ſeen, that Gods from Heaven deſcend, 
But for ſome kind, ſome charitable Ed. 
And yet your troubled looks ill News import, 
Stops, or Delays ; but that's no News at Court: 
There's ſomewhat which your pity would diſguiſe. . — 
Caſſand. Would you could read that Somewhat in my Eyes, 
But as you are a Spartan and a King, : 
Undaunted hear whatever News I bring - _ 
The Favourite hates you; Cæaus has betray'd 
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The bitter Truths, that our looſe Court upbraid. | 
Your Friend was ſet upon you tor a Spy; 8 
And on his Witneſs, you are doom'd to die. 
- Cleom. Thave been plung'd already twice in Woes, 
And the third time above the Waves Jroſe. 
Still I have ſtrength to Steer me into Port, 
And {hun the Secret Quick-Sands of the Court. 
zut when my Friend, who ſhould expecting ſtand, 
On the bare Beach, to lend his helping hand; 
When He defends th” Unhoſpitable ſhore, 
And drives me thence, I fink tor evermore. 
But 'tis impoſſible; his Faith is try'd ; + 
The Man, who had defam'd him thus, had ly'd. 
Caſſand, Well! I forgive your blunt Laconique Way, 
It ſhall be ſeen, it ſhall, this very Day, | 
Who would preſerve your Pife, and who betray. 
Ihe King incens'd, the Favourite your Foe, 
Yet on the fame Conditions you may go: 
Your Wile, your Son, your Mother left behind. 
What think you now? | 
Cleom. Tis to be wond'rous kind. 
Caſſand. Suppoſe Tadda farther bounty yet. : 
(beam. It could but make your Favours over-weight. 
Caſſand. What ifT went my ſelf to watt ow o'er? 
And left you, when I faw you fafe a ſhore? '. - 
For I ſhould leave you, if you thought it fit, 
Not to do more than Honour would permit- 
Can Ido leſs to ſhow you Iam kind, ' 
To comfort you for thoſe you left behind? ++ : 
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leom. The World would think you kinder than you ought. 
(aſſaud. Why ſhould I care what baſe Agyptians thought ! 
Cleo. Immoderate Gifts oppreſs me, not relieve; © 
Nor dare I take, what ruines you to give. 5 
Caſſand. Leave me to judge of that. I could preſcribe 
An eaſie way of giving back my Bribe. 5 
hy would you force me farther than my part; . 
ook on my Eyes; and you may read my Heart. [Looks on hey as by ſtealth, 
Oh, there you meet me with a guilty Glance! 
Now tis too late to plead your Ignorance. 
{com J am ſomuch below, and you above. 
Wat can | fay? 1 
and. But one kind word, J Love. 
(Len. As far as Gratitude that Love can pay. 
(aud. O {top not there; for that's but halt the way: 
Would you to one poor narrow word confine 
Your Paſſion? when I put no bounds to mine. 
(leome Clecra ! : 
(Aſſand. Now you ſpeak too ſoon; forbear. 
Nothing can pleaſe me, that begins with her. 
Cleom. ] mult begin where Nature void of Art, 
Directs my Tongue, with her who rules my Heart. 
(aſſand. Let us together Sail before the Wind, 
And leave that dull Domeſtick Drudge behind. 
Cleom. What? to expoſe her helpleſs Innocence, 
To the wild fury of an Injur'd Prince? 
Caſſand. A vain ſurmiſe : Their Talents would agree, 
| he Gods have made your Noble Mind for me, 
—_—_— And her inſipid Soul for Prolem : 
i A heavy lump of Earth without Deſire, 
\ heap of Aſhes that o'rlays your Fire. 
Mm Cleo, Virtue, you mult allow her, though a Foe. 
þ Caſſand. No more than what I would, to Ice and Snow; 
3 Vet thoſe have ſeeds of heat; her ſhivering Blood, 


1 Makes her at beſt but impotently good. 


N 4 * 3 A 7 ö . : 6 


A. — 4 _ ** — 3 


7 he Spartan. Hero. 469 
But neither I can ſave you, if you ſtay, © 
Nor ſave my felt unleſs I go away: 
For it I ſtay behind, and fer you free, 
The Fury of the King would fall on me. a 
Clecm. Then to prevent your Fate I mult not go, 
Death is my choice, ſince Heaven will have it fo. 
Caſſaud. Heaven would preſerve your Lite, and fo would I, 
But you are obſtinately bent to die. 5 
Cleom. Some Men are made of ſuch a leaky Mould, 
That their fill'd Veilels can no Fortune hold: 
Tour'd in, it ſinks away, aud leaves 'em dry, 
Ot that unſuſceptible Make am I: 
Yet think not, Fair One, I your Charms deſpiſe, 
My Heart's inſenſible, but not my Eyes. 
Reſpect and Gratitude are all my ſtore, 
Andthoſe l give: My Love was giv'n before. 
Caſſaud. Linus break falſe Merchants with an honeſt ſhow: 
Rich to themſelves, but Bankrupts where they owe. 
Cleom, If at this awful diſtance I remain, 
Better be too Devout, than too profane. 85 . 
Caſſand. Flattery! Such Alms, the Prieſthood gives the poor, 
They Bleſs, and ſend 'em empty from the Door : 
Know you, that Death ſtands ready at the Gate; 
That 1 forbid him, and ſuſpend your Fate; 
The King's ſhort abſence leaves me ablolute ; 
When he returns th'inevitable ill, 
Is paſt my power, and may be paſt my Will: 
Unhappy Man! prevent thy Deltiny; 
Speak one kind word to fave thy Lite and me, 
Cleom. Be anſwer'd, and expect no more Reply. | 
Caſſand. Diſdain has ſwell'd him up, and choak'd his Breath: 
Sullen and Dumb, and ob{tinate to Death: 
No ligns of pity in huis Face appear; 
Look! If th'un grateful Creature {hed one Tear! 
Cram'd with his Pride, he leaves no room within 
For Sighs to iſſue out, or Love to enter in. ie turns away. 
What! doſt thou turn thy Face in my deſpight ? _ 
Am Ja Toad? a Monſter to thy Sight ? 
Farewel fond pity then : As thou from me, 
So, thy good Fortune turns her Face from Thee: 
Left, ſcorn'd, and loath'd, and all without Relief, 
Revenge ſucceeds to Love, and Rage to Grief : 
Tempeſts and Whirlwinds through my Boſom move, 


Heave up, and madly mount my Soul above N18 
The reach of Pity, or the bounds of Love. RE 
Approach and ſeize the Traytor. Enter Guards. 

Cleom. Now I can ſpeak; thy kindneſs kept me dumb; ett © 
For that I could not anſwer: The falſe Syren, _ 7 


No longer hiding her uncomely parts, i 
Struts on the Waves, and ſhews the Brute below. _ 8 
Caſſand. Stop that foul Mouth: Behold this Royal Signet: 
The Warrant of his Death. [Guards goto ſeize him. 
Cleom. Stand back ye Slaves, Lie draws his Sword. 
And put me not to ſtain a Spartan Sword: © 9 
With baſe £2yptzaz Blood. [ He advances upon em, they retire with figns of ftar 
Caſſand. Fall on, behold a Noble Beaſt at Bay: — m 
And the vile Huntſmen ſhrink —— More Aid : Who waits? 
. JCCCãĩ ͤ ood 
Now, Sir, what brings you here ! 7 4 . 
Cleanth. My Zeal to ſerve you. 1 
Caſſand. That ſhall be try*'d : Diſarm him. 
Cleanth. Cleomenes! I | 
Deliver me your Sword. „ 220 
Cleum. How's this, Cleanthes? Cleanth. It muſt be fot 
| | Vol. II. | | P PP | , Cleo, 
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Cleom. Is this a Friends Advice, Es 
To give me up defenceleſs to a Crowd, 
Whom Arm'd I could reſiſt? 
(earth, Mult he die, Madam! 
Or be reſerv'd for further puniſhment, 
At Ptolemy s return? 5 
Caſſand. Why ask you that? 
Cl-aath, Pecauſe his Deſtiny, for ought J find 
Depends on you: Think firſt, and then Command. 
Caſſand. Know then, that his laſt Thred is on the Diſtaff, 
And Lcan cut it now. 
Cleanth. And are reſolv'd? 
Caſſand. Lonly ſaid I can, and I can Save, 
Diſarm, and hurt him not. oe 
Cleazth. Once more your Sword. 
Cleom. Send off thoſe Villains: Though I fear 'em not; 
Yer Cowards are offenſive tomy light: 
Nor ſhall they ſee me do an Act that looks 
Below the Courage of a Spartaz King. 5 
Caſſand. Cleanthes, may | truſt your Faith? Cleanth. You may. 
Caſſand. Be gone, and wait my Call. IEE. Ul. 
Cleum. Cleanthes, Still my Friend; for ſuch J hold thee 
Though this bad Woman ſays thou art my Spy; 
I cannot give a greater proof than this, 
That Ibelieve her not: | 
It thou art falſe, ” 
"Tis in thy power to ſhow it ſafely, now: _ 
And compaſs that by Treaſon, Which in Arms 
Nor Thou, nor any Man alive can force. 
Remember ſtill, J gave it to a Friend: 
For Life and Death are equal in themſelves; 
That which would caſt the Balance, is thy falſhood, 
To make my Death more wretched: — _ 
Cleanth, Then you may think me that, which you call Falſe, 
But Duty to my Father 
Cleom. Say no more! 
] would not curſe rlize, for thou were't my Friend. 
I think thee ſtill as honeſt as thou could'ſt; 
Impenetrably good; but like Achilles, 
Thou had'ſt a ſoft Agyptian Heel undipt, 
And that has made thee Mortal. 
Caſſand. Cleanthes, Thou haſt well approv'd thy Faith : 
And as this Palace is thy Government, 
On utmott peril of thy Lite ſecure him. 
One tarther word —— _ | - [Whiſpers. 
Ex. Cleanth, /ookizg concernedly on Cleom. 
Com. So guilty as thou art, and canſt thou look 
On him thou haſt betray'd? Go, take thy hire, 
Which thou haſt dearly purchas'd, and be great. 
Caſſand. For you, brave Sir, as you have given my hopes. 
But air to feed on, Air fhall be your Food. 
No Bread ſhall enter theſe forbidden Doors. 
Thin, hungry Diet, I confeſs; but till 
The liker Hartan Fare: Keen Appetites, 
And quick Digeſtion wait on you and yours. 
Cleom. Om not Innocence and Guilt together : 
| What Love have they refus'd, or how offended ? 
2 Be Juſt, though you are Cruel, or be Kind, 
And puniſh me alone. 88 
Caſſand. There Nature works, | 
Then there I'll ſtab thee in thy tender part. [ Shreeks of Women within. 
Cleom, What diſmal Cries are thoſe? _ : 
Caſſaud. Nothing, a trifling ſum of Miſery, 
New added to the foot of thy Account: 


[ Gives him his Sword, 
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Thy Wife is ſeiz'd by Force and born away: 
Farewel, Idare not truſt thy Vengeance farther. Ty 
| 5 [ Rannring to the Door, he is ſtopt by Guards with drawn Swords: 
Cleom. Cleora —— There Ends Death, but 10 2 N | = 1 
would find both together. ; 
Enter Cratiſtclea, Cleonidas, and Pantheus bloody on his Hand, 
Crat. O King of Sparta! e 
Cleom. Peace, Mother, Peace. | Leg 
I have had news from Hell before you. 
Cbeora's gone to Death. Is there a Door, 
A Caſement, ora Rift within thele Walls? 
That can let looſe my Body to her reſcue ? 
Pazth. All clogd, nothing but Heaven above is open. 
Cleom. Nay, that's clos d too: The Gods are deaf to Pray'rs? 
Huſh then; th'irrevocable Doom's gone forth, 
And Pray'rs lagg after, but can ne'er ver-take, 
Let us talk forward of our woes to come. 
Crat. Cleanthes! (Oh could you ſuſpect his Faith?) 
Twas he, that headed thoſe, who forc*d her hence. 
Cleom. Pantheus bleeds | 
Panth. A ſcratch, a feeble Dart, 
At diſtance thrown by an Ag] hand. 
Crat. You heard me not, Cleanthesis ——_ 
C.leom. He was — no more good Mother, 
He tore a piece of me away, and ſtill 
The void place akes within me: O my Boy, 
I have bad News to tell thee. 
Cleon. None ſo bad, 
As that Jama Boy: Cleaxthes ſcorn'd me, 
And when I drove a Thruſt home as 1 could, 
To reach his Traytor Heart, He put it by, 
And cry'd, as in deriſion, Spare the Stripling; 
Oh that inſulting word : I wow'd have ſwopp'd 
Youth for old Age, and all my Lite behind, 
To have been then a momentary Man. ED 
Cleom. Alas! Thy Manhood, like a forward Spring, 
Before it comes to bear the promis'd Fruit, 
Is blighted in the Bud: Never, my Boy, 
Canſt thou ſetch Manhood up, with thy ſhort ſteps, 
While with long ſtrides the Giant ſtalks before thee. 
Cleonid. Am ( to die before Iam a Man? 
Cleom. Yes, thou mult die with me, and I with her 
Who gave me Life; and our poor Infant too within, 
Mult die before it knows what dying means. 
Three different Dates of Nature one would think; 
But Fate has cramm'd us all into one Leaſe: 
And that even now expiring. | 
Panth. Yet we live. : 
Cleom. No, even now we die; Death is within us, 
And keeps out Lite, for nouriſhment is Life, 
And we have fed our laſt: Hunger feeds Death. 
Crat. A lingring Doom, but four days hence the ſame; 
And we can ſhorten thoſe, turn Days to Hours, 
And Hours to Moments: Death is in our Call. 
Pauth. The ſooner then the better. Cleonid. So ſay I- 
Panth. While we have ſpirits left to meet him boldly. 
Cleonid. PI hold my Breath, Sth 
And keep my Soul a Pris'ner in my Body; 
There let it creep and wander in the dark, 
Till tir'd to find no out- let, it Retreats 2 
Into my Spartan Heart, and there lies pleas'd : | 
So, We two are provided, Sir, your choice? [To Cleom. 
Cleom. Not this diſpatch, for we may die at leiſure. 
This Famine hasa ſharp and meager Face: *  _ 
Vol. II, 2292 . "Tis 
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Took how theſe dull obedient Spartans dicd, 
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Tis Death in an undreſs of Skin and Bone: 
Where Age and Youth, their Land- mark ta'en away, 


Look all e one common furrow. 


Crat, Yet you chule it, 5 
To pleaſe our Foes, that when they view our Skeletons, 
And find 'em all alike, they may cry out, | 
Tult as we wiſh'd, as we preſcrib'd their Death : : 

And durſt not take a nobler, nearer way. 

(Cleome Not ſo, but that we durſt not tempt the Gods, 
'Fo break their Images without their leave. 

The moment e'er Caſſandra came, I had 

A Note without a Name, the Hand unknown, 

That bad me not deſpair, but {ti]] hope well. 

Then die not yet ; 

For Heaven has means to free us; if not me, 

Yet theſe and you: I am the hunted Stag, 

Whoſe Life may ranſom yours. 

Crat. No more of that: 

J find your diſtant drift to die alone: 

An unkind Accuſation of us all, 

As if we durlt not die: I'll nor ſurvive you ! 
Fauth. Nor l. | C(leonid. Nor I. 
CCleom. But hear my Reaſons! 

5 Enter Cleora in 1 black Veil. 

Ha! What Shadow's this ! This that can glide through Walls! 


Or paſs its ſubtle Limbs through Bolts and Bars! 


Black too! like what it repreſents, our Fate. | 
Cleor. Too true a Shadow I, and you the Subſtance. [Lifts up her Peil. 
Om. Cleora! 8 
(leom. Thus let me grow again to thee, 

Too cloſe for Fate to fever! 

Or let Death find me in theſe dear, dear Arms, 

And looking on thee, ſpare my better part, 


And take me willing hence. 


Crat. What! are you ireaming, Son! with Eyes caſt upwards 


ea mad Prophet in an Ecſtaſie ? 


Cleom. Muſing on what we ſaw. 
uit {uch 15 Death, 
With a black Veil, covering a beauteous Face! 
Fear'd afar off 
By erring Nature: a miſtaken Phantom : 
4 harmleſs, lambent Fire. She kiſſes Cold; 
But kind, and ſoſt, and ſweet, as my Cleora. 
Oh could we know, 
Whar Joys ſhe brings: at leaſt, what reſt from Grief! 
How ſhould we prets into her Fr 1endly Arms, 
And be pleas'd not to be, or to be happy? 
Crit. Look! What we have forgot! The Joy to ſee 
Cleora here, has kept us from enquiring, 
By what ſtrange means ſhe enter'd, 
Cleom. Small Joy, Heaven knows, to be adopted here, 
Into the meager Family of Famine ! 
The Houſe of Hunger; therefore ask'd I not; 
So am I pleas'd to have her Company, 
And lo diſpleas'd to have it but in Beat 
Cleor, I know not how or why, my ſurly Gaoler, 
Hard as his Irons, and inſolent as Pow'r, 
When put in vulgar Hands, Ceanthes gone, 
Put off the Brute; and with a gloomy Smile, 
(That ſhow'd a ſullen loathneſs to be kind 1 
Skreen'd me within this Veil, then led me forth; 
And uſing to the Guards C J andre s Name: 
Made that my Paſs- port: Every Door flew ope, 
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Tadmit my Entrance; and then clapt behind me, 
To barr my going back. 
Cleom. Some new Reſolve! 

Caſſaudra plots, and then relines on Malice: 

Plays with Revenge; with Rage ſhe ſnatch'd you hence, 
And renders you with Scorn : I thought to ſhow you 
How ealie *twas to die, by my Example, 
And hanſel Fate before you: But thy preſence 

Has chang'd my Mind, to drag this lingring Lite, 

To ſhare thy Sorrows, and aſſiſt thy Weakneſs. 
Come in, my Friends, and let us practiſe Death, 
Stroke the grim Lyon, till he grow familiar. 

Cleora! Thou and I, as Lovers ſhould, 

Will hand in hand to the dark Manſions go, 

Where Lite no more can cheat us into Woe ; 

That ſucking in each others lateſt Breath, 1 | FE 

We may transfuſe our Souls, and put the change on Death. Ex. Omnes: 
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AU V. 
Euter Caſſandra and Soſybius. | 
So %. FA nd what | : 
| Have you determin d? 
Caſſand. He ſhall die. | ho 
$9{yb. A wholeſome Reſolution: Have you fix?d 
The Time? ” 5 
Caſſand. He daily dies, by Hours and Moments: 
All vital Nouriſhment but Air is wanting! 
Three riſing Days and two deſcending Nights 
Have chang'd the Face of Heav'n and Earth by turns; 
But brought no kind Viciſſitude to him: = 
His State is {till the ſame : With Hunger pincl'd - 
Waiting the {low approaches of his eat; 
Which halting on-wards, as his Lite goes back, 
Still gains upon his Ground! 
S0, b. But e'er Fate reach him, 
The Mercy of the King may interpoſe: 
You have the Signet? 
Caſſand. Yes! In your Deſpite / | 
Soſßb. Be not diſpleas'd, ſuppoſe he ſhould eſcape? 
Caſſand. Suppoſe he ſhowd have Wings? Impoſlible. 
SHH. Yet, Keepers have been brib'd : To whom can Ptolemy 
Impute that Crime, but you? 
Caſſand. He may: But let him if he dares: 
Come, Stateſman | Do not ſhuMle in your pace ;; 
You wou'd expoſe me to the People's Hatred, 
By hurrying on this Act of Violence: 
You know alittle thing provokes the Crowd 
Againſt a Miſtreſs : She's the Publick Mark : 
Therefore content your ſelf Iwill be ſafe: 
Nor ſhall the Priſoner die a ſpeedier Death, 
Than what my Doom decreed : Unleſs the King 
Reverſe his Orders, by my Meſſenger. 
Soſjb. May I preſume to ask you, whom you ſent ? 
Caſſand. Thy Son, unknown to thee; tor fo I charg'd him: 
And this the promis'd hour of his Return. Nay, wonder not, 
I choſe him with deſign: That whatſoc'er 
The King ordains, you both ſhou'd ſhare t'Event: | 
And ſtand or fall with me. Ponder on that, and leave me! eee 
Soſyb. (aſide.) What can ſhe mean? She neither kills nor ſaves — [Ex.Soſyb, 
Caſſand. Now tell me, Heart: Now anſwer for thy ſelf; 
What wilt thou do! and what doſt thou deſire! 


His 


* 
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His Life? No, he's ungrateful : Or, his Death? 
I tremble at' that Word. What then? His Love! | 
His Love! my Heart? What! by Reſtraint, and Famine? 
Are thefe the means to compatls thy Delign ? 
Revenge! My Hands fo ſoft, his heart ſo hard, 
The blow recoils, and hurts me while ttrike ! 
Like the mad Viper, ſcourg'd into a Rage, 
| ſhoot into my ſelf my fatal Sting. 
Euter Mariner. 
þ Maria, The Ship is ready, when you pleaſe to fail, 
* And waits but your Command: The Wind ſtands fair. 
Caſſand. Be ſecret, and attend my farther pleaſure | 
| [Gives him a Purſe, and exit Mariner, 
So; this was time well manag'd- In three days : 
Jo hire a Veſſel —— Put my Weakh on board: 
Send off th'obſerving Son, and Fool the Father: 
Sec him J will, to ſound his laſt Reſolves, 
If Love can ſoſten him, or Fear can bow, 
If both ſhowd fail, th'ungrateful Wretch ſhall find, 


Rage has no Bounds in flighred Woman- kind. [Exit Caſſandra. 
SCENE, A Priſon. Enter Cleomenes. | 
Clem. NI O Food: And this the third ariſing Sun: 


ir But what have I to do with telling Suns, 
And meaſuring Time? That runs no more for me! 
Yet ſure the Gods are good: 1 wow'd think fo, 
If they wou'd give me leave 
But Virtue in Diſtreſs, and Vice in Triumph 
Make Atheiſts of Mankind: 5 
15 Enter Cratiſiclæa. 
What Comfort, Mother? c = 
Crat, A Soul, not conſcious to it ſelfof Ill, 
Undaunted Courage, and a Maſter-mind : . 
No Comfort elſe but Death, | | | | 
Who like a lazie Maſter ttands aloof, 
And leaves his Work to the flow hands of Famine. 
Cleom. All Iwou'd ask of Heav'n, 
Is, but to die alone; a ſingle Ruine; 
But to die oꝰer and o' er, in each of you, 
With my own hunger pinch'd, but pierc'd with yours! 
(Cat. Grieve not for me! = 
Cloom., What! not for you, my Mother! 
Tam ſtrangely tempted to blaſpheme the Gods; 
bor giving me ſo good, ſo kind a Parent: 
1 And this is my return, to cauſe her Death ——- 
N Crat. Peace! Your Misfortunes cauſe it, not your Fault. 
| | . | Enter Cleora. 


Cleom. What! my Cleora! 
1 ſtretch'd my bounds as far as I could go, 
To ſhun the fight of what [cannot help; 
A Flow'r withering, on the Stalk for want 
Of nouriſhment from Earth and: ſhowers from Heaven: 
All I can give thee is but Rain of Eyes — 


IViping his Eyes. 
Cleor. Alas! I have not wherewithal to weep: LF gong Be EN 
My Eyes grow dim, and ſtiffen'd up with drought, 
Can hardly rowl and walk their teeble round : 
Indeed I am faint. 
Crat. And ſo am J. — Heaven knows! However [ Aſide. 


In pity of *em both, I keep ir ſecret: 
Nor (hall he ſee me fall 

Cleom. How does our helpleſs Infant? 

Cleor. It wants the Breaſt, its kindly nouriſhment : 
And IT have none to give from theſe dry Ciſterns, 
Which unſupply'd themſelves, can yield no more: 


Exit Cratiſiclæa. 
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It pulrd and pull'd bur now, but nothing came. 
At laſt it drew ſo hard, that the Blood tollow'd : 
And that Red Milk I found upon its Lips, 
Which made me {woon with tear, 
Cleom. Go in and reſt thee, 
And huſh the Child aſleep. [Exit Cleora: 
Look down ye Gods — | 
Look, Hercules, thou Author of my Race, 
And Jog thy Father ove, that he may look 
On his negletied Work of Humane-kind : 
Tell him I do not Curſe him: But Devotion 
Will cool in aſter- times, if none but good Men ſuffer 
What! another increaſe of Grief? 
Euter Cleonidas, 
Cleon. O Father 
Cleom. Why doſt thou call me by ſo kind a name? 
A father! That implies preſiding Care, 
Chearful to give. Willing himſelf to want 
Whate'er they needs require ! 
Cleon. A little Food! 
Have you none, Father ? One poor Hungry Morſel: 
Or give me leave to die -as [ deſir'd; 
For without your conſent, Heaven knows, I dare not. 
Cleom. I prithee ſtay a little: I am loath 
To fay hard things of Heaven! 
Cleon. But what, if Heaven 
Will do hard things, mult not hard things be ſaid ? 
Yhave often told i me, 'That the Souls of Kings 
Are made above the reſt of Humane Race; 
Have they not Fortunes fitted tor thoſe Souls? 
Did ever King die Starved ? 
Cleom. I know not that: 
Yet ſtill be firm in this: The Gods are good, 
Though thou and I may periſh. 
Cleon. Indeed I know not, 
That ever I offended Heaven in thought : 
Ialways ſaid my Prayers. 
Cleom. Thou did'ſt thy Duty. 
Cleon. And yet you loſt the Battel when! Pray'd. | 
Cleom. *T'wasin che Fates! ſhould - But hold thee there | 
The reſt is all unfathomable depth: 
This we well know, That if there be a Bliſs 
Beyond this preſent Life, tis purchas'd here, 
And Virtue is its price. 
Cleon. But are you ſure 
Our Souls ſhall be Immortal? 
Cleom. Why that Queſtion ? 
Cleon. Becauſe I find, that now my Body ſtarves, 
My Soul decays: Ithink not as 1 did: 
My Head goes round: And now you ſwim before me: 
Methinks my Soul is like a Flame, unfed 
With Oyl, that dances up and down the Lamp, 
But 3 expire e'er long. 
Cleow. ] prethee try to hold it while thou canſt. 
Cleo. I would obey you, | 
ASI have always done, but I am faint; 
And when you pleaſe to let me die, ll thank you. 
Cleom. Thou ſhalt have Food: I promile thee,thou ſhalt, _ 


Cleon. Then you thall promiſe to have Food for your ſelf too; 


For if you have it not, I would refuſe to eat: 

Nay | would chuſe to die, that you might feed on me. 
Cleom. Mark, Heaven, his Filial Love, 

And if a Family of ſuch as theſe 


Mutt periſh thus, your Model is deſtroy'd 
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By which you made good Men. 

Enter Pantheus bai: 
Pant hi. Be cheer ful, Sir, the Gods have ſent us Food. 
Cleo. They try d me of the longeſt: But by whom? 
Paath. Go in and ſee. Cleon. Good Father, do not ſtay to ask, but 4, 
Cleo. Go thou thy Youth calls fiercer than my Age. 
(leon. But then make haſte + and come to take your part: 
Hunger may make me impious to eat all, | 
And leave you laſt to ſtarve — ' Exit Cleonidas, 
Paath. Sir, will you go? 
Cleom. I know Ag Jam half ſeas o'er to Death 
And ſince I muſt die once, I wou'd be loath 
'To make a double work of what's half finifh'd ; 
Unleſs I could be ſure the Gods wou'd {till 
Renew theſe Miracles: Who brought this Food? | | 
Paath. He's here that can refolve y you 7 -: Exit Panth, 
Enter Cleanthes with a Sword in his hand. 
Cleo, How dar'ſt thou come again within my ſight ? 
Thou art but tis no matter what thou art.— 
I'll not conſider thee fo far to think 
Thee worth Reproach.----Away, away Agyptian! 
That's all the Name thar's left Thee, 
Cleauth. Such I appear indeed: 
Cleom, Why then for once, that which thou feenvſt thou art: 
Begone! Cleanth. Oh | have been too long away! 
Cleom, Too ſoon thou art return'd, 
1o Trium ger my Fate. 
Cl auth. Forgive me, that I ſeem'd your Foe. 
Cleom. For give me, Heaven, for thinking thee my Friend: 
No more; 'tis 5 loſs of Time to talk. 
Cleanth: Indeed it is, 
When Hunger calls fo loud tor Suſtenance. 
But whether Fr iend or Foe, 'tis Food I bring. 
Cleom. Tis Poiſon ; and my Mother, and my Wife, 
And my poor familh'd Boy are cating Death: | 
Thou would'ſt not have me think that thou repentꝰſt? 
Cleanth. Heav'n knows, I do not 
(leom. Well ſaid, Man! Go on and be not baſhful 
To own the Merits of thy Wickedneſs. 
Clianth. What need has Innocence of a Repentance? 
Cleczz. Shuffling again Prithee be of a piece. 
A little iteddinels becomesa Villain. 
C/e:nth, Oh! Friend----for yet I dare to call you fo; 
Which ifT were a Villain; ſure I durſt not. 
Hear me----or kill me? 
Cleom. So, by Heav'n, I would, 
For thy profaning Fr jendfhip holy Name: . 
But for thou ſee'ſt no Juſtice hanging here 3 
On this bare ſide, thou talk'ſt ſecure of Vengeance. 
Cleanth. Then if y you had a Sword, my Death s reſoly'd ! 
Cleom. Thy Conſcience anſwers thee. 
Cleauth. Without more Evidence than bare Surmiſe; 
At moſt appearance of a Crime unprov'd; 
And while unprov'd, uncertain ? 
Cleom. Traytor, no more; 'tis ſulſome! 5 
Cleauth. Take the Sword [Throws it to hin. 
Cleom. I thank thee Draw thy own. [Takes it up. 
- Ceanth. No. Take that 580 [Draws his, and offers it. 
C/:0m. Fool----Would'it chou die without Defence 7 
Cleauth. I would not: 
But you forbad me to defend my ſelf, 
Ihen, when you would not hear me! 
Cleom. Can Falſhood have a better Argument 
Than Force for its Defence? Truſt to that Topick, 
And bear thec like a Man. Cleantin. 
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Cleanth, | think, 1 do. 


Clo What kind o'Man is that, who dares not fight ? 


Cleauth. The Man, who dares not when his Honour calls, 
Is what you mean; bat what 1 never was: 


For Honour never ſummons without Reaſon. 

Force 1s the Law of Brutes. The dumb Creation, 

Where Words and Reaſon want, appeal to Might. 

I thought a King, and what you boaſt, a Spartan, 

Might | have known this without th? Eg ptiau's telling. 
Cleo. Come, come; Thou dart not liglu⸗ 
Cleanth, By Hcav fi I dare- 

But firſt my Honour muſt be juſtified, 

If you dare be my Judge : 

For in this crude and indigeſted Quarrel, 

If i hould fall unheard, you kill your Friend, 

The Man who lov'd | you belt, and holds you deareſt, 

And ſhould you pur:ih in th unjuſt Attempt, 

The Sword that flew you, ſhou'd revenge your Death : 

For I ſhould ſoon ofertake you in the way, 

To quit my ſelf before you reach'd the Shades, 

And told your Tale to Minos. 

Cleom. Then I muſt hear: But ſwear, ſwear firſt 1 charge thee, 
That when J have pronounc'd, thou wilt no more 
Prolong thy prattle with ſome new Excuſe: 

And prithee cut it {hort----becauſe | faint, 

And long to kill thee firſt : Oh, I am going, 

A riſing Vapour rumbles in my Brains, 

I hear my Words far off----ſtand, ſtand, thou Traytor, 
And ſwim not thus before me tis too late, 


[ Puts the point upon the grognd once or twice, leans ont, and ſtaggers. 


And] fall unreveng'd I O ers to run at him, and is falling 
C(Cleanth. What, "ho, Panthens ! | [Runs to him, and takes him in his Arms, 
The beſt of Men is dying in my Arms, | 


And I want pow'r to fave him. 

Enter Pantheus. 3” 
Panth. Oh Heavins! what means this direful Object? 
 Clanth.Ask not with unaſſiſting pity ; bow him forward; 
Rub his numb'd Temples, while I wipe the Sweat 
From his cold clammy Face. 
Panth. His mounting Heart 
Bounces againſt my hands, as it it would 
Thruſt off his manly Soul. 
Cleanth, Wrench ope his mouth, 
While I infuſe theſe Sovereign Drops, whoſe Power 
Will ſoon recal his wander'd ſenſe.— ¶ He inſtills ſomewhat out fa a Vialinto his Mouth, 
He ſtirs! 
And ſtretches now, and ſeems t 'efſay his Limbs. 
Cleom. Where am? [ Standing 4 wide, they 2 him. 
Cleanth. In his Arms, who dy'd with! you; 
And now you live, revives. | 
Cleom. Art thou, Pantheus? Panth. Believe your Eyes, I am- 
Cleom. Speak then, and truly, (for I truſt not him,) 
Who brought me back to Lite? 
Panth. Who, but he, who was left ſingle with you, 
Whocaught you falling i in his faithful Arms; | 
And not alone ſufficient to reftore you, 
CalPd loud for my Aſſiſtance: | 
I found him propping you with trembling, Hands; 
His Eyes fo haggard, I could ſcarce diſtinguiſh 
Who was the living Friend, and who the dead. 

C leom. All this Cleanthes! This, What this Cleanthes ? 
Panth. Yes, your Cleanthes, 

Cleanth. Your ſuſpected Friend, 

Much Wrong'd, vo ever tairhful. 
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For now Tunderſtand &er thou can'ſt ſpeak it half: 
To thee 1ow'd the ſeizing of my Sword, 


'Caw'it thou forgive me? Can'ſt thou, my Cleanthes ? 


Let me embrace my ſelf quite into thee. 


; Another's falſhood, but thine, only thine : 


It leads you to the Women, and the Boy. 


Some few brave Friends I hope to add; 


Let 'em aver think of making Hoes more, 


478 CLEOMENES, 

(Team. Art thou ſure 
I live? Oram I in the Regions of the dead? 
And hear the Fables there, my ſelfa Fable? 

Path. Go in, and fee your chearful Family 

Eating his Bread, brought in their laſt Diſtreſs, 

And with a good miſtaking Piety, 
irt bleſſing him, then Heaven! 

(lum. When I hear this, I have no need of Food; 
am reſtor'd without it. 

C/::1:h. Then, now hear me, 

How 1 was forc'd into this ſeeming Falſhood, 
Lo ſave my felt, the only means remaining 
To fave the Man I low'd beyond my felt; 
And gain a needtul Credit with Ca.. wdra : 
And Ver even then deceiv'd, and ſent far off 
For three long Days, unknowing of your wants, 
Not thinking "ſhe, who lov'd, could a you thus, 
By Famiſhment to — 

Clem. O no more! no more ! 


Leſt I ſhould fall by odds My Wife's return, 
All, all to thee —— And thou art more than all: 


Can I deferve thus to grow here once more ? [Embracing 7 birt, 


(leauth. Come, come, as fiercely as thou wilt—1 meet thee--- [Embraces Cleo 
] cloſe within thee, and am thou again. 
Panth. Why, this is as it ſhould be. 


Cleom. I could not thus have taken to the Death 


For infinitely, infinitely loving, 
was a wide gap thou mall Within my Boſom. | 
And as my Soul rent from me. 
Cleanth, But thy Hunger! 
This violent Tranſport of my Reconcilement, 
Makes me torget thy Wants----When Lembrac'd thee 
Thy ſpungy Body dwindled in my Arms, 
And like a Ghoſt fled from me. 
Cleom. T could eat. — | Going in. 
Now my firſt Appetite of Love is ſerv'd; 
And that was much the keeneſt: Let us in; 
For Life looks lovely now, and worth preſer ving. 
Cleauth. Not that way, Friend 


Cleom. And why mult. I avoid thoſe render Bleſſings? 
 Cleath, Even ſuch, becauſe they are, you mutt avoid them. 
For | muſt tell you, Friend, you have but time 
To ſnatch a haſty Morſel, and awa 
Nothing of Manhood#nult be clogg·d or ſoftem d 
With Womanith Sighs and Tears, and kind Adieu's 
And thoſe ill- tim'd Remorſes of good Nature, 
When your whole Soul is needful. 
Panth. You tell us Wonders 
Cleanth, At the King's Return, 
Which daily we expect, your Death's reſoly'd : 
This hour's your own! Take it, and tempt your Fortune; 


If not, all Ag pts number'd in my ſell 
Cleom. I am all on Fire; now for a lucky pull 
At Fate's laſt Lottery: 


I long to ſee the colour, white or blac | OE 
That's the God's Work: And it I fall their ſhame, 
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If if Cowards muſt Nepal 
Panth. The tewer Hands, a e | 
The fewer Partners in the ſhare of Honour: | | 

Cleom. Come, my Pantheus: Lead, my belt Cle nthes | 
We three to all the World. 

Cleanth. Mag as, and Liberty, let be the Word: 

Magas is lov'd, and J. iberty deſir'd. 

A ſhort Refeckion waits at the Lieutenant 5, 

That honeſt Friend, who ſent you back your Wife ; 

Well drink a Bowl of Wi ine, and pour the reſt, 

Not to the Dog Anubis; but to Jove, = 

The Freer and Avenger. Exrunt. 
Enter Cratiſiclea, Cleora, Cleonidas, | 

Cleora. Gone---and without taking leave! Crat. The better. 

He bated me the Forms, and you the Fondneſs. 8 
Cleon. Panthers too, and he who brought the Food, bes 

The brave £2yptian, vaniſh'd all together. Z 
Cleora. Oh, my fore-boding Soul! he's gone to Death! 

And that Cleazthes, whom tliou calbſt the Brave, 

Has baſely train*d him out to his Deſtruction ! 

Crat. Suſpect him not: When Fate was in his power, 

And by a Method fo ſecure as Famine 

Lo fave us then, ſhows he had little need 

Co trick my Son to Death 

I have a better proſpect of th Event. | 
Cleor. Dear Mother / Comfort meand tel your Thoughts; 

For I ſee nothing but a gathering Tempeſt, 

Horror on Horror to the end of Heaven ! 

Crat. No, no; you are not of a Soul to bear 

The mighty Good and Ill that meet mid-way, 

As from two Goals; and which comes firſt upon us, 

Fate only knows. 

Cleon. Then ſpeak to me; for I can Hand the Shock, 

Like a young Plant that Glens | in a Storm, 

And deeper drives the Root. 

Crate Thy Soul's too ſtrong; thy Body yet too wk” : | 
To bear the Cruth : Be till, and wait thy Doom. | 
A Cry within Liberty, Liberty: Magas, Magas; To Arms for Mags and for Day: | | 

Cleow, What noble ſound was "that? ? 80 ſmart and vigorous? 

A Soul in every Word. | 9 
Crat. Why that was it, | N . 1 

I thought, was doing; but I durſt not tel, 

Till now it ſhows it el | | 

The Work's begun, my Boy; the Works begun: 8 ; 

There was thy Father in that Warlike Shout, 228 

Stemming the Tide of A t. | N e | 
Cleor. O comfort me, my Hushand's Mother: ey 1 

My Lord may live and conquer. = I 
Crat. Poſſibly: 5 | ; 3 1 

But ſtill make 45 of Death. Truſt v we to that, | 4. Res | | 

As to aug aft Reſerve, i — | 5 175 . | ; 
Cleor. Alas, Idare not dis. 155 i 
Crat. Coe: come, you dare: 

Do not belye your Courage. L107 
Cleor. Heaven help me, I have none. 

Crat. Then dare you be a Slave to baſe Agyptlans ? 

For that muſt be, if you outlive your Husband;) 
Cleor. Ithink, I durſt, to ſave my ſelf from Death. - 
Crat. Then, as a Slaye, you dur be raviſh'd 50 
Cleor. The Gods for bid. 

Crat. The Gods cannot forbid it 
By any way but Death. 

Cleor. Then I dare die. 

Crat. I told you ſo; You did not know your Virtue. 
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For as they chrow, our little Lots muſt follow, 
Like ſweepings of "their heap. 


CLEOMENES, 


Poor trembling thing : ll warm thee in my Boſom, 
And make thee take Death kindly. 
Another Shout within: Liberty and Magas. 

Cleon, What mult become of me? 

Crat. More Trouble yet about this paltry Being? 
For ſhame no more ſuch Qualms ! 
(leon. No more ſuch vile, Miſtakes | TI would die warm, 
And notin Women's Company but Men's. 
Whether ſome God inſpires me to this Act, 
Or Fate inevitably calls me on, 
] will not, cannot ſtay : 
Bur as a generous, unfleſh'd Hound, that hears 
From far the Hunter's Horn and chearful Cry 3 
So will I haſte; and by the Muſick led, 


Come up with Death or Honour [Exit 


Cleor. Stop him, dear Mother; he may comfort us, 
But cannot help his Father. 

Crat. The Hero's Blood is not to be controul d; 
Even in a Child *tis madly Maſterful : 
But wait we patient with our petty Stakes, 
Which on thoſe greater Gameſters mult depend; 


{Crariſiclea and Cleora 90 in. 
Trumpets, A Shout within : Liberty, Liberty, and Magas. 
Enter Cleomenes, Cleanthes, Pantheus, followd by ſome few Egyprians, 
Cleom. What? Is this populous City turn'd a DEL? 
T he Cry of Liberty runs on betore us; 
And yet not one a ppears! 
By FEercules! we drive em through their Town: 
They dare not ſtay to welcome their Deliverers. 
Cl:1uth, The Cowards are afraid of what they wiſh: 
And cou'd they be their own, they wou'd be ours. 
Cleom, They're gone! We talk to Houſes and to Walls. 
Panth. Not to: 1 ce ſome pceping from their Doors. 
What are you, Friends or Foes ? 


Four Agyptians appear peeping at the oppofite E trance of the Stage. 
1 Teyt. Friends, Friends: All honeſt Men, and 5 


cart y to the Cauſe. 


55 . Explain what Cauſa and give the general y. 
2 He pt. Liberty and Mazas. 

Un lebim. (4 their Tone.) Liberty and Magas ! 

nc Cowards whiſper Liberty ſo ſoftly, 
As it they were atraid the Gods ſhould hear it, 
and take em at their Word. 

1 A's Ae, No, Friend: We Vulgar never fear the Gods: 
But we w hi per, for fear our overthwart Neighbours 


Should hear us cry, Liberty, and betray us to the Government. 


(Lean h. Of what ſide are you there? [To the oof te Kerbe - 
Apt. That's according as you ſucceed : Of your ide hitherto. 
Paath. If you are Men, come join with us. 


4 Egypt. Youare too tew for us to join with you; but ger cle greatel Part of 
our tide, and We'll be ſure to help the Common Cry. Ft 5 TERED 
Clem. Dare you do nothing to aſſert your Freedom : 95 2 — 
3 Egypt. Yes; We'll pray devoutly for you. | 1 
G, anth. The Brave pray with their Swords; that's a Man ; part. Fry A 
4 ＋ pt. Pray with our Swords, the Law calls C 
and kighting is Blood-ſhed; and Blood - ſhed is Hanging; e 
And Hanging is the part ofa Dog, and not of a Man, in my ieee 
1 /E-2ypt. Every one {Þitt for himſelf, _ A 9 vg = HR ile 


1 be Government isa coming. [1 hey ſhrink back in a fright, and clap the Doors. 


Cleom. Run; couch, ye Cow ards, to your Tyrant Lords. 


A Dog you wor ſhip, and partake his Nature: 


A Race of [peaking Spaniels. 
Panthi. Let em go; wel da our work without ? em. 


Cleanth. 


"T be Spartan-Hero. | 1 


"Chanth. Thecomfort is, our Foes are like our Friends 
Holy-day Hero's, draw out once a Month, 
At publick Char; ge to Eat, and to be Dr ME 
Mere Mouths of War. | 
Enter Soſybius and Cœnus at the head of aan; F. .oyptians: They n. ho ſpoke before 
bolt out of their doors, and join with them, 
So. Twas what I always fear'd; e'en when 1 fav'd Thee, 
To aud thee thus engag'd among my Foes : 
But, yet ſubmit; and I can yer torgive Thee: 
Conlider ;- tor "tis all I have time to o ſay, 
Thou geht againſt thy Father. 
Clean. Avainit my Father's Cauſe, but not my Fatller: 
If you wou'd needs become your ſelfa Slave, 
And get me ſuch, Imult redeem us both, 
And will, or periſh in the brave Attempt. 
Soſ)b. Withdraw thy ſelf from ruine : I command 'I hee; 
Clean. Command I cannot - But, I beg you, Sir, 
Engage not for an Arbitrary Power, 
That odious W eight upon a Free- born-ſoul. 
So. This is too much; fall on: But ſpare my Son. 
Enter Caſſandra attended. 
6 1 3 hold! Withdraw your Men to diſtance: 
You know this Signet: Obey your King in Me. 
Soſyb. Never more gladly : Though my Son's a Rebel; 
Yet Nature works to fave him. 
' aſſand. Then rather than he ou d untimely fall, 


[Conus draws off Sofybius D his Men. 


ems the & guess 


Iwou'd forgive the Reſt: and offer Life, 
[Panth. Cleom Men, Ex. Manent Caſſand. Soſyb. Cleanth.. 
Even to that Fugitive, if he pleaſe to treat. | ES, 
Cleom. Be ſhort; and, 1t you can, for once, ſincere. 
Caſſand, What can you hope from this uncqual Eight, 
Where numbers riſe from every Foe you kill, 
And grow trom their deteat ? 
Cleom. We come reſolv'd: 
And to die killing is a kind of Conqueſt. 
Caſſand. But are not Lite and Freedom worth accepting, 
When offer'd; and, with ſuch Conditions too, 
As make*em both more pleaſing ? Your Friends lafery, 
Vour Son, your Mother, and that only She, 
Who loves you belt, for your Companion home: | 
You know what She I mean. | [Afide to him. 
Cleom. No private parley — [Stepping back, | 
Spartans do all in publick. | 
Cleanth. We know your reaſons for thoſe ſecret whiſper: 5; 
And to your Intamy —— 
Cleom. (Aſide to him. Peace, peace, my Friend. 
No injuries from Women can provoke 
A Man of Honour to expoſe their Fame. 
Madam; We underſtand"each other well: 
My Son, my Mother, and my Wife reſtor'd, 
"2118 Peace; if not, 'tis War. | 
Sofyb. A fair Pr opoſal: Be it Peace. — 
Caſſand. No, Fool! 'tis War. Know, Heavy Hy, know. 
I gam'd this time for my ſecure Reven 7 
To ſeize thy Wife and Mother: And to ftab Thee 
On both ſides of thy Heart, they're gone to die, 
To make thy Death more painful. Farewel, Traytor! 
And thank thy felf — not me — [Ex Caſ. & Soſyb. 
Cleom. Revenge, revenge, 
And ipeedy Death, or eden Hold, Cleanthes ! 
Poor Boy! Enter Cleonidas. 
By Heaven, Iam pleas'd to ſee thee ſafe this moment, 
Tho' I expect the next to loſe thee. Guard him, 


Cleanthes : 
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Cleanthes : Set him fafe behind the Front. 
(leanth. Come, Sir: Youare now my — 
Cleonid, The Gods forbid 
That I ſhould ſeek this danger, and not ſhare it. 
(Jo Cleom. Forgive me, Sir, that once I diſobey you, 
Jo prove my ſelf your Son; living or dying, 
PII not be leß than Man. 
Cleom. Oh ! I could chide Thee. | 
But there's no time: for Love and Anger both 
Fight by my fide; and Heaven protect thy Courage. 
[Cleom. Cleanth. Cleonid. and their Party po off the Stage to foht the Egyptian 
Trumpets, Drums, Shouts and Claſhings within. 
Re-enter bol], Parties — The Agyptial:s ft: Driven by Cleomenes. Pantheus 


ready to kill Sofybius,----as havin him dowa: Cleanthes runs to him, and interpoſes. 
Cleanth. Pantheus, hold ; or, turn thy Sword on me. 


Panth. (to Soſyb.) Riſe, Sir; and, thank your Son. 
Cleanth. (to Path. )Purſue the Foes: Thave no Joy of Conqueſt 
Till I havelet my Father fate. 

800 b. The Gods reward thy pious care. 

Cleanth. leads off his Father; while Pantheus follows Cleomenes-: . The Agyptians 
are driven to the bottom of the Stage: They make a wheeling Fight; ſtill retiring be- 
fore the Spartzns: Cleomenes advances eagerly after the Agyptians, and, with 
Panth- drives em off: Cleonid. is left behind: So is Cœnus who had ckulltd, 

Conus, This was well watch'd: The Boy is left unguarded. 


£1 25 at Cleonidas behind. 


| Cleonid, Oh ! I am ſlain by Treaſon ! 
| Revenge me, Royal Father. 
Re-eater Cleomenes. $ 3 | 
Cleom, Twas ſure his VOICE: [ Sees him on the Ground, 
Too ſure : Pity and Rage e tan ror tathigd 
Diſtract my Soul: But rage will firſt be ſervd. Runs at Cœnus and kills him. 
There's Jultice ſor my felt. and for my Son! „ Og 

Look up, iweet Boy, | 85 | 1 3 

And tell me that thou liv'ſt. | e 
Cleonid. Fain I would live 

To comfort you : I bleed and am aſham'd 

To ſay taint, and call my ſelf your Son; 

O Traytor, Cenus! What's become of him? 
Cleom. 1 Look; there he lies. 

Cleonid, lam glad on't, 

Forgive me, Heaven: I hope ? tis no offence. 

To fay I am glad, becauſe he kilbd me baſely. 

Still, I grow fainter : Hold me, hold me, Father, 
Cleow, Cheer up, and thou halt live. 
 Cleonid. No: Pm uit dying. 

Cleom. What ſhall I loſe? 
Cleonid. A Boy: Thats all. [ might haye liv 'd to Manbood: 

But once I mult have dy'd. 
Cleom. But not before thy Father? 571 
Cleonid. Nay, then you envy me, that I am | firſ kap, — 5 

J go; and when you come pray find me out 17 75 . 

And own me for your Sn. Fs C Bir. 5 
Cleom. There went his Soul: Fate thou haſt done thy worſt, 

And all thou canſt henceforth; is bur mean Slaughter, | | 

The glcanings of this Harveſt. —- nn e 

Euter 8 5 10L/J. Dili! 
Panth. Sir, y're well found: our i are fled: | 
"Tleft our Men purſuing, and made haſte 
Jo bring this joyful News. 


Cleons. Look there, and if thou dart, now give me e joy. | 
Pant h. Enough! have ſtopp d my mouth---What Germs? kill'd? 
Lask no Queſtions then, of who kilPd who: 
The Bodies tell their Story as they 6 
Haſte, and ee 


14911 


Cleum. 


\ 


The Spartan-Hero. 483 
Clem. Where are our Enemies? 
Panth. Skulking, diſpers ſt in Garrets, and in Cellars, 

FEzter Cleanthes. | 
Cleo, Not worth the ſeeking: Are theſe fit Vatone 
For Cleomenes Mother, Son, and Wiſe? ; 
But what the Gods have left us, we mult take. 
Cleanth. I is all in vain; we have no farther work: 
The People will not be dragg'd out to Freedom: 
They bar their Doors againlt it: Nay, the Priſoners 
Even guard their Chains, as their e 
And Man their very Dungeons, for their Maſters: 
Leſt Godlike Liberty, the Coneinon Foe, 
Should enter in; and they be judg'd hereafter 
Accomplices of Freedom. 
Panth. Then, we may ſheath our Swords. 
Cleanth. We may, Panthens ; 001 
But fo as brave Men ſhould, each iu his Boſom. 
That only way is left us to die fre. 
Cleom. All's loſt for which! once deſir d to live. 
Panth. Come, to our buſineſs then: Be ſpeedy, Sir; 
And give the word ; I'll be the firſt, ro charge 

The Grim Foe, Death. . PE 1 

Cleom. Fortune, Thou haſt reduc'd me very low, 
To do the Drudgery of Fate my ſelf! (© 
What ! not one brave Aguptian! not one worthy 

To do me manly Right, in ſingle Combat! 

To fall beneath my Fury ? For that's Juſtice: 
But, then to drag me after: For to die, 
And yet, in Death to Conquer, is my With! 
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Cleanth. Then have your Wiſh: The Gods at laſt are kind: 
And have provided you a Sword that's worthy 
To match yourown: "Tis an A*2yptians too. 
Cleom. Is there that h dden Treaſure in thy Country? 
The Gods be prais'd —— for ſuch a Foe I want. 
Cleanth, — Not ſuch a Foe, but ſuch a Friend am I. 
L would fall firſt, for tear I ſhould ſurvive you, PC 
And pull you after to make ſure in Death, 
To be your undivided Friend for ever. 
Cleom. Then enter We into each others Breaſts. 
"Tis a ſharp paſſage; yet a kind one too. 
But to prevent the blind miſtake of Swords, 
Leſt one drop firſt, and leave his Friend behin d, 
Both thruſt at once, and home, and at our Hearts: 
Let neither ſtand on Guard, but let our Boſoms 
Lie open to each other in our Death, 
As in our Life they were — | HED 
Cleanth, 1 Seal it thus. 3 [Kiſs and Embrace. 
Panth. And where's my part? Vou ſhut me out like Churls, 
While you devour the Feaſt of Death betwixt you. 
Cleom. Cheer up thy Soul, and thou ſhalt die, Pautheus: 
But in thy turn: There's Death enough for all: 
But as Iam thy Matter, wait my leiſure, BE. 
And honeſtly Compole my Limbs to Reſt, | ; 
Then ſerve thy ſelf. —— Now are you ready, Friend? 
Cleanth. Iam. 
Cleom. Then this to our next happy meeting — | 
[They both paſh together, then ſtagger backwards, and fall together in each others Arms.) 
Cleanth. Speak, have T ferv*d you to your Wiſh, my Friend? 
Cleom. Les, Friend—- thou hatt I have thee in my Heart 
Say—— art Thou ſped ? 
Cleauth. J am, *tis my laſt breath. 8 28 
Cleom. And mine Then both are Happy —— _ [both Die. 
Pant h. So, this was well perform'd and ſoon diſpatch'd : | 
Both ſound aſleep already, 
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484 CLEOMENES, 


And farewel both for one ſhort moment-  [Irampets ſound, Victory within, 

Thoſe are the Foes, our little band is lolt * 

For want of theſe Defenders: I muſt haſten, 

Leſt I be forc'd to live, and led in Triumph; 

Defrauded of my Fate: Pve earn'd it well, 

And finiſhd all my Task: This is my place: 

juſt at my Maſter's Feet — Guard him, ye God's, 

And fave his ſacred Corps from publick ſhame 
[ He falls on his Sword, and lies at the Feet of Cleom. Dies, 
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Enter Soſybius, Caſſandra, and Xgyprians. 
 Sojyb. Tis what my Heart foreboded - There he lies, 
Extended by the Man whom beſt he lov'd! 

A better Friend than Son. | 
Caſſand. What's he, or Thou? or Ptolemy? or egypt? 
Or all the World' to Cleomenes loſt? 
Soſyb. Then Iſuſpected right: If my revenge, 
Can eaſe my forrow ; This, the King ſhall know; 
That thou may'ſt reap the due reward of Treaſon, 
And violated Love. Ts, _ 
Caſſand. Thy worſt, old Dotard, —- 
1Twith to die; but if my Mind ſhould Change, 
So well I know my Power, that Thou art loſt. 
Sohb. The King's arrival ſhall decide our Fate. 
Mean time to ſhow how much I honour Virtue, 
Take up that Hero's Body, bear it high, 
Like the Proceſſion of a Deity : _ 
Let his arm'd Figure on his Tomb be ſet, 
And We like Slaves lie grov'ling at his Feet; 
Whoſe Glories growing till his lateſt Breath, 
Excell'd all others: And his own in Death. —— [Ex. Omnes 
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The EPILOGVUE 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


His Day, the Poet bloodily inclin'd, I give my Courage to thoſe bold Commanders 

Has made me die, full ſore againſt my Mind! | That ſtay with us, and dare not go for Flanders; 
Some of you naughty Men, I fear, will cry, T leave my Truth, (to make bis Plot more clear,) 
Poor Rogue | would I might teach thee how to die! To Mr. Fuller, when he next ſhall ſwear. | 


Toanks for your Love; but I ſincerely ſay, I give my Judgment, craving all your Mercies, 

I never mean to die, your wicked way. To thoſe that leave good Plays, for damn d dull Farces. 
Well, ſince it is Decreed all Fleſh muſt go, My ſmall Devotion let the Gallants ſhare | 
(And Tam Fleſh, at leaſt for oug ht you know.) That come to ogle us at Evening Pray'r. 

Tfirſt declare, I die with pious Mind, I give my Perſon let me well conſider, 

In perfect Charity with all Mankind. | Faith e en to him that is the faireſt Bidaer. 


Next for my N I have in my diſpoſe, To ſome rich Hunks, if any be ſo bold 
Some certain Moveables would pleaſe you Beaux ; To ſay thoſe dreadful Words, To have and hold. 
As, firſt, my Touth ; for as I have been told. | But ſtay===——to give, and be bequeathing ſtill, 


me of you, modiſh Sparks, are dev'liſh old. When Im ſo poor, is juſt like Wickham's will : 
v Chaſtity I need not leave among ye: L ike that notorious Cheat, vaſt Sums I give, 
to ſuſpeF old Fops, were much to wrong ye. Only that you may keep me whale 1 live. 
bear yre Sinners; but for all your baſte, | Buy a good Bargain, Gallants, while you may, 


"tiffes ſhake their Heads, and find you chaſte. J coſt you but ut Half. a-Crown a day. 


| | King : 
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Gracious Maſter, King CHARLES the Second: And though he liv'd not to 
ſee the Per formanc: ot it, on the Stage; yet the PROLOGUE to it „ which 
| was the Opera of Albion and Albanius, was often practis'd before Him at Whitehall, 
and encourag'd by His Royal Approbation. It was indeed a Time, which was proper for 
Triumph, when he had overcome all thoſe Difficulties which for ſome Years had perplex'd 
His Peaceful Reign: But when He had juſt reſtor'd His People to their Senſes, and made the 
latter End of His Government, of a Piece with the Happy Beginning of it, He was on the 
ſuddain ſnatch'd away, from the Bleſſings and Acclamations of His Subjects, who arriv'd ſo 
late to the Knowledge of Him, that they had but juſt time enough to defire Him longer, be- 
fore they were to part with Him for ever. Peace be with the Aſhes of ſo Good a King! 
Let His Humane Frailties be forgotten; and His Clemency and Moderation (the inherent 
Virtues of His Family) be remembred with a Grateful Veneration by Three Kingdoms, 
through which He ſpread the Bleſſings of them. And as your Lordſhip held a principal Place 
in his Eſteem, and perhaps the firſt in His Affection, during His latter Troubles; rhe Suc- 
ceſs which accompanied thoſe prudent Counſels, cannot but reflect an Honour on thoſe fer 
who manag'd them; and wrought out, by their Faithfulneſs and Diligence, the Publick 
Safety. I might dilate on the Difficulties which attended that Undertaking, the Temper of 
the People, the Power, Arts and Intereſt of the contrary Party, but thoſe are all of them 
Invidious Topicks ; they are too green in our Remembrance; and he who touches on 'them; 
Tncedit per Ignes, ſuppoſitos cineri doloſo. But without reproaching one ſide to praiſe another, 
I may juſtly recommend to both, thoſe wholſome Counſels, which wiſely adminiſtred, an 
as well executed, were the Means of preventing a Civil War, and of extinguiſhing 'a Srow- 
ing Fire which was juſt ready to have broken forth among us. So many Wives, who have 
yet their Husbands in their Arms; ſo many Parents, who have not the Number of their 
Children leſſen'd; ſo many Villages, Towns and Cities, whoſe Inhabitants are not decreas'd; 
their Property violated, or their Wealth diminiſh'd, are yet owing to the ſober Conduct, 
and happy Reſults of your Advice. Ifa true Account may be expected by future Ages, from 
the preſent, your Lordſhip will be delivered over to Poſterity, in a fairer Character than 1 
have given: And be read, not in the Preface of a Play, (whoſe Author is not vain enough 
to promiſe Immortality to others, or to hope it for himſelf) but in many Pages of à Chro- 
nicle, fill d with Praiſes of your Adminiſtration. For if Writers be juſt to the Memory of 
King CHARLES the Second, they cannot deny him to have been an exact Knower of 
Mankind, and a perfect Diſtinguiſher of their Talents, -*Tis true, his Neceſſities often forcd 
him to vary his Councellours and Councils, and ſometimes to imploy ſuch Perſons in the 
Management of his Affairs, who were rather fit for his preſent purpsſe than ſatisfactory to 
bis judgment: But where it was Choice in him, not Compulſion, he was Maſter of too much 
good Senſe to delight in heavy Converſation ; and whatever his Favourites of State might be, 
yet thoſe of his Affection, were Men of Wit. He was cafie with theſe 4 and comply'd'only 
with the former: But in the latter part of his Life, which certainly requir'd to be molt cau- 
tiouſly manag'd, his ſecret Thonghts were communicated but to few ; and thoſe ſelected of 
that ſort, who were Amici omaium Horarum, able to adviſe him in a ſerious Conſult, where 
his Honour and Safety were concern d; and afterwards capable of entertaining him with 
| Pleaſant Diſcourſe, as well as profitable. In this Matureſt part of his Age, when he had 
ene. long ſeaſon d with Oifficulties and dangers, and was grown to a Niceneſs in his Choice, 
as being ſatisfied how few conld be truſted; and, or thoſe who cou'd be truſted, how ſewů— 
cou'd ſerve him, heconfined himſelf to a ſmall Number of Boſom F riends; amongſt whom, 
the World is much miſtaken, if your Lordſhip was not firſt; 
Vol. II. =o © tf 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

If the Rewards which youreceiv'd tor thoſe Services, were only Honours, it rather ſnew d 
the Nec eſſities of che Times, than any want of Kindneſs in your Royal Maſter - And as the 
Splendour of your Fortune food not in need of being ſupported by the Crown, ſo likewiſe 
in being ſatisfed without other Recompence, you ſhow'd your ſelt ro be above a Mercenary 
Interelt ; and ſtrengthen d that Power, which beſtowed thoſe Titles on you: Which, truly 
ſpeaking, were Marks of Acknowledgment more than Fayour. | 

But, as a Skiltul Pilot will not be tempted out to Sea, in ſuſpected W eather, ſo have you 
wiſely choſen to withdraw yonr ſelf from publick Buſineſs, when the Face of Heaven grew 
troubled ; and the frequent ſhitting ot rhe Winds foreſnew'd a Storm There are Times 
and Seaſons when the beſt Patriots are willing to withdraw their Hands from the Common- 
wealth; as Phocion in his latter Days was obſerv'd to decline the Management 
of Affairs: Or, as Cicero, (to draw the Similitv-le more home) left the Pulpit, for 
Tuſculum, and the praiſe of Oratory, for the {weet Enjoyments of a private Life. And, in 
the Happineſs of thoſe Rerirements, has more oblig'd Polterity by his Moral Precepts, than 
he did theRepublick, in quelling the Conſpiracy of Catiline. What prudent Man, wou d 
not rather follow the Example of his Retreat, than ſtay like Cato, with a ſtubborn unſea- 
ſonable Virtue, to oppoſe the Torrent of the People, and at laſt be driven from the Market- 
place by a Riot of a Multitude, uncapable of Counſel, and deaf to Eloquence ? There is like- 
wiſe a Portion of our Lives, which every Wiſe Man may juſtly reſerve to his own peculiar 
uſe, and that without defrauding his Native Counzry. A Roman Souldier was allow'd to 
plead the Merit of his Services for his diſmiſſion at ſuch an Age; and there was but one Ex- 
ception to that Rule, which was, an Invaſion from the Gaus. How far that may work 
with your Lordſhip, I am not certain ; but [ hope it is not coming to the Trial, 

In the mean time, while the Nation is ſecur'd from Forcign Attempts, by ſo powerful a 
Fleet, and we enjoy not only the Happineſs, but even the Ornaments of Peace, in the Diver- 
tiſement of the Town, I humbly offer you this Trifle, which it it ſucceed upon the Stage, is 
like to be the chiefelt Entertainment of our Ladies and Gentlemen this Summer. When | 
wrote it, ſeven Yearsago, 1 employ'd ſome reading about it, to inform my ſelf ont of Beda, 
Bchartus, and other Authors, concerning the Rites and Cuſtoms of the Heathen Saxons; 
as] alſo us d the little Skill have in Poetry to adorn it. But not to offend the preſent 
Times, nor aGovernment which has hitherto protected me, I have been oblig'd fo much 
to alter the firſt Deſign, and take away fo many Beauties from the Writing, that it is now no 
more what it was formerly, than the preſent Ship of the Royal Sovereign, after ſo often taking 
down, and altering, to the Veſſel it was at the firſt Building. There is nothing better, than 
what I intended, but the Mulick ; which has lince arriv'd to a greater Perfection in England, 
than ever formerly; eſpecially paſſing through the Artful Hands of Mr. Purcel, who has 

Compos ' d it with ſo great a Genius, that he has nothing to fear but an igaorant, ill- judging 

Audience, But the Numbers of Poetry and Vocal Mulick, are ſometimes fo contrary, that 
in many places I have been oblię d to cramp my Verſes, and make them rugged to the Reader, 
that they may be harmonious to the Hearer : Of which I have no Reaſon to repent me, be- 
cauſe theſe ſorts of Entertainment are principally deſign'd for the Ear and Eye; and there- 
fore in Reaſon my Art, on this occalion, ought to be ſubſervient to his. And belides, I flat- 
ter my lelf with an Imagination, that a Judicious Audience will eaſily diſtinguiſh berwixt 
the Songs, wherein I have comply'd with him, and thoſe in which | have followed theRules 
of Poetry, in the Sound aud Cadence of the Words. Notwithſtanding, all theſe Diſadvan- 
tages, there is ſomewhat ſtill remaining of the firſt Spirit with which I wrote it: Aud, 
though I can only ſpeak by gueſs, of what pleas d my firſt and belt Patroneſs the Dutcheſs of 
Monmouth in the reading, yet I will venture my Opinion, by the knowledge I have long had 
of her Grace's Excellent Judgment, and true taſte of Poetry, that the parts of the Airy and 
Earthy Spirits, and that Fairy kind of writing, which depends only upon the Force of Ima- 

gination, were the Grounds of her liking the Poem, and afterwards of her Recommending it 
to the Queen. I have likewiſe bad the ſatisfaction to hear, that Her Majeſty has Gracioufly been 

pleas'd to peruſe the Manuſcript of this Opera, and given it Her Royal Approbation. Poets, 
who ſubſiſt not but on the Favour of Sovereign Princes, and of great Perſons, may have 
leave to be a little yain, and boaſt of their Patronage, Who encourage the Genius that ani- 

rates them. And therefore I will again preſume to gueſs, that Her Majeſty was not diſ- 

pleas'd to find in this Poem the Praiſes of Her Native Country; and the Heroick Actions of 
fo famous a Predeceſſor in the Government of Great Britain, as King Arthur. 9255 


* 
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All chis, My Lord, I mult confeſs, looks with a kind of Inſinuation, that J preſent you 
with ſomewhat not unworthy your Protection: But | may eaſily miftake the Favour 
of Her Majeſty for Her Judgment: 1 think 1 cannot be deceiv'd in thus addreſſing to 
your Lordſhip, whom 1 have had the Honour to know, at that diſtance which becomes me, 
ter ſo many Years, *Tis true, that formerly I have ſhadow'd ſome part of your Virtues, un- 
der another Name; but the Character, though ſhort and impertc&, was ſo true, that it 
broke through the Fable, and was diicover d by its Native Light. What I pretend by this 

Dedication, is an Honour which I do my ſelf to Poſterity, by acquainting them that J have 
been converſant with the firſt Per ſons of the Age in which I liv'd ; and thereby perpetuate 
my Proſe, when my Verſes may poſlibly be forgotten, or obſcur'd. by the Fame of Future 
Facts. Which Ambition, amongſt my other Faults and Imperfections, be pleaſed to par- 

on, in | | | 
My L OR D,, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt Obedient Servant, 


Joan Darvpen. 


* 
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82 there's a Death of Wit in this dull Town 
When filly Plays ſo ſavourly go down : ; 
As hen Clipp'd Money paſſes, tis a n 

A Nation s not over: ſtoc d with Coin. 

Happy # he, who, in his own Defence, 

Can Write juſt level to your humble Sence ; 

ho hig her than your Pitch can never go; 

And donbtleſs, he muft creep, who ivrites below. 
So have T ſeen in Hall of Muig ht, or Lord, 

A weak Arm, throw on along Shovel-Board, 

He barely lays his Piece, bar Rubs and Knocks, 
Secur'd by weakneſs not to reach the Box. 

A Feeble Poet will his Bug neſs do; 

Who ſtraining all he can, comes up to you : 

For if you like your Selves, you lihe him too. 

An Ape bis own Dear Image will embrace; 

An ugly Beau adores a Hatchet Face : 

So ſome of you, on pure inſtinct of Nature, 

Are led, by Kind, ꝙ admire your fellow Creature. 
In fear of which, our Houſ has ſent this Day, 
I' anſure our New-Built-Veſſe!, call'd a Play. 

No ſooner Nam'd than one crys out, Theſe Stagers 
Come in good time, to make more Work for Wagers. 


I be Courtiers Bet, the Cits, the Merchants 7003 
A ſign they have but little elſe to do. 


The Town divides, if it will take, or no, * 


PROLOGUE to the OPER A, 
1 © Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


Betts, at the firſt, were Fool Traps ; where the Wiſe 
Li Spiders, lay in Ambuſh fer the Flieg: 

But now they re groun a common Trade for all, 

And Actions, by rhe News-Book, Riſe and Fall. 

Wits, Cheats, and Hops, are free of Waner-Hall, 

One Policy, as far as Lyons carries ; 

Another, nearer home ſets up for Paris. 

Our Betts, at laſt, wou'd ev'n to Rome extent, 

But that the Pope has prov'd our Truſty Friend. 
Indeed, it were a Bargain, worth our Money, 

Conu'd we another Ottobuoni. | 1 

Among the reſt, there are a ſharping Seti, 

That Pray for us, and yet againſt us Bett: 

Sure Heab'n it ſelf, is at a loſs to know, 

If theſe wowd have their Pray'rs be heard, or no: 
For in great Stakes, we peoufly ſuppoſe, 

Men Pray but very faintly they may loo. | 
Leave off theſe Wagers ; for in Conſcience $ peatung, 
The City needs not your new Tricks for breaking: 
And if you Gallantsleſe, to all appearins | 

Tol want an Equipage for Volunteering ; 

Wile thus, no Spark of Honour left within ye, 

nhen you ſhou'd draw the Sword, you draw the Guinea, 
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The EPI LO GVU F. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


| 1* had to Day 7 Dogen Billet Doux 


The Superſeription is eæceeding pretty, 


From Fops, and Wits, and Cits, and Bowſireet-Beaux; To the Delire of all the Town and City. 


Some from Whitehal, but from the Temple mere; 

A Covent Garden Porter brought me four, 

i have not yet read all: But, without fergning, 

ne Maids can make ſhrewd Gueſſes at your meaning. 
What if, to ſhew your Styles, Tread em here ? 

Met hinlis I hear one cry, Oh Lord, forbear : 

No, Madam, no; by Heav'n, that's too ſevere 

Fel then, be ſafe—— ** © 

But ſivear henceforwards to renounce al Writing 
And take this Solemn Oath of my Inditing, 
As you love Eaſe, and hate Campagnes and Fighting. 
Ter, Faitb, tis juſt to make ſome few Examples: 
hat &f I ſhew'd you one or two for Samples? 

Pulls one outs Fere's one deſires my Ladyſhip to meet 
At the kind Couch above in Bridges-Street. 


Now, Gallants, % muſt know, this pretious Fop, 

Is Fore mai of a Haber daſhers Shop * 

One who demmut Cheats; demure in Carriage; 

And Courts ie tothe Holy Bands of Marriage. | 

But with a Civil Innuendo 200, : 

My Overplus of Love ſhall he for you. 

Reads. Madam, Ifwear your Looks are fo Divine, 
When I ſet up, your Face ſhall be my Sign: | 


Here's my whole Heart, and halt a Guinea for you. 
But have a care of Beaux ; They're falſe, my Honey; 
And which is worſe, have not one Rag of Money. 


8 Tho Times are hard; to ſhew how I adore you, 


See bow Malicionſly the Rogue would trong ye; 
But T know better 1 dings of ſome among ye. 


Oh Sharping Knave! That mou d have, you know what, My wiſeſt way will be to keep the Stage, 


For a poor Snealing Treat of Chocolat. b 
Now, in the Name of Luck, I'll break this open, 


And truſt to the Good Nature of the Age ; 
And he that likes the Muſick and the Play, 


Pulls out another. Becauſe I Dreamt laſt Nig ht 1 had a Token; Shall be my Favourite Gallant to Day. 
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Dramatis Perfonx. 


R Ing Arthur, | . 
Cſwald, King of Kent, a Saxon and a Heathen. 
Conon, Duke of Cornwal, Tributary to King Arthur. 


Merlin, a famous Inchanter. 


Mr. Betterton 
Mr. Williams. 
Mr. Hoagſon, 
Mr. Kynaſton. 


Oſmond, a Saxon Magician, and a Heathen. | Mr. Sandford, 
Aurelius, Friend to Arthur. i; Mr. Alexander, 
Albanad, Captain of Arthur's Guards. Mr. Bowen. 
Guillamar, Friend to Oſwald. tn oa Mr. Harris, 
| „ O M E N. SES 
b onon. rs. Bracegirdle. 
Emmeline, Daughter of C r 5 455 


* Matilda, her Attendant. 
Philidel, an Airy Spirit. 
Grimbald.an Earthy Spirit. 


Officers and Soldiers, Singers and Dancers, ©. 


Mrs. Butler. 
Mr. Bomm an. 


| Scene in K EN T. 
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King ARTHUR 


The Britiſh Worthy. 


Co T Hen this is the deciding Day, to fix 


As Earth recovers from an Ebbing Tide, 


From Ser ern's Banks, even to this Barren-Domu, 


With foul diſhoneſt Wounds : Now here, indeed, 


And gave me two Licks acroſs the Face, to put me 


ACT 1 "© CENE I 


Huter Conon, Aurelius, Albanact. 


Great Britain's Scepter in great Arthur's Hand. 
Aar. Or put it in the bold Invaders — 
Arthur and Oſwald, and their different Fates, 
Are weighing now within the Scales of Heaven. 
Con. in Ten ſer Battels have we driven back 
Theſe Heathen Saxons, and regain'd our Earth. 


Her half-drown'd Face, and lifts it o'er the Waves. 


Our foremoſt Men have preſttheir fainty Rear, 
And not one Saxon Face has been beheld ; ; 
But all their Backs, and Shoulders have been ſtuck 


Pecauſe they have no further Ground they ſtand. 
Aur, Well have wechoſe a Happy day, tor Fight ; 
For every Man, in courſe of time, has found 
Some days are lucky, ſome unfortunate. 
Al. But why this day more lucky than the reſt? 
Com. Becauſe this day 
Js Sacred to the Patron of our Iſle; 
A Chriitian, and a Souldier's Annual Feaſt. 
Alb. Oh, now I underitand you, This is St. George of C abpadocid's Day. 
Well, it may be ſo, but Faith Iwas Ignorant; we Souldiers 
Seldom examine the Rubrick ; and now and chen a Saint may 
Happen to ſlip by us; But if he be a Gentleman Saint, he will | 
Forgive us. 
Con. Ofwald, undoubtedly, will Eight: it bravely. 
Aur. And it behoves him well, 'tis his laſt Stake. [I Ab. 
Pur what manner of Man is this 0% vald? Have ye ever ſeen him? 
Alb. Neer but once; and that was to my Coſt too; I followed hum too cloſe: : 
And to ſay Truth, ſomewhar Unc -ivilly, upon a Rout; _ 
But he turn'd upon me, as quick and as round, as a cl haf d Boar; 


In mind of my Chriſtianity. 
Con. I know him well; he's free and open Hearted, 
Aur. His Countries CharaQter : That Speaks a German. 
(ns Revengetul, rugged, violently brave; and once refolv'd, is never to be 
mov EIS 
Alb. Yes, he's a valiant Dog, Pox on him. 
Con. This was the Character he then maintain'd, 
When in my Court he ſought my Daughter's Love: ; 
My Fair, Blind, Emmeline. 
Alb. T cannot blame him for Courting the Heireſs of C 1 


0 Heireſſes are Beautiful; and as Blind as ſhe is, he would ha ve had 
Vo Blind Bargain of her. | 


Aur, For that Defeat in Love, he rais'd this War. 
For Royal Arthur Reign'd within her Heart, 
ber Qu id mov'd his 5 Jute. 


Con. 
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Con. Ay, now Aurelius, you have Nam'd a Man; 
One, whom belides the Homage that I owe, 
As Cornmal's Duke, to his Imperial Crown, 
| wou'd have choſen out, from all Mankind, 
To be my Soveraign Lord. | 

Aur. His worth divides him from the croud of Kings; 
So Born, without Deſert tobe fo Born; | 
Men, {et alott, to be the Scourge ot Heaven; 
And with long Arms, to laſhthe Under-World. 

Con. Arthur is all that's Excellent in OV, 
And void of all his Faults: In Nattel brave; 
But {till Serene in all the Stormy War, 
Like Heaven above the Clouds; and after Fight, 
As Merciful and Kind, to vanquiſht Foes, 
As a forgiving God; but ſee, he's here, 
And Praiſe is Dumb before him. | 

Enter Ring Arthur, Reading a Letter, with Attendants. 

Arthur |} Go on, Auſpicious Prince, the Stars are kind: 
Reading. Untold thy Banners tothe willing Wind; 
While 1, with Airy Legions, help thy Arms: 
Confronting Art with Art, and Charms with Charms. 
So Merlin writes; nor can we doubt tl event, [To Con. 
With Heav'n and you to Friends; Oh Noble Conor, 
Vou taught my tender Hands the Trade of War, 
And now again you Helm your Hoary Head, 
And under double weight of Age and Arms, 
Aſſert your Country's Freedom, and my Crown- 

Con. No more, my Son. 

Arth. Moſt happy in that Name! 

Your Emmeline, to Gſrald's V ows retus'd, 
You made my plighted Bride: 
| Your Charming Daughter, who like Love, Born Blind, 
Un-aiming hits, with ſureſt Archery, 
And Innocently Kills. 

Con. Remember, Son, 
You are a General, other Wars require you. 
For fee the Saxon Grols begins to move. 

Arth. Their Infantry Embattel'd, ſquare and cloſe, 
March firmly on, to fill the middle ſpace: 
Cover'd by their advanzing Cavalry. 

By Heav'n, 'tis Beauteous Horrour : 

The Noble O/vald has provok'd my Envy. : 
Enter Emmeline, led by Matilda. 

Ha ! Now my Beauteous Emmeline appears, 

Anew, / but Oh, a ſofter Flame, inſpires me: 

Even Rage and Vengeance, liumber at her ſight. 

Ex. Oh Father, Father, Iam ture you're here; 

| Becauſe ſee your Voice. pes 

Arth. No, thou miſtak'ſt thy hearing for thy ſight; 
He's gone, my Etmeliue; 1 
And ] but ſtay to gaze on thoſe fair Eyes, 
Which cannot view the Conquelt they have made. 
Oh Star-like Night, dark only to thy felt, 

But full of Glory, as thoſe Lamps of Heav'n 
That ſee not When they ſhine- 

Em. What is thisHeav*n,andStars,and Night, and Day, 
To which you thus compare my Eyes and me ? 
l underſtand you, when you ſay you love: 

For, when my Father claſps my Hand in his, | 
That's cold, and I can feel it hard and wrinckl'd; 
But when you graſp it, then ſigh and pant, 

And ſomething ſmarts, and tickles at my Heart- 


Con. Haſte your Farewel ; Il chear my Troops, and wait ye. [Exit Conon. 


Anh. 
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"th. Oh Artleſs Love / where the Soul moves the Tongue, 
And only Nature ſpeaks what Nature thinks ! 
Had ſhe but Eyes! 

Em. Juſt now you ſaid I had: 
ſce 'em, 1 havetwo- 

Arth. But neither ſee. 

Em. Pm ſure they hear you then: 

VVhat can your Eyes do more? 

Arth. They view your Beauties. 

Em. Do not I ſee You have a Face like mine, 

Wo Hands, and two round, pretty, riſing g Breaſts, 

T? tar heave like mine. 
Arth. But you deſeribe a V Voman, 
N 5 iS it fight, but touching with your Hands. 
i. Then cis my Hand that fees, and that's all one: 
For is not ſeeing; touching with your Eyes? 
Arth. No, for J ſee at diltance; where T touch not. 
n. If you can ſce ſo far, and yet not touch, 
fear you ſee my Naked Legs and Feet 
Quite through my Cloaths; pray do not ſce ſo well. 
Arch. Bear not, ſweet Innocence ; 
view the lovely Features of your Face; 
Your Lips Carnation, your dark ſhaded Eye-brows, 
Black Eyes, and Snow-white For ehead; all the Colours 
That make your Beauty, and produce my Love. 
Fi. Nay, then, you do not love on equal terms: 
love you dearly, without all theſe helps: 
cannot ſee your Lips Carnation, 
Your ſhaded Eye-brows, nor your Milk-white Eyes. 
”— A 2%. You ſtill miſtake. 
i. Indeed I thought you had a Noſe and Eyes, 
And ſuch a Faceas mine; have not Men Faces? 
Arth. Oh, none like yours, ſo excellently fair, 
iz. Then wou'd had no Face; for I wou'd be 
jult ſuch a one as you. | 

Arti. Alas, ?tis vain to inſtruct your Innocence, 

You have no Notion of Liglit or Colours: | 
Emm. Why, is not that a T rumpet? [Trumpet ſounds within. 
2 "Th: ks | 
Eri 3 new! it. 

And I can tell you how the ſound on't looks: 

It looks as if it had an angry lighting Face. 

Ari. Tis now indeed a ſharp unpleaſant ſound, 

Becaule it calls me hence, from her J love, 

To meet Ten tliouſand Foes. 

Em, How does ſo many Men eber come to meet ? 

This Devil Trumpet vexes 'em, and then 

They feel about, tor one anothers Faces; 

And 10 they meet, and kill. 

Ar %. VI tell ye all, when we have gain'd the Field; 

One kits of your fair Hand, the pledge of Conquelt, 

And {oa ſhort farewel. [Kiſſes her Hand, and Exit wich Aurel. Alb, nd 3 | 

in. My Heart, and Vows, go with him to the Figlit: 

May every Foe be that, which they call blind, 

And noneofall their Swords have Eyes to find him. 

But lead me nearer tothe Trumpet's Face; 

For that brave Sound upholds my fainting Heart ; | 

And while hear, methinks Tfiohir my part. [Exit, led by Matilda. 

Ente- Ofwald and Oſmond: | 

The Scene repreſents a place of Heathen Worſhip ; The three Saxon Gods, Woden, Thor, 

and Freya placed on Pedeſlals. An Altar. 
0/20, Tis time to haſten our myſterious Rites; 
Becauſe your Army waits you. 


rOſwald 
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[Oſwald d! three Bows before the three Images. 
Oſ va. Thor, Freya, Moden, all ye Savon Powers, 
Hear and revenge my Father Hezif”s Death. | 
 Ofzzo. Father of Gods and Men, great Moden, licar. 
Mount thy hot Courſer, drive amidſt thy Foes; 
Lift high thy thund'ring Arm, let every blow 
Daſh out a miſ- believing Briton's Brains. 
Oſma. Father of Gods and Men, great Moden hear; 
Give Conqueſt to thy Saxon Race, and me. TY 
 Ofm. Thor, Freya, Moden, hear, and ſpell your Saxons, 
With Sacred Runick Rhimes, from Death in Battel. 
Edge their bright Swords, and blunt the Britons Darts. 
No more, Great Prince, for ſee my truſty Fiend, 
V Vho all the Night has wing'd the dusky Air. 
Is rimbald, 4 fierce earthy Spirit ariſes, 
V Vhat News, my Grimbald? _ 
Grim, I haveplaid my part; 
For I have Steel'd the Fools that are to die; 
Six Fools, ſo prodigal of Life and Soul, 
That, for their Country, they devote their Lives 
A Sacrifice to Mother Earth, and Moden. 
Oſmo, *Tis well; But are we ſure of Victory? 
rim. VVhy ask'ſt thou me? 
Inſpect their Intrails, draw from thence thy Gueſs : 
Bloud we mutt have, without it we are dumb. _ 
Ofſmo. Say, V Vhere's thy Fellow-ſervant, Philidel ? 
V Vhy comes not he? 
Grim. For, he's a puleing Sprite. 
V Vhy didſt thou chule a render airy Form, 
Unequal to the mighty work of Miſchiet ; 
His Make is flitting, ſoft, and yielding Atomes: 
He trembles at the yawning gulph of Hell, | 
Nor dares approach the Flame, lett he ſhou'd finge 
His gaudy ſilken VVings. Fo ] . 
He ſighs when he ſhould plunge a Soul in Sulphur, 
As with Compaſſion, touch'd of fooliſh Man. | 
Oſino. VVhat a halt Devil's he? 
His errand was, to draw the Low-land damps, 
And Noiſom Vapours, from the foggy Fens : 
Then, breath the baletul ftench, with all his force. 
Full on the faces of our Chriſtued Foes. 
Grim. Accordingly he drein'd thoſe Marſhy grounds; 
And bagg'd*'em ina blue Peſtiferous Cloud ;— 
VYhich when he ſhou'd have blown, the frighted Elf 
Eſpy'd the Red Croſs Banners of their Hoſt; 
And ſaid he durſt not add to his damnation. 
Oſino. Ill puniſh him at leiſure; 
Call in the Victims to propitiate Hell. 


Dn ———_—_ 


Grim. That's my kind Maſter, I ſhall break faſt on em. „ 
[Grimbald goes to the Door, and Re. enters with ſix Saxons in White, with Swords in 
their hands, They range themſelves three and three in Oppoſition to each other, 


The reſt of the Stage is fuld with P rieft s and Singers ; 7 


Oden, firſt to thee, Ty Chor. We have Sacriſio d'. 
A Milk-white Steed in Battel won, 2 Voc. The White Horſe Neigh'd aloud, 
We bave Sacrifis'd. To Woden thanks we render, — 

Chor, We have Sacrific d. To Woden, we have dow d.. 

Verſ. Let our next oblation be, Chor. To Woden, our Defender. 
To Thor, thy thundring Son, L Tbe four laſt Lines in CHORUS, 
Of ſuch another. | Verſ. The Lot is caſt, and Tanfan pleas'd : 

Chor. We have Sacrific d. Chbor. Of Mortal Cares you ſhall be eas d, 

| Verfſ. A Third; (ef Friezland breed was he,) Brave Souls to be renown d in Story. 
To Woden's Wife, and to Thor's Mother : Honour prizing, 

And now we have atton'd all three Death deſpiſing, 

He have Sacrific d. | Fame acquiring 


By Expiring 1 Die, 
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Die, and rea the uit of Glory. dis of Goblets.Crown a, 1 | 
Brave Souls a be fir in To, And plenteous Bowls of burniſ'd ou 

Verſ. 2. call ye all, | Where you ſhall Laugh, N 
To Woden's Hall; os . And dance and quaff, Ha 
Your Temples round 7 008 be Jute, that makes the Britons bog. 
With Toy bound, | 


2 he ſix Saxons ave led off by the Prieſts, in » Order zo be 2 
Of. Ambitious Fools we are, 


And yet ambition is a Godlike Fault: e eee 
Or rather, 'tis no Fault in Souls born great, 


Who dare extend their Glory by their Deeds. e e 
Now Britany prepare to change thy State, 5 55 " IA) 
And from this Day begin thy Saxon date. | [Extax Omar 
A Battel ſuppoſed to be given bebind the Smeg wich Drums Trum pets, Fl 
| Milicar Shouts and Excurſions: After which, the Brivnscxpreſing their Joy 7 
the Victory, ſing this Song of Triumph. J 


(9 if you dare, our Trumpets found; TOE 
Come if you dare, the Foes rebound : 
Me come, we come, we come, we come, © 

Says the double, double, double Beat of the Then Dri.” 

Now they charge on amain, 

Now they rally again: EY TH 25 
The Gods from above the mad Libor behold „. 
And pity Mankind that will periſh for Gold. . 1 08. 
'The Fainting Saxons quit their 3 el 4711 
Their Trumpets Languiſb in the Sound ; it a4 99 
The fly, they fly, they fly, they fly ; 5 W. 0 TIS e 
Victoria, Victoria, che Bold Britons og eee e 

Now the Vittory's won, 5 1 

To the Plunder we run: 


Me return to our Laſſes like Fortunate Tradbre 
Triumphant mb Soils of the V. dg Invaders, n 


e 
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Ad T IE 
Euter Philidel. ” 


Phil. \ Las, for pity, ofthis dloody Field! 


Piteous it needs muſt be, when I, a Spirit, 
Can have ſo ſoft a ſenſe of Humane Woes!- 


Ah! for ſo many Souls, as but this Morn, bo 

Were cloath'd with Fleſh, and warm'd with Vital blood, 
But naked now, or ſhicted but with Air. > 

[Mer lin, with Spirits, deſcends to Philidel, on 4 0 bario arawn h Dragons 
| Mer. What art thou Spirit, of what Name and Order ? 
(For I have view'd thee in my Magick Ghaſs,) 

Making thy moan, among theMidnight Wolves, 

That Bay the ſilent Moon: Speak, I Cogjure thee. 
* Vis Merlin bids thee, at whote awful Wand, | F 
'The pale Ghoſt quivers, and the grim Fiend aſs r 9. © of 

Phil. an Air ry Shape, the tender'ſt of my CP᷑PP 
The laſt ſeduc'd, and leaſt deform'd of Hell; 1 | 

Halt white, and ſhuffl'd in the Crowd, I ll 

Defirous to repent, and loth to fin ; 

Awkward in Miſchief, piteous of Mankind, 

My Name is Philidel, my Lot in Air; 
Where next beneath the Moon, and neareſt Heav' n, 
I ſoar, and have a Glimpſe to be receiv'd, 

For which the ſwarthy Demons envy me. 
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Phil. To ſhun the Saxon Wizards ew — 5 


0 »mond, the awful ſt Name next thine below, 
"Cauſe I refus d to hurl a N oyſom Fog 
On Chriſten'd Heads, the Hue and Cry of Hell 
Is rais d againſt me, for a Fugitive Spright. _ 
Mer. Oſmond ſhall know,a greater Power proteQts thee: 
But follow thou the Whiſpers of thy Soul; 
That draw thee nearer Heav'n. 
And, as thy Place isneareſt to the Sky; 
1 he Rays will reach thee firſt, and bleach thy 
Phil. In hope of that, If] pread my Azure \ 
And wiſhing ſtill, for yet I dare not pray, 
| bask in Day-light, and behold with Joy 
My Scum work outward, and my Ruſt y wear off. 
Mer. Why tis my hopeful Devil; now mark me, Philidel, 
I willemploy thes, Neat thy future God: 
Thou know'ſt, in ſpite of Valiant Oſvald's Arms, 
a” Oſmond's Powerful Spells, the Field 1 is ours. 
il. Oh, Maſter ! haſten I 
Thy Dread Commands, for G imbald is at Hand; 
228 fierce Fiend; I Inuff his Earthly Scent: 
he Conquering Britons, he miſleads to ee 
Or dreadful Downfalsof unheeded Rocks ; 
Where many fall, that neꝰer ſhall riſe again. e 
Mer. Be that thy care, to ſtand by falls of Brooks, 
And trembling Bogs; that bear a Green-Sword ſhow. 
Warn off the bold Purſuers from the Chace. 
No ie, 5 e, and we divide the Task. 
But leſt frerce Grimbald's pond'rous Bulk 5 g 
Thy tender flitting Air, Il leave my Band 
Of Spirits with United ſtrengrh1 to Aid thee, / 
And force with force repel. 1 
Exit Merlin ag his Charges. Merlin s 
Enter Grimbald in the Habit of A Shepherd, follom d by i 
Aurelius, Albanact and Souldiers, mho wander 
| Ori. Here,this way, Britons; follow Ofwald's Wight ; . 
This Evening a8 I whiltPd out my Dog, 
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Io drive my ſtraggling Flock, and pitch'd my Fold, 
J faw him dropping Sweat, Ger- labour'd, fil, 0 
Make faintly as 1 could, to yonder Dell. 
Tread in my Steps; long eighbourhood by Day 5 
Has made theſe Fields mla in the Night. Eo 37 
Arth. thank thee, Shepherd; c ARE G5 
Expect Reward, lead on, We follow theo... Fea 
Phil. Sings. Hither pin; this way bend, "We 
age, Tra tus - Os | 
T hoſe ave falſe eluding Lights, 1085 A 
Wha fon by Sj Ehre. Fu 9 yy 4 
- Truſt e 2 for # | Je; 130 6 \ 
And in and Marſpes leave e. 
Chot. of Phil. Spirits. LP 5 this e Ion zul . 
Chor. of Crimb. Spirits. This wy hte way ben ve 


Fink Sings. If you Joh, 0 


Danger thin 
«Forging: $29 


Down youfall 
Tis a Fiend who has 5 ennay dyes or 
Name but Heæv u, a 


Chor. of Phil. Spirits!“ 
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Chor. of Grimb. _— This way, this u — |. 8 102 worl aud 
Philidel's Spirits. * not that Malicious Fiend .. 3 125 p 
Grimbald's Spirits. Truſt me, I amg Munch, Filndv: 9750 f 
Philidel's Spirits. Hithir This way, Nes 71 ＋ 910 2494110 1791 ef. 13D 7 4 
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Con. Some wicked Phantom, Foe to Human kind, S750 Trig od PM 


Miſguides our Steps. 1100 411 at „ ing aut of Tg 
Alb. P' follow him no farther. Dy de AN 
Grimbald ſpeałs. By Hell, ſhe ſings em bal in chic. A Ns 

I had a voice in Heav'n, ere Sulphrous Steam -baH 11515 i » 110 

Had damp'd it to a hoarſeneſs; but PII try- i 3 Kat nine bares] 

He ſings. Let not à Moon horn Ef „%% 1935902 ©, od Mart md) Qt 

From your Prey, 5 Glory. by ON al ets itt ag 
Too far, Alas, he has betray ye : MH IETF TT . ; 7 ry 3Ri1 ? 
Follow the Flames, that e ee FFFVfI e , Kc 
Sometimes Seven, nee men. i el Hebei t r oil 
Hurry, hurry, hund h FR un. T 3800 to l 0 
See, ſee, the Footſte 15 wha TM 15 0 nk at ft: 67 1 1 f 
Sm, fr, D 4 ayes 9 {1 Beg ton gorge 116 5 7 BY 1 oY 
Firm is the Ta oh 1 ono c 
Where yonder Pearly 125 are binge. Fi e oats ee 
Far he cannot hence ie g, Il op en : 
Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry 95. La: be By 3 1 
Aur, "Tis true, he ſays; the Footſteps yet are freſh | RE OI), OAT... 
Upon the Sod, no falling Dew. drops hand en TE 3 5 
Diſturb'd the Print, I LA. are Gable Gt imbald 
Philidel ſings. Hither this way... ur ail ani gg; ; 1370 
Chor. of Phil. Spirits Hither this 5 195 l 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This may, this way bend. . 5 
Philidels Spirits. Traſt not thut Malicious Fiend. or 3 
Grib. Spirits. Truſt me, I am no Malicious Fiend: . 
Philidels Spirits. Hither this me, & c. | 
„Hef! 15 bib! [They ll 8 to „ rlülel 
Grim. Drake Cure on her Voice, 1 muſkimy Prey forego ; Thou, Philidel. 
Thou, Philidel, ſhall anſwer this bela ww. [Grimbald fs with, 4 lab. 
Arth. At laſt the Cheat i plain, 711 511 55555 
The Cloven-footed Fiend is Vaniſh'd from us; 5 „ 9 5 : 
MTS OD Gave Angels be our Guides, and bring us e n 
He Phil. finging.. Come follow,(follow, follom me. 
„ Chor. Come follam, &... | 
Aud me. Aud me. And ang. And me. 1 415 
Verſe. 2 Voc. And Gree eren Maur bal .. 
Chor. Come foſom &ͤ .. MEI 
Verſe. No Goblin Elf hn dos to ond, a. i 


Chor. No, no, 20, &. I bnd 1 1 EY 
No Goblin or, Elf ball canto, yes — 85 
Verſ. 3 Voc. We Brethrow-of Air, WEE 
Tos . 8 : will bear, 55 N 
ot ud andy be * 1 ; N 4ogad 
a Chor. 4 be CC. Write n 
[Philidel and the Spirits gooff Singing with Nin Hr and the reſt in the middle 0 them 
Enter Emmeline da by Magi Ta 1 n 5 
Em. No News of my Dear Love, or om Father 
Mat. None, Madam, ſince die gaining ok che Barrel? ry 
Great Arthur is a Royal Conquefarymow oy 
And well deſerves your Loves. pad bn Al Ay TR EAT 
: Em, But now I fear. e XZ r CI) 5. 
He'll be too grear, to Jove poor ſi 8 tic? re co, 
If he be dead, or never come A. wn on ad e +1, 
I mean to die: But there? 2a grace douby, Av CE Es Ce 
Since | ne'er ſaw him here, i err 
How {hall I meet him in anorher World? TY 1 "3 PWR 7 
Mar. I have heard ſamething, how twMo Bodicd meet, is HS 5 
But how Souls Joy Il, I know not. uy $23 100 \ rug. | : demi a 0 = | m I 
Em, I ſhou'd find him, nn! doe Nas n fe bi 111705 
For ſurely I have ſeen him in mySleep, T7 ee r 211.98 : 
And then, methought, he put his Mouth to mine, OY Mura. | 
And eat a thouſand Kiſſes on my Lips ; OS e ee 
Sure by his Kiſſing I cou'd find him out v1 i 
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Among a thouſand Angels in the Sky, 
Mat. But what a kind of Man do you ſuppoſe him? 
Em, He muſt be made of the molt precious things: 
And I believe his Mouth, and Eyes, and Cheeks, 
And Noſe, and all his Face, aremade of Gold. 
Mat. Heav'n bleſs us, Madam, what a Face you make him! 
If it be yellow, he mult have the Jaundies, 
And that's a bad Diſeaſe. 
Em. Why then do Lovers give a thing ſo bad 
As Gold, to Women, whom ſo well they Love? 
Mat. Becauſe that bad thing, Gold, buys all good things, 
Em. Yet I muſt know him better: Of all Colours, 
Tell me which is the pureſt, and the ſofteſt. 
Mat. They fay *tis Black. 
Em. Why then, ſince Gold is hard, and yet is precious, 
His Face muſt all be made of ſoft, black Gold. 
Mat But, Madam 
Em. No more; [I have learn'd enough for once. 
Mat. Here are a Crew of Kentiſh Lads and Laſſes, 
Wou'd cntertain ye, till your Lord's return, 
With Songs and Dances, to divert your Cares, 
Em, O bring them 1n, 
For tho? I cannot ſee the Songs, I love em; 
And Love, they tell me, is a Dance of Hearts. TOY 
* . FPe᷑nxter Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 

1 Shep-C How bleſt are Shepherds, how happy their Laſſes, 
herd While Drums and trumpets are lier Alarms! 
ſings. Over our Lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes ; 

: And when we die, tis in each others Arms. 

All the Day oz our Heards and Flocks employing; 
All the Night on dur Flutes, and in e jcing. 

„„ Chor. Dag 8 
Bright Nymphs of Britain, with Graces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire, 
Honours but empty, and when Youth is ended. 
All Men will praiſe you, but none will deſire. 
Let may TOs fly away . Contenting; 
Age will come timè enough, for your Repentinp. 

Chor. 1 = not A 8 en Te. 

[ Here the Men offer their Flutes to the Women. which they refuſo, 
2 Shep- 118 Shepherd, leave Decoying, hen they refuſe 
herdeſs. Pipes are ſweet, a Summers Day; 
But a little after Toying, es 
Women have the ſhot to pay. 
2. | 
Here are Marriage-Vows for foninv. | | 
Set their Marks that {ſor Penis | 
After that, without Repining, 
Play and Welcome, Day and Night. 8 
[Here the Women give the Men Contracts, which they accept. 
Chor. $5 Come, Shepherds, lead up a lively Meaſares 9 
of all. The Cares of Wedlock, are Cares of Pleaſure: 
But whether Marriage bring Jo, or Sorrow, 
Make ſar e of this Day, and hang FA 0 morrom. | 
LI Dance after the I ,and Exeunt Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes- 
Enter on the other ſide of the Stage, Oſwald and Guillamar. | 
O. The Night has wilder'd us; and we arefaln © 
Among their foremoſt Tents. 1 
Guill. Ha! What are theſe! . 
They ſeem of more than Vulgar Quality, ©  _ 
Em. What Sounds are thoſe ? They cannot far be diſtant : 
Whereare we now, Matilda ? e iy: 
Mat, Juſt before your Tent: 
>. JL i | „ 
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Fear not, they muſt be Friends, and they approach. 
Em. My Arthur, ſpeak, my Love; Are you return'd 
To bleſs your Emmeline? - 
Oſwa. to Gailla. I know that Face: 
'Tis my Ungrateful Fair, who, ſcorning mine, 
Accepts my Rivals Love: Heav'n, thou'rt bounteous, 
Thou ow'ſt me nothing now. 
Mat. Fear grows upon me: 
Speak what you are; ſpeak, or I call for help. 
Oſma. We are your Guards. 
Mat. Ah me! We are betray'd; 'tis Oſwald's Voice. 
Em. Let em not ſee our Voices, and then they cannot find us. 
Oſim. Paſſions in Men Opprels'd are doubly ſtrong. 
I take her from King Arthur; there's Revenge: 
If ſhe can love, ſhe buoys my ſinking Fortunes: 
Good Reaſons both: Pl] on. Fear nothing, Ladies, 
You ſhall be fafe. | [Oſwald and Guillamar ſeize Emmeline and Matilaa. 
E. & Matil. Help, help; a Rape, a Rape! 1171 
Oſwa. By Heav'n ye injure me, tho Force is us'd, 
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Your Honour ſhall be ſacred. | 
Ez. Help, help, Oh Britons help! 
Oſwa. Your Britons cannot help you: 
This Arm, through all their Troops, ſhall force my way; 9 295 
Vet neither quit my Honour, nor my Prey. [Exeunt, the Nomen ſtill crying. 
. An Alarm mithin: Some Soldiers runing over the 
Stage: Follow, follow, follow, 


| Enter Albanact Captain of the Guards, with Soldiers. 
Alb. Which way went th' Alarm? 
1 §ol. Here, towards the Caſtle. 
Alb. Pox o' this Victory; the whole Camp's debauch'd: _ 
All Drunk or Whoring : This way, follow, follow. Exe. 
Dn [The Alarm renews: Claſhing of Swords within for æ while. 
OT Re-enter Albanact, Officer and Soldiers. „„ 
Officer. How ſits the Conqueſt on great Arthur's Brow ? 
Alb. As when the Lover, with the King is mixt, 
Ale puts the gain of Britain in a Scale 
Which weighing with the loſs of Emmedize, 
He thinks he's ſcarce a Saver. [Trumpet within. 
Officer. Hark! a Trumpet! 
It ſounds a Parley. 
Alba. *Tis from Oſwald then ; 5 
An Echo to King Archur's Friendly Summons, 
Sent ſince he heard the Rape of Emmeline, 5 
Toask an Interview. Trumpet anſwering on the other ſide. 
_ Officer, But hark! already | 1 — 
Our Trumpet makes reply; and fee both preſent. — 
Enter Arthur on one ſide attended, Oſwald on the other with Attendants, and Guil- 
„„ lamar. They meet and ſalute. „„ 
Arthur. Brave Oſwald! We have met on Friendlier Terms, 
Companions of a War, with Common Intereſt 
Againſt the Bordering Pics: But Times are chang'd. 
Ojwa. And I am ſorry that thoſe Times are chang'd : 
For elſe we now might meet, on Termsas Friendly. 
Arth. If ſo we meet not now, the fault's your own; 
For you have wrong'd me much. 
Oſwa- Oh you wou'd tell me, 
I call'd more Saæons in, t enlarge my Bounds: 
f thoſe be Wrongs, the War has well redreſsd ye. 
Arth. Miſtake me not, I count not War a Wrong 
War is the Trade of Kings, that fight for Empire: 
And better be a Lyon, than a Sheep. 8 
Ora. In what, then, have Iwrong'd ye? 
Arth. In my Love. 5 
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Oſwa. Even Love's an Empire too; The Noble Soul, 
Like Kings, is Covetous of ſingle Sway. 

Arth. | blame ye not, for loving Emmeline : 
But ſince the Soul is free, and Love is choice, 
You ſhou'd have made a Conqueſt of her Mind, 
And not have forc'd her Perſon by a Rape. 

Oſwa. Whether by Force, or Stratagem, we gain; 
Still Gaining is our End, in War or Love. 
Her Mind's the Jewel, in her Body lock'd ; 
If I would gain the Gem, and want the Key, 
It follows I muſt ſeize the Cabinet: | 
But to ſecure your fear, her Honour is untouch'd. 
Arti. Was Honour ever ſafe in Brutal Hands? 

So ſafe are Lambs within the Lyons Paw; 

Ungrip'd and plaid with, till fierce Hunger calls, 

Then Nature ſhews it ſelt ; the cloſe-hid Nails 

Are ſtretch'd, and open'd, to the panting Prey. 
But if indeed, you are ſo Cold a Lover 

O/wa. Not Cold, but Honourable: 
Arth. Then Reſtore her. 85 
That done, I ſhall believe you Honourable. 
Oſma. Think'ſt thou I will forego a Viftor's Right ? 
Arth. Say rather, of an Impious Raviſher. 
That Caſtle, were it walPd with Adamant, 
Can hide thy Head, but till to Morrow's Dawn. 
__ Oſwa, And e'er to Morrow, I may be a God, 
If Emmeline be kind: But kind or cruel, 
I tell thee, Arthur, but to ſee this Day, 
That Heavenly Face, tho? not tohave her mind, 
would give up a hundred Years of Life, 
And bid Fate cut to Morrow. | 175 

Arth. It ſoon will come, and tliou repent too late; 
V Vhich to prevent, Pl bribe thee to be honeſt. 

Thy Noble Head, accuſtom'd to a Crown, 

Shall wear it (till: Nor ſhall thy hand forget 

The Sceptre's uſe : From Meaway's pleaſing Stream, 

Io Severn's Roar, be thine. : . 

In ſhort, Reſtore my Love, and ſhare my Kingdom. 
Oſv. Not, tho' you ſpread my Sway from Thames toTyber ; 

Such Gifts might bribe a King, but not a Lover. 
Arth. Then prithee give me back my Kingly V Vord, 

Paſs'd for tliy ſafe return; and let this Hour, 

In ſingle Combate, Hand to Hand, decide 

The Fate of Empire, and of Emmelize. 

Oſ va. Not, that I fear, do I decline this Combat; 

And not decline it neither, but defer : 

VVhen Emmeline has been my Prize as long 

As ſhe was thine, I dare thee tothe Duel. 

Arth-I nanv'd your utmoſt Term of Life; To Morrow. 
Oſwa. You are not Fate. 
Ari. But Fate is in this Arm. | 
You might have made a Merit of your Theft. 
Oſa. Ha ! Theft! Your Guards can tell, I ftole her not. 
Arth. Had I been preſent --— — 5 — 
Oſma. Had you been preſent, ſhe had been mine more Nobly. 
Arth. There lies your way. 
Ofva, My way lies where I pleaſe- 
Expect (for Oſwald's Magick cannot fail) 
A long to Morrow, e'er your Arms prevail; 
Or if J fall, make Room ye bleſt above, 


For one who was undone, and dy'd for Love. [Exit Oſwald and his Party 


Arth. There may be one black Minute e&'er to Morrow : 
For who can tell, what Pow'r, and Luft, and Charms, 
May do this Night ? To Arms, with ſpeed, to Arms. 


«tata. obo wo * 


| (Ext. 
ARS. 


\ 1 
i 


Ll 
I 
A 
6 
0 
1 
4 
. 
9 
* * 
11 
wh 
[; 
} 
1 
1 
i 
4 
14 
4 
Fa 
} 
Wy | 
4 
1 
7 
LL | 
l 
Li = 
44 
* 0 
41 
1 
is 
z - 
5 
1 
5 
f 7 
wa 
ö 
4% 
[; % 
iy 
3528 
"4 . 
14 . 
+ 5 
. + „ 
+ 4X 
1 
>, : 
br 7 
8 g 
. 
9 
ta 
5 its . 
wy 
1 
iN 
if Y 
48) 
5 4 6 
TAI 
1 N , 
We x42 
„ 
on * 
. 
1 
F 
* 
15 oP. 
HEY 
33 
6 / N 
. 
. 
U * 
; 
x 


4.98. — A R THUR: Or, 


wo 


ACT I. 
Enter Arthur, Conon and Aurelius. 


Con. Y Urle up our Colours, and Unbrace our Drums; 
Diſlodge betimes; and quit this fatal Coaſt. 
Arth, Have we forgot to Conquer? 2 
Aur, Caſt off hope: 
TH ImbattFd Legions of Fire, Air, and Earth, 
Are banded for our Foes, 
For going to diſcover, with the Dawn, 


Yon Southern Hill, which promis'd to the Sight * 


A Riſe more eaſie to attack the Fort, 
Scarce had we ſtept on the Forbidden Ground, 
VVhen the VVoods ſhook, the Trees ſtood briſtling up; 
A Living Tr embling Nodded through the Leaves. 
Arth. Pcpiars, and Aſpen-Poughs, a Pannick Fright. 
Con. We thought ſo too, and doubled ſtill our pace. 
But ſtrait a rumbling Sound, like bellowing Winds, 
Roſe and grew loud ; Confus'd with Howls of Wolves, 
And Grunts of Bears: and dreadful Hiſs of Snakes; 
Shrieks more than Humane: Globes of Hail pour'd down 
an Armed VVinter, and Inverted Day. 
Arth. Dreadiul, indeed!“ 
Jur. Count then our Labour's loſt : 
For other way lies none, to mount the Clif, 


VUnlets we borrow V Vings, and fail through Air. 


Arth. Now I perceive a Danger worthy me. 


*Tis 0/m0-d's work, a band of Hell-hir'd Slaves: 


Be mine the hazard, mine {hall be the Fame, 
[Arthur is going out, but is met 45 Merlin, who 
takes him by the "Hand, and brings him back, 
Enter Merlin, 
Mer. Hold, Sir, and wait Heavens time; th Attempt's too dangerous. 
There's not a Tree in that Inchanted Grove, 
But numbred out, and given by tale to Fiends; 
And under every Leaf a Spirit couch'd. 
But by what method to diſſolve theſe Charms, 
15 vet unknown to me. 
Arth. Hadit thou been here, (for what can thwart thy Sal 2 
Nor Enmeline had been the boaſt of Oſwald; 
Nor l, fore-warn'd, been wanting to her Guard. 
Cor. Her darkn'd Eyes had ſeen the Light of Heav'n ; 
That was thy promiſe too, and this the time. 
Mer. Nor has my Aid been abſent, tho? unſeen, 
With Friendly Guides in your beniglited Maze: FE: 
Nor Emmelineſhall longer want the Sun, 
Arth. Is there an end of Woes ? 
Mer, There is, and ſudden- 
I have employ'd a ſubtil Airy Spright 
I” explore the paſſage, and prepare my way. 
My ſelf, mean time, will view the Magick Wood, 
To learn whereon depends its Force. 
Con. But Emmeline 
Mer. Fear not: This Vial ſhall reſtore her ſight. 
Arth. Oh might I hope (and what's impoſſible 
To Merliz's Art) to be my ſelf the bearer, 
That with the Light of Heav'n ſhe may diſcern 
Her Lover firſt, 
Mer. Tis wondrous hazardous; 
vet I foreſee th? Event, tis fortunate, 
Ill bear ye ſafe, and bring ye back unharm'd : Gods 


Then 


K 


For in the hindmoſt quarter of the Wood, 


I' unfold ro Oſmond all his deep Deſigns: i: 1; wht 1 [RS 


T Then loſe not t precious FIT but plow me. 


7 "x Merlin hiding Arthu ur 
Enter Philidel. Tos 4 Deep W 00d, | | 
Phil. I left all fafe behind ; 


* : 
$$) * 


-— 
. 


My former Lord, Grim Oſmond, walks the Rohl: 


Calls 185 the Names, and Schools the __ Sprights- LE ns 


His Abſence gives me more ſecuri p. | | 
At every Walk I pass d, I drown rl. os hed rr, 


So that if any Fiend, abhorring Heav'n, V 
There ſets his Foot, it roots him to the Ground, e eee a yg 
Now cou'd I but diſcover CO © He ES EY AT 
My Task were fairly done. „Hm 


. alling about; end Pris: 4 the tha 


Enter Grimbald ruſhing ou b: th _—_ Philidel, and binds _— ina C Hain. 
l. O Rebel, have I caught thee 


F * 
* 
+ t 4 * 


Phil. Ah me! What hard miſhap ! 8 ce DE OA. 

Grimb, What juſt Revenge! n 
Thou miſcreant Elf, thou Renegado T 
So clean, ſo furbiſh'd, ſo renew'd in White, - . 1 


The Livery of, out Foes; I ſee thee thfough : 

What mak*{t thou here? Thou trim Adaltate; . „ hn A 

Thou ſhak'ſt for tear, I feel thy falſe Heart Pant. VVV 
Phil. Ah mighty Grimbald, 410 ob 


Who would not Feat, when ſeiz'd! in thy Aitcing Gripes; bag bo 


But hear me, Oh.Renown'd, Ol worth F end, 
The Favourite of o Chief. s M, e FRE; 


Grimb. Away with fulſome Flattery, 
The Food of Fools; thou knowꝰſt where laſt we met, 5 
When but for thee, the Chriſtians had been ſwallow'd TW 
In quaking Bogs, and Living ſent to Hell. Ae n 
Phil. Aye, then J was ſeduc'd by Merlin. 5 an, 35 


And half perfuaded by his ſoothing Tales, 
Io hope for Heav'n; as if Eternal 8 Link W Ni. . 850 


Cou'd be Revers'd, and undecreed for es. A We 
But Iam now let Right. | SET 
Grimb. Oh ſtill thou think®ſt to fly à Fool, a lark 17 13 pb TNF 


Phil. I fled from Merlin, fres as Air that bore: me, F 


4 


Grimb. I believe nothing, Oh thoewfond,; Impoſtar, le 7 , "2 of TIE i 
When wert thou laſt in Hell ? Lr not ty Nam chte. in ee e 17, 506103 


Forgot, and Blotted from th Infernal Roll? , n 

Bus er thoy en thy Errand Was to On, 1 ot 4 
o Oſnond ſhalt thou go; March, know:thy Dri wer. a non 
Phil. Keeling.) Oh fparc me, Grimabala, _ Flube oy Slave; Foe res 
Tempt Hermits for thee, in their foi Cells A of 32) dnt ng? wi 


* 0 ? N 
3 _ 

; * 

. 


And Vis in their Dreams: 229 I % in m ils 3; Ds Feuer b a Je 3601 
Grimb. Canſt thou, a Devil, hope to cheat a Devib? 3810 % eight 
A Spy; why that's a Name abhorr di in Hell; „ fe % l av 
Haſte forward, forward, or TI Goad zee on, boi) men ue wt 
With Iron Spurs- | | Wüst bog fbd % e et N00 
Phil. But uſe me kindly then: 5101 00 e n 008 21, {i i hl 
Pull not ſo hard to hurt my Airy Limbs34q; 1690 yd .1 on 02 300 b 1 OT 


Pl follow thee unforc'd ; look, there 'Seby Ways | vault wo 3346 011 
Grimb. Ay there's the way indeed; but feeorafaraty 1 abelwonToi 3/7 bop, 
I'll keep an Eye behind: Not one word mara, yell 03 17 0d-w790 309094.2x8% 1 
But follow decently. 539 ' {Glratald gor bab Phildel 
Phil. aſide.] So catch him Spell. Sf 924 vAVW $ xd. Degalq 10 17 374: 
Grimb, Within. ] Oh help me, help me, Philidelotond O44 11 dool 304 L013 HoU 
Phil. Why, What's the matter? | lgie sos: bt. 
Grimb. Oh, I am inſnar'd: and egy; L YG OT TA 


| Heavns Birdlime wraps me round,and glue my Wings vi N e % 


Looſe me, and I will free tile 515120 nas} 3 exit ar 307 
hs and In be thy slave. 
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Phil. What, to a Spy, a Name abhorr d N 
Grimb. Do hot inſult, Oh; Oh, I grow to Ground; 
The Fiery Net draws cloſer ou my Limbs. - | 5 N 
Phil. Thou ſhalt not have the Eaſe tocurſe inTorments: C 
Be Dumb for one half hour; ſo long my Charm en | 
Can keep thee Silent, and there lis 1 | 
Till Onond breaks thy Chain: ©  [Philidel unkind his 655 Funn. | 
Enter to him Merlin, . a Vid in his Hand; and Arthur. 

Mer. Well haſt thou wrought thy Saſety with W, ee ee 
My Philidel ; go Meritorious on. eG % 
Me, other Work requires, to view the Wood, 7 0 er ene 
And learn to make the dire inchantments void: - DD e ir 903-7 
Mean time attend King Arthur inmy Room ; TL TUE RL TY 
Shew-him his Love, and with theſe Soveraign Drops 
Reſtore her ſi ght. „ 25 Merlin, a 1 7 747 fo 0 F 

Is hil. m ak. we muſt ha 
Noon-Tyde Hour is almo b e ee ig 
Sprights, that glimmer in the Sun, ' NS 
Into Sh ades already ran OO 
Oſmond will be here anon. is 
Enter Emimeline and Matilda, at the fee end ao the maol. 
Ak O yonder, yonder ſhe's already found - 
My Soul directs my ſight, and flies before it. 
Now, Gentle Spirit, uſe thy utmoſt Art; 


Unſeal her Eyes ; and this way lead her Steps- Hache babe behind the 4455 


Emmeline 3 come forward to the Front. 
[Philidel approaches Emmeline, ing ſome of 1 the W ater vir 95 
out 1 , 1 
Phil. Thus, Thus Tinfufe | ! 
Theſe Soveraign Dews. 
Fly back, ye Films, that Cloud her | 16% 
And you, ye Chryſtal Humaurs bright, 


Tour Noxious V apours purg d aw 
Recover, and 3 a 2 5 
Nom caſt your Eyes abroad, and . 
gn” All but me. 
Em. Ha! What was that? Who f pak Þ 
Mat. 1 heard the Voice; tis one of Seeg. Fleads 5 
Em. Some bleſſed Angel ſure; I feel = oi 
Unſeal'd, they walk abroad, and a new World. 
_ = Comes ruſhing on, and ſtands all gay beforeme.' | 
/ . Mat. Oh Heavens! Oh Joy of Joys! ſſie has her f / | 
þ Em, I am new-born ; I ſhall run mad for:Pleaſure- Cy we 
Are Women ſuch as thou? Such Glorious Creatures ? 1+ 
Arth. aſide-] Olthow Tenvycher, to be firftſeen! IS 
Em. Stand farther; let me take my fill of Sight  _ Crip 
What's that above, that weakens my new Ts | Pit ior 
Makes me not fee, by ſeeing ?: e ee 3 
Mat, "Tis the Sun. 15 Dif Eec9 E 
E:. The Sun, tis ſure a God, ifthar beHeavin: | Aron e 
Oh, if thou art a Creature, belt and faireſt, 2 % nou Fae 
How well art thou, from Mortals ſo remote, i; iin om 91 ot 
To thine, and not to burn, by near approgeh tym TUO! £18; 
How haſt thou — ned even my very Soul, 1 0 biin 
And les in Knowledge by another ſenſe ! ret . S WA LEI AE. £3 
I gazeabout, new- <4 nee, - baidod ol ee 
AS anger yet, an Infant of tde World ! 8 | 1109497. WOUOT-SE 
Art thou not pleas d, Matilda? Why, like . 6 eee 
Doſt thou not 12 — * | et ce ROTH 
Mat. For theſe Sights 5 160990 1 
Are to my Eyes familiar. 
Em. That's my 


Not to have ſeen We. For N 6 now 


If : 50 r | : 7 


. 
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7 55 Breit W hy. ; * 501 

Comes all a at once, confounding my Deli be.” e k,n 
But ah! what 1579 am 1? Fain wou'd I now ; 
Or am 1 blind, or do I ſee but half? 
Withall my Care, and, looking round about 
I cannot view my Face. a 
1 es 5 _ lee themſelves, Tl | 

ut by reflection; in thisGlaſs you may. Sls fi I 

Em. taking What s this? l 5 | Le hoy 4 Gle/y 1 


'he Glaſs, and & It holds a Face within it: Oh [weet Face; 
lookin It draws the Mouth, and Sm 
And ins: bin yer I cannot hear > Speak: iles, and looks upon me; 
The pretty thing is Dumb. 

Mat. The pretty thing 
You ſee within the Glaſs, is you. 

Em, What, am Itwo?Is this another me? 
Indeed it wears my Cloaths, has Hands like mine; . 
And e 1 25 4 re Ido; but that Pm ſure 
Iam a Maid, I'd ſwear it were m Child. 1. 
Look, my Matilda: We both 40 80 the Glaſs, (Matilda looks. 
Oh, now I know it plain; they are our Names 
That peep upon us there. 

Mat. Our Shadows, Madam. 

Em, Mine is a prettier Shadow far, than thine. 
[ Loveit; let me Kiſs my t'other Self. 

ug the 

Alas Pve kiſs'd it Dead; the fine Thing eee Gl, ag 8 
Indeed it Kiſs'd ſo Cold, as if twere Dying. 


"Tis here again, 
Oh no, this Face is neither mine nor thine; 
1 think the Glaſs has Born another SRO i 

Sh . 
Ha ! What art thou, with a new kind; of F ace, . | analen, Ar thur, a 
And other Cloaths, a Noble Creature too; | 
But taller, bigger, fiercer in thy Look; * 2 
Ofa Comptrolling Eye, Majeltick make? 9 
Mat. Do you not know bim, Madam ? G 


im. Is't a Man? OT 
Arth. Yes, and the moſt unkapoy of my Kind, 15 
If you have chang” gd your Love. io nt os CS =o 
Em. My deareſt Lord! 4 
Was my Soul blind; and cou'd not that look ou. 


To know you e're you Spoke? Oh —_— , 
Of our ſoft Sex; Well are ye made our Lords; 
So bold, ſo gr eat, ſo God- like are ye form'd. 


How can ye Love ſuch ſilly Things . 1 £19 f 
Arth. Beauty like yours Ea and Man's nad” 
But a more boiſterous, and a ſtronger Slave, 115 = | 
To you, the beſt Delightsof human Kind. - e ut > 6 33 


Em. But are ye mine? is there an end of War: 2. wo 


Are all thoſe Trumpets Dead themſelves; at laſt . LN 


That usꝰd to kill Men with their Thundring Sounds? | |, £48 
Arth. The Sum of War is undecided . 1 1999 

And manya breathing Body muſt be Co 1425 

E're you are free. | CE gr . 
Em. How came ye hither then? engl dey ap, 44s E 
Arth. By Merlins Art, to ſnatch a ſhort- lv aun, Ln r 


Io feed my Famiſh'd Love upon your Eyes Nb in e ee e, 
One Moment, and depart. 14 8 — a 15 M | | _ . - 
Em. O moment, worth 


. [ ”" 
. | 4 fy 41: 5 


Whole Ages paſt, and all that aretocome! r 
Let Love ick G, now enge mourn; SIG 2479 eee 
* | | 
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[ Arthur comes * ho fro: - ſhewing bimſelf behind her. ; 
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Is he my Rival too? 
| En. Les, but I hate 


His Voice look'd ugly, 


| 68 3 
i 502 King ART H UR: Or, = 
20 a tter Charms to Sprights in vain, 
175 ry me Love him; all ſhall not change my Soul. 
Arth. Ha! Does the Inchanter practice Hell upon you? 


— 


him; IL 

through my ſhut Eyes I ſaw him; 
For when he ſpoke, us! po 2 OT Per oe Mes 
And then I firſt was glad that I was blind, 


Not to behold Damnation. 


Your new-born Eyes; and tell you what you gain 
By ſight reſtor d, and viewing him you love. 
Appear, you Airy Forms: [ Airy Spirits appear i 


Tis but my Shadow that I take away; 


This Foe to ſight, Speak, doſt thou know him? 


Phil. This time is left me to Congratulate 


u the Shapes of Men and Women. 
Man ſings: O Sight, the Mother of Deſires, 


What Charming Objects doſt thou yield! 
Tis ſweet, when tedious Night expires, 
To ſee the Roſie Morning gild 1 | 
Ie Mountain Tops, and paint the Field 
But, when Clorinda comes in ſight, | 
She makes the Summers Day more bright , 
And when ſhe goes away, tis Night, 
Chor. When Fair Clorinda comes in fight,” &c. 
Wom. ſings. 'Tis ſweet the Bluſhing Morn to viem; 
Fo And Plains adorn'd with Pearly Dem: 
Hat ſuch cheap Delights to ſee, 
Heaven and Nature, | | 
Give each Creature; 
They have Eyes, as well as we. 
This is the Joy, all Joys above 
To ſee, to ſee, EL 
That only ſhe, _ ? 
= That only ſbe we love! 
Chor. This is the Joy, all Joys above, &c. 
Man ſings. And, if we may diſcover, 2 
Mya Charms both Nymph and Lover, 
Iis, when the Fuir at Mercy lies, 
With Rind and Amoraus Anguiſo, 
To Sigh, to Look, to ee 
9 On each others Eyes! 
Chor. of all | 7 


Men and Wn + And if we may diſcover, | &Cc, | 


Phil. Break off your muſick ; for our 8 near. [Spirits vaniſh 
. . Zn Maria): oo ß 
Merl. My Soveraign, we have hazarded too far ; 


But Love excuſes you, and preſcience me. 
Make haſte; for C ſnond is even now alarm d, 


And greedy of Reve is haſting homme. 
4rth. Oh take my Love with us, or leave me here. : 2 
Merl. Icannot, for ſhe's held by Charms-tooftrong : © 
Which, with the Inchanted Groveanaft be deſtroy d.,. x 7 


Till when, my Artis vain : But fear brei oo 

Th' ace no Power on —— Eg 2 i nai / iid 

Em. to Arth. Farewel,Since we multgatei When you are gone, 

Il look into my Glaſs, juſt where you lo- ß̃ß 

To find your Face again; 1 ; 

If tis not there, Dll think on you ſo lon © 

My Heart ſhall make your Pile for my Eyes. 
Arth. Where-&er I go, my Soul ſhall ay with thee: | ' 


True Love is never happy but by halves; 
An April Sun-ſhine, that by fits appears, 
It ſmiles by Moments, but it mourns by Years. 


[Exount Arthur and. Merlin 5 one Door. 
Enter Oſmond at the ot her Door, who | - 
ly 


9 : mo gares on Emmeline, and (he on him. 
Em. Matilda ſave me, from this u hing, n 


Matil. bY 
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Matil. Too well; tis Oſwald's Friend, the great Magician. 
Em. It cannot be a Man, he's fo unlike the Man I Love. 
Oſin. aſide, Death to my Eyes, ſhe ſees! 
Em. 1 with I cou'd not; but I'll cloſe my Sight, 
And ſhut out all I can —— It wo' not be; | 
Winking, I ſee thee ſtill, thy odious Image 
Stares full into my Soul; and there infects the Room 
My Arthur ſnou'd poſſeſs. 
Oſin. aſide. ] find too late, 
That Merlin and her Lover have been here. 
If I was fir'd before, when ſhe was Blind, 
Her Eyes dart Lightning now, ſhe muſt be mine. 
Em, | prithee Preadful Thing, tell me thy Buſineſs here: 
And if thou canſt, Reform that odious Face; 
Look not ſo Grim upoa me. | : 
Ofen. My Name is Oſmond, and my Buſineſs Love. 5 
En. Thou haſt a grizly look; forbidding what thou ask'ſt, 
If I durſt tell thee ſo. 12 7 N 
Oſn. My Pent-Houſe Eye-Brows, and my Shaggy Beard 
Offend your Sight, but theſe are Manly ons: _ 
Faint White and Red, abuſe your ExpeQations ; 
Be Woman; know your Sex, and Love full Pleaſures. 
Ein. Love from a Monſter, Fiend! 

_ Oſm. Come you muſt Love, or you muſt ſuffer Love; 
No Coineſs, None, for I am Maſter here. 
Em. And when did Oſwald give away his Power, 

That thou preſum'ſt to Rule? Be ſure P'll tell him: 

For as I am his Priſoner, he is mine. 

Oſin. Why then thou art a Captive to a Captive. 
Oer labour'd with the Fight, oppreſt with Thirſt : 
That Oſwald whom you mention'd call'd for Drink: 

I mix'd a Sleepy Potion in his Bowl; - 

Which he and his Fool Fiend, quaffd greedily; 
The happy Doſe wrought the deſir'd effet; 

Then to a Dungeon's depth, I ſent both Bound : _ 
Where ſtow'd with Snakes and Adders now they lodge; 
Two Planks their Beds; Slippery with Ooſe and Slime: 
The Rats bruſh o' er their Faces with their Tails; 

And croaking Paddocks crawl upon their Limbs) 

Since when the Garriſon depends on me 

Now know you are my Slave. 
Mat. He ſtrikes a Horror through my Blood. 5 
Em. | Freeze, as if his impious Art had fix d 

My Feet to Eartn. 1 | 

Dun. But Loveſhall thaw ye. TY 1 
PIl ſhow his force in Countries cak'd with Ice, 

Where the pale Pole-Star in the North of Heav'n 

Sits high, and on the frory Winter broods; 

Vet there Love Reigns: For proof, this Magick Wand 

Shall change the Mildneſs of ſweet Britains Clime 

To Tzeland and the fartheſt Thales Froſt; 

Where the Proud God, diſdaining Winters Bounds, 

O'er-leaps the Fences of Eternal Snow, © 

And with his Warmth, ſupplies the diſtant Sun © . 
[Oſmond ſtrikes the Ground mith his Wand: The Scene changes t0 4 Praſpect 7 

| MWMinter in Frozen Countrie. 


| Cupid Deſcends, © © 
Cup. ſings. What ho, thou Genius of the Clime, what ho 
© Lyſt thou aſleep beneath thoſe Hills of Snow ?' 
Stretch out thy Lazy Limbs; awake, awake, 
And Winter from thy Furry Mantleſhake. M eie | _ 
3 Genius 74 _ e e I 
Genius, What Power art thou, whofrom below, [8 row 7 
F HMHaſt made me Riſe, unwillingly, and flow, 3 | 
You II. +42 - From 


—_ * „* 8 {0 "ow 8 ; 
oy . 
— Saad... r 
* 3 . 
Ty 4 3 


Fram, xs . 775 Euerl lie —— ! 
See'ſt thou not how 
Far unfit to bear th 
can ſcarely move, or draw my Breath: 
Let me, let me, Freeze again to Death. 


Cupid, Thou Doting, Fool forlear, forbear ; 
What-doft ou Dream of Freezin; here 7 p.- 
6 At Loves appearing, all the Skie c earing. 


The Stormy Winds their Fary ſpare: 
Winter ſubduing and Spring renewing, 
My Beams create a more Glorious 3 | 
Thou Dating Fool, forbear, forbear ; 
Mat, Doſt thou Drean of Freezing here ? 
Genius, Great Love, I know thee zow;, 
Eldeſt of the Gods art T. 1 
Hees 2 and Earth, by T hee were made. 
Humane Nature, A 
Ts thy Creature, + 
3 ver Where Thgu art dl, Fa 
_ Cupid. No 755 of my Dominion [bal be waſts, | 
NY Jo ſpread my Sway, and Sing my Praiſe, 
2 ,*, EwVvu here I will a People raiſe, 
O kind embracing Lovers, and embace. 


| (Cupid waves $ his Wand upon which the 5 opens, and diſcovers a Pro- 


ſpect of Ice and Snow to the end of the Stage. 
{Singers and Dancers, Men 3nd \ omen, appear. 


Man. See, ſee, we aſſemble, | 
1hy Revels to hold: 
Though quiv ring with C ola, 
We Chatter and Toole 
Cupid. Tis I, *tis Itis 1 that, have wt , ; 
In iel. of C old W eather, b 
ve brought Je rogether.: 1 
| Tis], "tis d, "ris I, thak have * „e. 
Chor. 5 Zn Ys Love, "tis Love that has warm'd 10. 
bt bigs, of 0 F Cold Heather, oy 
brot ht us tos ther: 
1 "Tis Love, tis Fd "tis Tous that has ant; . 
Cupid. Sound a Boh, ye Fair, and ſurrender ; oe 
Set your ſelves, and your Lovers at fe; 
He's Grateful Offender 
Mo Pleaſure dare ſeize: 
But the Whining pretender | 


Is fare to . 


Since the Eriies Hefte is; 95 Gele, 

_— Unmaiily to 1 05 wh Jug 

When ng I pee tor Re arr, Ty 
We move 7D; a nn 

Love was maile fe ils 12201 Vo St 
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Em. I cou'd be pe 4 any one br ho 


Whoznertain.my-ight with ſych Gay Sho 1 55 my 850 9 


As Men and Women moving here and Sow 
That wonnen one another in their Reds, 15 EN 


Have made their Feet a Tune, 5 8 
Oſno. What, Coying it again! 


No more; but make me happy to LT Gut, dt. DN 


That is, without your ſtruggling . mu PRE. Ot bats. 


Em. From my light, | | 
Thou all thy Devils! in one, thou ara CY 21129 


* 
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| | e e pile) lee * — 
ino. You teach me well, J find you wou'd be Raviſh'd:; © 
I'l give you that excuſe your Sex defjres. SR 9 


| le begins to N 
Grimb. Wit h ; n.] O help me, Ma Ws. nels in en | : lay hold on her, and 129 ſtruggle: 
O/mo. Who's that, my Crimbald! Eome and help thou me: 
For *tis thy work & aſſiſt a Raviſſer 5 
Grimb. Within. ] I cannot ſtir; Jam ſpell caught by Philidel, 
And purs'd within a Net. With a huge hea vy weight of holy Words, 


- 


Laid onmy Head that keeps me down from riſing, 
no. PII read em backwards, and releaſe thy Bonds: 
Mean time goin —— „„ 

Prepare your ſelf, and eaſe my Drudgery: 

But if you will not fairly be enjoy'd, | FE by 
A little honeſt Force, is well employ c. Exit Oſmond. 

Emm. Heavn be my Guard, I lia ve no other Friend! ” 
Heav'n ever preſent to thy ſuppliants Aid, 5 


[To Emmeline: 


- 


Protect and pity Innocence betray'd. 8 Exeunt Emmel ine and Matilda. 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 
ED Exrer Ofitiond, Soles - 1 


Now lam ſethd in my Force full Sway; 
5 Why then, Pll be Luxurious in my Love; 1 5 
Take my full Guſt, and ſetting Forms alide, | . 


PI bid the Slave, that fires my Blood, lie down. [Seems to be going off. 


: | Enter Grimbald, who meets him. 
Grimb. Not ſo faſt, Maſter, Danger threatens thee: 
There's a black Cloud deſcending from above 

Full of Heav'ns Venom, burſting o'er thy Head. 
Oſmo. Malicious Fiend, thou ly'ſt: For Lam fene'd 
By Millions of thy Fellows, in my Grove: 
T bad thee, when I treed thee from the Charm, 
Run ſcouting through the Wood, from 'Free to Tree, 
And look if all my Devils were on Dur: 
Hadſt thou perform'd thy Charge, thou tardy Spright, 
Thou wouldſt have known no Danger threatn'd me. 
Grim. When did a Devil fail in Diligence? 
Poor Mortal, thou thy ſelf art overſeen ; 
I have been there, and thencel bring this News. 
Thy fatal Foe, great Arthur, is at hand; | 
Merlin has ta'en his time while thou wert abſent, 
_ Tobſervethy Characters, their Force, and Nature, 
And Counterworkthy Spells. 
O Oſmo. The Devil take Merlin; 
Pl caſt em all anew, and-inftantly, 
All of another Mould be thou at hand. 
Their Compoſition was, before, of Horror ; 
Now they ſhall be of Blandiſhment, and Love; 
Seducing Hopes, ſoft Piry, tender Moans : | 
Art ſhall meet Art; and, when they think to win, 2D ; 
The Fools ſhall find their Labour to begin. [Exeunt Oſmo- a nd Grimb. 
Euter Arthur, and Merlin at another Door. Scene of the Wood continues: 
Mer. Thus far it is permitted me to go 1 
But all beyond this Spot, is fene d with Charms 
I may no more; but only with advice. 
Arth. My Sword ſhalfdo the reſt. 
Mer. Remember well, that all is but Illuſion; 
Go on; good Stars attend the. 
Arth. Doubt me not. I 
Mer. Yet in prevention ln 
Of what may come, Ill leave my Philialil hb 
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To watch thy Steps, and with him leave my Wand; 
The touch of which, nb Earthy Fiend can bear, 

In what &er Shape transform'd, but muſt lay down 
His borrow'd Figure, and confeſs the Devil. 

Once more Farewel, and Proſper. . a 
Arth. Walking.) No Danger yet, I ſee no walls of Fire, 
No City of the Fiends, with Forms obſcene, 
To grin from far, on Flaming Battlements. 


[Exit Merlin. 


This is indeed the Grove I ſhou'd deſtroy ; 


But where's the Horrour ? Sure the Prophet err'd. 


Hark! Muſick, and the warbling Notes of Birds ; [Soft Muſick. 


Hell entertains me, like ſome welcome Gueſt. 
More Wonders yet; yet all delightful too, 
A Silver Current to forbid my paſſage, 


And yet to invite me, ſtands a Golden Bridge: 


Perhaps a Trap, for my Unwary Feet 


To ſink, and Whelm me underneath the waves , 


With Fire or Water, let him wage his War, 


Or all the Elements at once; I'll on. [ As he is going to the Bridge, two Syrens 


ariſe from the Water; They ſhew themſelves tothe Waſte, and Sing- 
1 Syren. Opaſs not on, but ſtay, _ Both Sing. Two Daughters of this Aged Stream 
And waſte the Foyous Day | T | (are we; 
With us in gentle Play © And both our Sea-green Locks have comb d for thee ; 
Dnbend to Love, unbend thee: Come Bath with us an Hour or two, _ 
D lay thy Sword aſide, | Come Naked in, for we are ſo: ” 
And other Arms provide; What Danger from a Naked Fed 
For other Wars attend thee, Come Bath with us, come Bath, and ſhare, 
9 And ſweeter to be try d. What Pleaſures in the Floods appear; = 
Chor. For other Wars, &c. We'll beat the Waters till they bound, 
5 e e And Circle round, around, around , 
Fr i | And Circle round, around. 
Aur. ALazie Pleaſure trickles through my Veins; 


Here could Iſtay, and well be Cozen'd here. 
But Honour calls; Is Honour in ſuch haſte ? 
Can he not Bait at ſuch a pleaſing Inn? 


No; for the more look, the more I long; 

Farewel, ye Fair Illuſions, I muſt leave ye. 

While I have Power to ſay, that I muſt leave ye. 

Farewel, with half my Soul I ſtagger off; 

How dear this flying Victory has coſt, 

When, if I ſtay to ſtruggle, I am loſt- | SHOT; | 

[ As he is going forward, Nymphs and Sylvans come out from behind the Trees, Baſe 
and two Trebles ſing the following Song to a Minuet. 


their Hands, 


[Dance with the Song, all with Branches in [The Dance continues with the ſame Meaſure 


15 play'd alone. 57 ! 
18 


7 


I. - + 
Song, How happy the Lover, In vain are our Graces, 
How eaſie his Chain, In vain are your Eyes, 
How pleaſing his Pain? If Love you deſpiſe , 
How ſweet to diſcover ! When Age furrows Faces, 
He ſighs not in vain. ei time to be wiſmſe. 
For Love every Creature IT )!ben uſe the ſhort Bleſſing *©. © 
1s form'd by his Nature; That Flies in Poſſeſſin-?g. 
No Joys are above No Joys are above eee 
The Pleaſures of Love. The Fleaſures of Love, 


Arth. And what are theſe Fantaſtick Fairy Joys, 
To Love like mine? Falſe Joys, falfe Welcomes all, . 
Begone, ye Sylvan Trippers of the Green; F 
Fly after Night, and overtake the Moon. 169% 4717 bhnoyod: 
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This goodly Tree ſeems Queen of all the Grove. 
The Ringlets round her Trunk declare her guilty ee 
Ot many Midnight-Sabbaths Revell'd here. eee ponds 


f 1 —— Y „ 
CC 
[Here the Dancers, Singers ars Yps vun. 


Her will I firſt attempt. | 
a Shreik. 


Arthur ſtrikes at the Tree, and cuts it; Blood ſpouts out of | it, a Groan follows 7 then 


* Good - 


PO 


Toe Britiſh Worthy, 507 
Good Heav'ns, what Monſtrous Prodigies are theſe | FE 
Blood follows from my blow; the Wounded Rind 
 Spouts on my Sword, and Sanguine dies the Plain. 
[He ſtrikes again: A Voice of Emeline from behind. 
Em. from behind.) Forbear, if thou haſt Pity, ah forbear 
"Theſe Groans proceed not from a Senceleſs Plant, 
No Spouts of Blood run welling from a Tree. 3 
Arth. Speak what thou art: I charge thee ſpeak thy Being ; 
Thou that haſt made my curdPd Blood run back, 
My Heart heave up; my Hair to riſe in Briſtles, 
And ſcarcely left a Voice to ask thy Name. | 
[Emmeline breaks out 7 the Tree, ſhewing her Arm Bloody. 
Em. Whom thou haſt hurt, Unkind and Cruel, ſee; 
Look on this Blood, tis fatal, ſtill, tome 
To bear thy Wounds, my Heart has felt *em firſt, 
Arth. Tis ſhe; Amazement roots me to the Gound ! 
Em. By cruel Charms, dragg'd from my peaceful Bower, 
Fierce Oſmond clos'd me in this bleeding Bark; f 
And bid me ſtand expos'd to the bleak Winds, 
And Winter Storms; and Heav'ns Inclemency, 
Bound to the Fate of this Hell-haunted Grove; 
So that whatever Sword, or ſounding Axe, 
Shall violate this Plant, muſt pierce my Fleſh, 
And when that falls, I die _ 
Arth. If this be true, 5 
O never, never, to be ended Charm, 
At leaſt by me; yet all may be illuſio. 
Break up, ye thickning Foggs, and filmy Miſts, 
All that be- lye my Sight, and cheat my Senſe. 
For Reaſon 5 pronounces, tis not ſſ e, ; | 3 | 
And thus reſolvꝰd =—_—_ | [Lifts up his Sword, as going to ſtrike, 
Em. Do, ſtrike, Barbarian, ſtrike ; 2 e L | rite 
And ſtrew my mangled Limbs, with every ſtroke, 
Wound me, and double Kill me, with Unkindneſs, 
That by thy Hand I fell. | 
Arth. What ſhall Ido, ye Powers? 
Ei. Lay down thy Vengeful Sword; *tis fatal here: 
What need of Arms, where no Defence is made? 
A Love Sick Virgin, panting with Delire, 
No Conſcious Eye t intrude on our Delights : 
For this thou haſt the Sren's Songs deſpis d; 
For this, thy Faithful Paſſion I Reward ; 
_ Haſte then, to take me longing to thy Arms. 


Arth. O Love! O Merlin! Whom ſhould I believe? 
Em. Believe thy Self, thy Youth, thy Love, and me; 
They only, they who pleaſe themſelves, are Wiſe : _ 

Diſarm thy Hand, that mine may meet it bare. — 
Ar th. By thy leave, Reaſon, here I throw thee off, 

Thou load of Life: If thou wert made for Souls, 

Then Souls ſhou'd have been made without their Bodies. 

If, falling for the firſt Created Fair. 

Was Adam's Fault, great Grandſire I forgive thee, 

Eden was loſt, as all thy Sons wou'diloſe it. St ts + | Goyal 

[Going towards Emmeline, and pulling off his Gantlet 

Enter Fer eee 
Phil. Hold, poor deluded Mortal, hold th H 

Which if thou giv'ſt, is plighted to a Fienc. 

For proof, behold the Vertue ofthis Wand 

TH tnfernal Paint ſhall vaniſh from her Face. PENN 

And Hell ſhall ſtand Reveal d. [Strikes Emmeline with « Wand, who ſtraight 
deſcends Philidel runs to the Deſcent, and pulls up Grimbald, aud binde him. 


4 
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Now ſee to whoſe Embraces thou wert falling. 
Behold the Maiden Modeſty of Grimbald, 
The groſſeſt, earthieſt, uglieſt Fiend in Hell. 2 


Us 


————ů—· = ot —ů—̃ Vv— — — — ——————ꝗ — 
4 


——_ 


508 | hp King ARTHUR: Or, 


—— KT 
nm 


Arth. Horror ſeizes me, | 
To think what Headlong Ruine I have tempted. 
| Phil. Haſte tothy Work; a Nobleſtroke or two 
Ends all the Charms, and diſenchants the Grove. 
Pll hold thy Miſtreſs bound. _ 1 | 
Arth. Then herc's for Earneſt; [Strikes twiceor thrice, and the Tree falls, 
or ſinks : A Peal of Thunder immediately follows, with dreadful Howlings, 
"Tis finiſh'd, and the Dusk that yet remains, Fl 9 
Is but the Native Horrour of the Wood. 
But I muſt loſe no time; the Paſs is fiee; 
Th unrooſted Fiends have quitted this Abode; 
On yon proud Towers, before the day be done, it 5 1 
My glittering Banners ſhall be wav'd againſt the ſetting dun. [Exit Arth. 
Phil. Come on my ſurly Slave; come ſtalk along, 
And ſtampa mad-Man's pace, and drag thy Chain. 
Grim. I'll Champ and Foam upon't, till the blue Venom 


Q 


Work upward to thy Hands, and looſe their hold. 


Phil. Know'ſt thou this powerful Wand; ' tis lifted up; 
A ſecond ſtroke wouꝰd ſend thee to the Centre, i 
Benumb'd and Dead, as far as Souls can Die. 
Grim. I wou'd thou wou'dſt, to rid me of my Senſe: 
I ſhall be whoop'd through Hell at my re tuin, 
Inglorious from the Miſchief I deſign c.. 
Phil. And therefore ſince thou loath'ſt Ethereal Light, 
The Morning Sun ſhall beat on thy black Brows; 
The Breath thou draw?ſt ſhall be of upper Air, 
Hoſtile to thee, and to thy Earthy make, 
So light, ſo thin, that thou ſha't Starve, for want = 
Of thy groſs Food, till gaſping thou ſhalt lie, 30 | 5 
And blow it black, all Sooty to the Sky. Exit Philidel, aragging Grimbald after him. 


— 
—— 
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ACT V. 
h Enter Oſmond as Afrighted. 
fen. ( ; Riinbald made Priſoner, and my Grove deſtroy'd ! 


Now what can fave me — Hark the Drums and Trumpets ! 
[Drums and Trumpets mithin. 


Arthur is marching onward to the Fort, 

I have but one Recourſe, and that's to Oſwald ; 
But will he Fight for me, whom I have injur'd ? 
No, not for me, but for himſelf he muſt ;. 

ll urge him with the laſt Neceſſity; 
Better give up my Miſtreſs than my Life. 

His force is much unequal to his Rival? - . 2701 | 
True; — But PI! help him with my utmoſt Art, f TT 
And try t unravel Fate. [Exit Oſmond. 

Enter Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albanact, aud Soldiers. 

Con. No there remains but this one Labour more 
And if we have the Hearts of true Born Britains, 
Ihe forcing of that Caſtle Crowns the Day. - 
Aur. The Works are weak, the Garriſon but thin, 
Diſpirited with frequent Overthrows, © © . 
Already wavering on their ill mann'd Walls. 
Alb. They ſhift their places oft, and ſculk from War 

Sure Signs of pale Deſpair, and eaſie Rout; - 

It ſhews they place their Confidence in Magick, NE a 
And when their Devils fail, their Hearts are Ded. 1 

Arth. Then, where you ſee em cluſt'ring moſt, in Motion 
And ſtaggering in their Ranks, there preſs em home; a 
For that's a Coward heap —— How's, this, a Sally ? 
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Enter Ofwald, Guillamar, and Souliers 01 the other ſ1 25 
Beyond my Hopes, to meet em on the Square. 
O/ v. ad. O Brave Britains hold; and thou their famous Chief 
Tang. Attend what Saxoz of vald will propoſe. 
He owns your Victory, but whethre owing Tz, : 
Lo Valour, or to Fortune, that he doubts. | 4] 
If Arthur dares aſcribe it to the firſt 7 | ve 50 
And ſingl'd from a Crowd, will tempt a Conqueſt, rage 
This Ofiv. ald Offers, let our Tr oops retire, | . 
And Hand to Rand, let us decide our Strife: --1 
This if Refus'd, beas Witneſs Earth and Heaven, | 
Thou ſteaPlt a Crown and Miſtreſs undeſerv'd. 9 
Arth. PH not Uſurp thy Title of a Robber, ZE 
Nor will upbraid thee, that before I proffer d 
This fingle Combat, which thou didſt a void; 
So glad [ am, on any Terms to meet thee, 
And not diſcour age thy Repenting ſhame; 
As once A:zeas my Fam'd Anceſtor, 
Betwixt the Trojan and Rutilian Bands, 
Fought for a Crown, and bright Lavinii's Bed, 
S0 Wil I meet thee, Hand to Hand oppos: 
My Auguring Mind, aſſures the.fame Succeſs. 
To his Mer. Hence out of view: Lam Slain, or yield, 
Renounce me Britains for a Recreant Koight, 
And let the Saxo peacefully enjoy „ 1922 
His former footing in our famous Hl. . 
To Ratifie theſe f erms, [ [Wear == h—_ woe 
_ Ofw. You need not; | ö. 
Your Honour is of For ce, without your Oath | 
I only add, that if I fall, or yeidd. 5 n 
Yours be the Crown, and Emmeline. . * CH 
Arth. That's two Crowns. e 
No more; we keep the looking Heav'ns and Sag W 
Too long in Expectation of our Arms. Borſ Armies go clear off the Stage 


[They Fr 25. with Sounzes in their Hu 745 dipt i u Bhaal; 4 ter ſome equal Paſſes and 
e loſeing, they appear both, ounded: Arthur Stumbles: Tong the Trees, Oſwald falls 
over hin, they both Rife ; Arthur Wounds him azain, then Oſwald Retreats. Enter 
Oſmond | from among the Trees, and with, his mW 15 rn » ſfrikes Arthur's Sword out of 
his Hand, and Exit. Oßwald purſes Arthi erlin enters, and gives Arthur 
his & word, and Exit; they cloſe, and Arthur? 1 the fall Diſarms Oſwald. 


Arth. Confeſs thy ſelf o ercome, and ask thy. Life. 
Ofw. *Tis not worth asking, When tis in th y Power, 
Arth. Then take it as my Gift. e IL: 
. A-wretched k, | 
Win lols of Empire, Liberty, and Lanes: BET 
8 Be 07 nfort of Trumpets. mithin, proclaiming Arthur s Vittory. While they 
Sound, Arthur 4 Oſwald ſeem 2 80 7 
Tis too much Bounty to a vanquiſh'd Foe, 
Yet norenough to make me Fortunate, _- 
Arth. Thy Life, thy Liberty, thy Honour Sake, 
Lead back thy Saxons to their Ancient Elbe . . 
I wou'd Reſtore thee fruitful Rent, the Gift "IS ts 
Of Vortigern for Hengiſt's ill brought aid, e 
But that my Britaius brook no Foreign Power, 
To Lord it in a Land, Sacred to-Freedom ; 
And of its Rights Tenacious to the laſt. 
Oſv. Nor more than thou haſt offer wou'd 122 Derr 
I wou'd Refuſe all Britain, held m Homage; 8 
And own no other Maſters but tlie Gods. L 3 
Enter on one fide; Merlin, Emmeline , ; wa Matilda. Conon, Aurelius, 
Albanact, with Britiſh Soldiers, benring King Arthur's Standard aiſplayd, 
On the otler ſide; Gui llamar and Of mond , „ wh Saxon Wn dragging their 


Coloars no the Ground, | 
" *Yot: IL | VU u u Arth. 
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Arth. going to ) At length, at length, I have thee in my Arms; 
Emm. and em- ' Tho? our Malevolent Stars have ſtruggled hard, 
bracing her. And held us long aſunder: LIE 
Em. We are ſo fitted for each others Hearts, 
That Heav*n had err'd, in making of a third, 
To get betwixt, and intercept our Loves. 
Oſw. Were there but this, this only ſight to ſee, 
The price of Britain ſhou'd not buy my itay. 
Merl. Take hence that Monſter of Ingratitude, 
Him, who betray'd his Maſter, bear him hence, 
And in that loathſom Dungeon plunge him deep, 
Where he plung'd Noble Oſwald, _ 
On. That indeed is fitteſt for me, 
For their I ſhall be near my Kindred Fiends, ; 
And ſpare my Grimbald's Pains to bear me to em. [1s carried off. 
Mer. to Arth. For this Days Palm, and for thy former Acts, oy 
Thy Britain freed, and Foreign Force expell'd, 
Thou, Arthur, haſt acquir'd a future Fame, 
And of three Chriſtian Worthies, art the firſt : 
And now at once, to treat thy Sight and Soul, 
Behold what Rouling Ages ſhall produce: 
The Wealth, the Loves, the Glories ofour Iſle, 
Which yet like Golden-Oar, unripe in Beds, 
Expect the Warm Indulgency of Heav'n 
To call em forth to Light ʒ-wMm !: 
To Ofv. Nor thou, brave Saxon Prince diſdain our Triumphs; 
Britains and Saxons ſhall be once one People; 7 
One Common Tongue, one Common Faith ſhall bind 
Our Jarring Bands, in a perpetual Peace. VV . 
Merlin waves his Maud; the Scene changes, and diſcovers the Britiſh Ocean in a 
Storm. Aolus in a Cloud above: Four Winds hanging, &c. . 
Kolus Singing. ] Te Bluſt xing Brethren of the Skies, 
= Whoſe Breath hasruffÞd all the Watry Plain, 
| Retire, and let Britannia Riſe | 
In Triumph ober the Main. Hs 
Serene and Calm, and void of fear, 
De Queen of Iſlands muſt appear: 
5 Serene ana Calm, as when the Spring 
The New Created World began, 
And Birds on Boughs did ſoftly ſing, 
Their Peaceful Homage paid to Man, 
I hike Eurus did his Blaſts forbear, 
In favour of the Tender Tear. 
Retreat, Rude Winds, retreat 
To Hollow Rocks, your Stormy Seat, 
= There ſwell your Lungs, aud vainly, vainly threat. 
Holus aſcends, and the four Winds fly off, The Scene opens, and diſcovers a 
calm Sea, to the end ofthe Houſe. An and ariſes, to a ſoft Tune; Britan- 
nia ſeated in the Iſland, with Fiſnermen at her Feet, &c. The Tune changes; 
the Fiſhermen come aſhore, and dance a While; after which, Paz and a 
Nereide come on the Stage, and ſing. bets 
855 | Pan and Nereide Sing. | 
Round thy Coaſt, Fair Nymph of Britain, 
For thy Guard our Waters flow: _ 
Proteus all bis Herd admitting, 
On thy Greens to Graze below. 
Foreign Lands thy Fiſhes Taſting, . 
Learn from thee Luxurious Faſting. 
__ _ » Song of three Parts. 
For Folded Flocks,on Fruitful Plains, 
The Shephreds and the Farmers Gains, 
Fair Britain all the World outvies; 
And Pan, as in Arcadia Reigus, 
Where Pleaſure mixt with Profit lies. 
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2. Though 


1 ta. tv... LIES. \T | 2 4 td th. 


4 be Britiſh Worthy, 


Though Jaſons Office: was Fam'd of old, 
The Britiſh Hool is growing Gol; 
No Mines can more of Wealth iqpty: 
It keeps the Peaſant from the Cold, 
| And takes for Rings the Tyrian Dye, 
The laſt Sansa ſung over again betwixt Pan and the Nereide. 
After which the former Dance is varied, and goes on. 


Enter Comus with three Peaſants, who ſing the following SO N Cin Parts. 


Com. V/ Or Hay it is Mow'd and your Corn ts Reap'd; 
Jour Barns will be full, and your Howel heap'd: 

Come, my Boys, Come; 
Come, my Boys, come ; 

And merrily Roar out Harveſt Home ; 
Harveſt Home, 
Harveſt Fome 

Aud merrily Roar out Hur veſt Home. 

Chorus. Come, my Boys, come, &c. 


1 Man. We ha cheated the Parſon, we'll theat him agen; ; 
For why ſhows a Blockhead ha One in Ten ? 
One in Jeu, 
One in Ten; 
For why ſhowd, a Blockhead ha > One in Ter! ? 
Chorus. One in Ten, 
One in Ten; 


No For why ſbou d a Blockhead hw One iz Zen 7 
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2. For Prating ſo long like a Bool learn d Sot, 
Till Pudding and Dumplin burn to Pot; 
Burn to Pot, 
Burn to Pot; ; 
III Pudding and Dumplin burn to Pot. 
Chorus. Burn to Pot, &c. 
3. We'll roſs off our Ale till we canno ſtand, 
And Hoigh for the Honour of | 1 England: 
Old England, 
Old England; 
And Hoigh for the 8 of Old England. 
Chorus. Ola England, c. 


The Dance vary d into a round Country- Dance. 


Enter Venus. 


Venus. Faireſt Iſle, all Iſles Excelling, 
Sr eat of Pleaſures, and of Loves; 
Venus, here, will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſale her Cyprian Groves- 
; DF NW | 
Crnd from his Fav'rite Nun, 
. Care and Envywill Remopvem 
Jealouſie, that poyſons Paſſion, | 9 


„ 


And Deſpair that 75 fo Love. 3 3 


Gentle Murmurs, ſr ORE: Con omplai 2 885 
Sig hes that blow the Fire 0 72 bo 

Soft Repulſes, kind Diſaainipg, © 

| Shall be all the 770 you {4 


Ever FRO all pa * Duty, 
Grateful Pet Nymph [ball prove; 
Aud as theſe Excel in Beauty, 
5 | T hoſe ſhall be Renomm d for Love; 
Vol. II.  Vuu z 
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SON 6 by Mr. Howe. 


She. VOD ſay, *Tis Love Creates the Pain, 3. | 
Of which ſo ſadly you Complain ;, She. Love has a Thouſand Ways to pleaſe, 


And yet wowd fain Engage my Heart But more to robus of our Eaſe - 
In that uncaſie cruel part For Mabeful Nights and Careful Days, 
Fut how, Alas! think you, that I, Some Hours of Pleaſure he repays 
Can bear the Wound of which you die? But abſence ſoon, or Jealous Fears, 
2. O'erflow the Joys with Floods of Tears. 
He. *Tis not my Paſſion makes my Care, 4. 
But your Indifference gives Deſpair : | He. By vain and ſenſeleſs Forms betray'd, 
The Luſty Sun begets no Spring, Harmleſs Love's th Offender made; 
Till Gentle Show'rs Aſſiſtance bringe While we 10 other Pains endure, | 
So Lovethat Scorches, and Deſtroys, Than thoſe, that we our ſelves procure - 
Till Kindneſs Aids, can cauſe no Joys, But one ſoft Moment makes Amends 
| | For all the Torment that attends. 
--...- Chorus ef Both. | 
Let us love, let us love, and to Happineſs haſte ;, 
Age and Wiſdom come too faſt - 


Youth for Loving was deſign d. 

He alone. Pl be conſtant, you be kind, 

She alone. Yoube conſtant, I'll be kind. 
Both. Heav n can give no greater Bleſſing. 

Than faithful Love, and kind Poſſeſſing. 


[After the Dialogue, a Warlike Conſort : The Scene opens above, and 
diſcovers the Order of the Garter. Z EK 


Enter Honour, Attended by Hero's. 


Merl. Theſe who laſt enter'd, are our Valiant Britains, 


Who thall by Sea and Land Repel our Foes. 
| Now look above, and in Heav'ns High Abyſs, 


Behold what Fame attends thoſe future Hero's. 


Honour, who leads em to that Steepy Height, 


In her Immortal Song, ſhall tell the reſt. 
1 (Honour ſings.) 
| „ . 3 
Hon. St. George, the Patron of our Iſle, Our Natives not alone appear 
A, Soldier, anda Saint, To Court this Martial Prize : 
On that Auſpicious Order ſmile, © But Foreign K mgs Adopted here. 
IWhich Love a nd Arms mill plant. T heir Crowns at home deſpiſe. 


5 5 
Our Soveraign High, in Aweful State, 
His Eonours ſhall beſtow, 
And fee his Scepter d Subjects wait 

Dn his Commands below. 


[A full Chorus of the whole Song : Aﬀter which the Grand Dance. 
Arth. to Merl. Wiſely you have, whate'er will pleaſe, reveal'd, 


What wou'd diſpleaſe, as wiſely have conceal : 


Triumphs of War and Peace, at full ye ſhow, 
But ſwiftly turn the Pages of our Wo. e 
Reſt we contented with our preſent State; 
Tis Anxious to enquire of future Fale; _ 

That Race of Hero's is enough alone 

For all unſeen Diſaſters to atone. 

Let us make haſte betimesto Reap our ſhare, 
And not Relign them all the Praiſe of War. 
But ſet th* Example; and their Souls Inflame, 
To Copy our their Great Forefathers Fame. OED 


—— 
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Tragi-Comedy. 
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To the Right Honourable : 


Earl of Salisbury, &c. 
o 


HIS Poem being the laſt which I intend for the Theatre, ought to have the 
ſame Proviſion made for it, which Old Men make for their Youngeſt Child, 
which is commonly a Favourite: They who were born before it carry away 
the Patrimony by Right of Elderſhip. This is to make its Fortune in the 
Wm World; and finceI can do little for it, Natural Affection calls upon me to put 
it out, at leaſt, into the beſt Service which I can procure for it. And as it is the uſual practice 
of our decay'd Gentry, to look about them for ſome Illuſtrious Family, and there endeavour 
to fix their Young Darling, where he may be both well Educated, and Supported : I have 
herein alſo follow'd the Cuſtom of the World, and am fatisf'd in my Judgment, that I cou'd 
not have made a more Worthy Choice. *Tis true, I am not vain enough to think that any 
thing of mine can in any meaſure be worthy of Your Lordſhip's Patronage : And yet I ſhow'd 
be aſham'd to leave the Stage, without ſome acknowledgment of your former Favours, which 
I have more than once experienc'd. Beſides the Honour of my. Wife's Relation to Your No- 
ble Houſe, to which my Sons may plead ſome Title, though Icannot ; You have been pleas'd 
to take a particular notice of me, even in this lowneſs of my Fortunes, to which I have vo- 
tuntarily reduc'd my ſelf - And of which I have no reaſon to be aſnam d. This Condeſcen- 
on, my Lord, is not only becoming of Your Ancient Family, but of Your Perſonal Cha- 
racter in the World. And if I valve my ſelf the more for your Indulgence to me, and your 
Opinion of me; 'tis becauſe any thing which you like, ought to be conſider'd as ſomething in 
it ſel, And therefore mult not underyalue my preſent Labours, becauſe I have preſum'd 
to make you my Patron. A Man may be jult to himſelf, though he ought not to be partial. 
And I dare affirm, that the ſeveral Manners which I have given to the Perſons of this Drama, 
are truly drawn from Nature; all perfectly diſtinguiſh'd from each other. That the Fa- 
ble is not injudiciouſly contriv d; that the turns of Fortune are not manag'd unartfully; and 
that the laſt Revolution is happily enough invented. Ariſtotle, I acknowledge, has declar'd, 
that the Cataſtrophe which is made from the change of Will is not of the firſt Order forBeau- 
ty: But it may reaſonable bealledg'd, in defence of this Play, as well as of the Cinua (which I 
take to be the very beſt of Corneillès) that the Philoſopher who made the Rule, copy'd all 
the Laws,” which he gave for the Theatre, from the Authorities and Examples of the Greek 
Poets, which he had read: And from their Poverty of Invention he cou'd get nothing but 
mean Concluſions of Wretched Tales: where the mind of the chief Actor was for the moſt 
part chang'd without Art or Preparation; only becauſe the Poet could not otherwiſe end 
his Play. Had it been poſſible for Ariſtotle to have ſeen the Ciuna, Lam confident he would have 
alter'd his Opinion; and concluded, that a ſimple change of Will might be manag'd with ſo 
much Judgment, as to render it the moit agreeable, as well as the moſt ſur priſing part of the 
whole Fable: Let D'acier, and all the reſt of the Modern Criticks, who are too much Bigor- 
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ted to the Ancieuts, contend never ſo much to the contrary. I was afraid that I had been 
the Inventor ofa new ſort of deſigning; when in my Third Act, I make a diſcovery of my 
Alpbonſo's true Parentage. If it were ſo, what wonder had it been, that Dramatick Poetry, 
though a limited Art, yet might be capable of receiving {ome Innovations for the better. 
But after wards Icaſuaily found, that Afenander and Terence, in the Heautontemoreumenos, had 
been before me; and made the ſame kind of diſcovery in the fame Act. As for the Mecha- 
nick Unities, that of Time is much within the compaſs of an Aſtrological Day, which be- 
ginsat Twelve, and ends at the ſame hour the Day following. That of Place is not ob- 
ſerv'd ſo juſtly by me, as by the Ancients; for their Scene was always one, and almoſt con- 
ſtantly ſome Pubiick Place. Some of the late French Poets, and amoaglt the Engliſh, my 
moſt Ingenions Friend, Mr. Congreve, have obſerv'd this Rule ſtrictly; though the Place 
was not altogether ſo publick as a Street. I have follow d the Example of Corneille, and 
ſtretch'd the Latitude to a Street and Palace, not far diſtant from each other in the ſame 
City. They who will not allow this Liberty to a Poet, make it a very ridiculous thing, 
for an Audience to ſuppoſe themſelves, ſometimes to be ina Field, ſometimes in a Garden, 
and at other times in a Chamber. There are not indeed ſo many Abſurdities in their Sup- 
poſition, as in ours; but *tis an Original Abſurdity, for the Audience to ſuppoſe themſelves 


to be in any other place, than in the very Theatre, in which they fit ; Which is neither Cham- 


ber, nor Garden, nor yet a Publick Place of any Buſineſs, but that of the Repreſentation. For _ 
my Action, *tis evidently double; and in that I have moſt of the Ancients for my Examples. 

Yet I dare not defend this way by Reaſon, much lefs by their Authority: For their Actions, 
though double, were of the ſame Species; that is to fay, in their Comedies two Amours: 
And their Perſons were better link'd in Intereſts than mine. Vet even this is a fault which I | 
ſhould often practiſe, if I were to write again; becauſe *tis agreeable to the Engliſh Genius. 

We love variety more than any other Nation; and ſo long as the Audience will not be 
pleasd without it, the Poet is oblig'd to humour them. On condition they were cur'd of 


this publick Vice, I cou'd be contented to change my Method, and gladly give 


them a more reaſonable Pleaſure. This Digreſſion, my Lord, is not altogether 


to the purpoſe of an Epiſtle Dedicatory : Yet tis expected that ſomewhat ſhou'd be 


ſaid even here, in relation to Criticiſm; at leaſt in Vindication of my Addreſs, that 
you may not be deſir'd to Patronize a Poem which is wholly unworthy of your Pro- 


tection. Though, after all, I doubt not but ſome will liken me to the Lover in a Mo- 
dern Comedy, who was combing his Pervke, and ſetting his Cravat before his Miſtreſs ; and 


being ask'd by her, when he intended to begin his Court? Reply'd, he had been doing it 
all this while. Yet thus it happens, my Lord, that Self will come into all Addreſſes of this 


Nature, though *tis the moſt unmannerly word of the World in civil Converſation, and the 


moſt ungrateful to all Hearers.For which reaſon, I, who have nothing to boaſt of, but my Mis- 
fortunes, ought to be the firſt to baniſh it. Eſpecially ſince I have ſo large a Field before me, 

as Your Inborn Goodneſs, Your Evenneſs of Temper, Your Humility in ſo ample a ſhare of 
Fortune as you poſſeſs; Your Humanity to all Men, and Your Kindneſs to your Friends: 
Belides, Your Natural and Acquir'd Endowments, and Your Brotherly Love to Your Re- 
lations. MAotus in Fratres animo Paterno, was the great Commendation which Horace gave to 
one of his Patrons : And *tis that Praiſe which particularly Crowns your other Vertues. But 
here, my Lord, Jam oblig'd in common Prudence to ſtop ſhort; and to caſt under a Veil 
ſome other of your Praiſes, as the Chymiſts uſe to ſhadow the Secret of their great Elixir; 
leſt if it were made publick, the World ſhou'd make a bad uſe of it. To enjoy our own 
Quiet without diſturbing that of others, is the practice of every Moral Man: And for 
the reſt, to live chearfully and ſplendidly, as it is becoming of Your Illuſtrious Birth, ſo 
"Ls likewiſe to thank God for his Benefits in the beſt manner. *Tis unneceſſary to wiſh you 
more Worldly Happineſs, or Content of Mind, than you enjoy - But the continuance of 
both, to Your Self, and Your Poſterity, is earneſtly deſir'd by all who have the Honour to 
be known to You, and more particularly by, 5 | 575 


My L. OR D, 


Toar Lordſhip's moſt Obedient 
and moſt Humbly Devoted Servant, 


Joann Dxroexn. 


p R O. 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton, 


A mhen ſome Ti eaſurer lays down the Stich; 
Warrants are Sign'd for ready Mony thick : 
And many deſperate Debentures paid; | 
Which never had been, bad his LordſtipNaid: 
So now, this Poet, who farſakes the Stage, 
I:itends to gratifie the preſent Ape. 

One Warrant ſhall be S»gn'd fir every Man; 

All ſhall be Wits that will; and Beaux that nn: 
Provided ſtill, this Warrant be not ſhown, 

Aud you be Wits, but to your ſelves alone. 
Provided too; you rail at one another : | 
For there's no one Wit, wall allot a Brother. 
Provided alſo; that you ſpare this Story, 

Damn all the Plays that e rs ſhall come before je. 
If one by chance provt good in half a ſcore, 
Let that one pay for nil; and Damm it more. 
For if a good one ſcape among the Crew, 
And you continue Fudg ing 4s you do ; 

Every bad Play will hope for Damning too. 
Tou might Damn this, if it were worth your pains, 
Here's nothing you will like ; no fuſtian Scenes, 
And nothing too of ——=you know what he means. 
No double Entendres, which you Sparks allow; 
To make the Ladies look they know not bow ; 
Simply as *twere ; and knowing both together, 
Seeming to fan their Faces in cold Weather. 

But here's a Story which u Books relater; 

Coin'd from our ewn Old Poct's Addle-pate. 


* 
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= 


He fears but few 


| To hi worſt Foes, he leaves his honeſty ; 


An Old Man may at 


The Fable has a Moral t, if jought * 


. To find his faults, and yet himſelf make worſe: 
Who by bis own Examples damns his Rules. 


Bit let that go; 


for upon ſecond Thought, 

je fo comehither to bo Taught. 
fer if you wilibe profited, you may; 
And be would Bribe you tov, tolike his Play, 

He Dies, at leaſt tous, and tothe Stage, 

And what he has, he leaves this Noble Ape. 

He leaves o firſt, all Plays of his Inditing, 

The whole Eſtate, which he has got by Writing. | 
The Beaux may think this nothing but vain Praiſe, I 
They'll find it [Berbing the Tejtator ſays: 

For half their Love, is made from ſcraps of Plays. | 
That they may thrive upon't as much as be; 

He leaves his Manners to the Roaring Boys, 

Why come in Drunk, and fill the Houſe with noiſe. 

He leaves to the dire Critiques of his Wit, Dy 

His Siſenoe and Contempt of all they NV it. 

To Shakelpear's Critique, he bequeaths the Curſe, 


A precious Reader in Poetique Schools, 


Laſt for the Fair, he wiſhes you may be, | 
From your dull Critiques, the Lampooners free, 
Tho' he pretends no Legacy to leave you, 

leaſt good wiſhes give you. 
Tour Beauty names the Play; and may it prove; \ 
To each, an Omen of Triumphant Love. 


No”. in Good Manners, nothing ſhou d be ſed 
Againſt this Play, becauſe the Poet's dead. 

The Prologue told us of a Moral here: TS 

Mou d I cou d find it, but the Devil knows where. 
Tf in my Part it lies, I fear be means. 

To warn us of the S parks behind our Scenes: 

For if you'l take it on Dalinda's Word, 

Ii 4 bard Chapter to refuſe a Lord. 

The Poet might pretend this Moral too, 

That when a Mit and Fool together woo; _ 

The Damſel ( not to break an Ancient Rule, 

Shou d leave the Wit, and take the Wealthy Fool. 
This he might mean, bus there's a Truth bobind, 
And ſince it touches none of all our Kind, | 
But Masks and Miſſes : faith, I'll ſpeak my Mind. 
What, if he Taught our Sex more cautious Carriage, 
And not to be too Coming before Marriage: 

For fear of my Misfortune in the Play, 


b. 4 a 
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Nad broig ht home upon the Wedding day: 
So good as to forgive, and to forget; 


3 


And prove an Honeſt, and a Careful Spouſe ; 


2 Ld * * g Fw * a. 
| TTY, 


Tfear there are few Sancho's in the Par, 


That will, like lun, reſtore us into F avour, 

Aud take us after on our good Behaviour. 

Few, when they find the Mony Bag is rent; 

. I tab it for good Payment on content, 

But in the Telling, there the difference is, 

Sometimes they find it more than they con'd wiſh, 

Therefore be warn d, you Miſſes and yon Masks, 

Look to your hits, nor give the firſt that ashs. 

Tears, $ iths, and Oaths, no truth of Paſſion prove, 

r ee ns, declates true Love. 
or him that Weds a Puſs, who kept her fir 

T ſay but little, but I 441. the 200 : . 

The Wife that was a Cat may mind her houſe, 


But faith I wou'd not truſt her with a Mouje. 


3s. 


— 


7 Eramond, King of Arragon, 
Alphonſo, his ſuppos d Son, 

Garcia, King of Navarre, No” 

Ramirez, King of Caſtle, 

Steves STwo Colonels, 

Lopez, An old Courtier, 

Nimena, Queen of Arragon, 


Victoria, Eldeſt Daughter to the King and Queen 8 


Celidea, Her Siſter, 


Dalinds, Daughter to Lopes, 


A Nurſe, with two Children, 
SCE 


N E Sarageſſa in Spain. | 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


NATURE vill PREVAIL 


At the Drawing up of the Curtain, Veramond King of Arragon appears: Ximena the 


Queen by him: Victoria their eldeſt Daughtey on the Right Hand; and Celidea + 

their younger Daughter on the left: Courtiers ſtand attending in File on each ſide of the 
Stage. The Men on one hand, the Ladies on the other. Amongſt the Men DonLopez, 

among ſt the Women, Dalinda his Daughter. The Scene is ſuppos'd a Preſence-Chamber. 


Hera. 
Are ended in the ruin of our Foes. 

And fierce Ramirez, the Caſtilian Ring, 
Who tuggꝰd for Empire, with our Warlike Son, 
„ In ſingle Combat taken, adds his Lawrels 
To the young Victor's Brow : Our tender Maids | 

And trembling Children, ſhall with Scorn behold 
The haughty Captive, who had made his Vaunts 
To lay their Dwellings level; and with Salt 

To ſow the place, where Saragoſſa ſtood. 


Were fit to be decreed. 
Vera. Your Sex is ever foremoſt in Devotion. 

But for our brave Contederate, young Navarre, 

He (ball receive the Prize reſerv'd within 

My Breaſt; and ſuch a one, . 27 


His Youth and Valour have right well deferv'd. 


Nime. I hear he comes along with our Alphonſo, 
And next our Son, did beſt. 

Hera. Perhaps 45. well! 
Alphonſo's Action was indeed more Glorious, 
Te buckle with a King in fingle Fight, 
And take lum riſoner; but his fiery temper 


Still hurries him to daring raſh, Attempts. 


Xime. Alphonſo is Impetuous, but he's Noble 
He will not take one Atome from Navarre 
Of what's his Right, nor needs he. 

Vera. If he ſhou'd 3 

Nime. You take too bad Impreſſions of your Son. 

Vera. No more, Ximena, for I hear their Trumpets 
Proclaim their Entry: And our own their Welcome. 


* : 


RE TY TY - 5 [Trumpets from each 
Enter Alphonſo aud Garcia, hand in hand. After them, the Priſon 


OW the long Wars betwixt Caſtile and Arragon 


Xime. Proceſſions, Prayers, and Publick Thanks to Heav'n, 


ſide of the Stage, 2 


er K. Ramirez 


alone: Then the two Colonels Sancho and Carlos: After them, other Officers of the 
Army. Veramond advances to meet them: The Queen, and the two Princeſſes follow 


him. Alphonlo firſt kneels to his Father and Mother, and immediatel 


Y runs to ſalute. 


his Siſter V iQtoria tenderly ; then ſlightly ſalutes Celidea, aud returns to Viftoria. I 
the mean time Veramond embraces Don Garcia, who afterwards kiſſes the Queens Land. 


Vera. The Triumphs of thi Day, auſpicious Prince, 
Proclaim themſelves Your Gift, to us and Aragon: 
From you they are deriv'd; to you return; 

For what we are, you make us. 
Gar. May Heav'n and your brave Son, and, above all, 


- Your 


- AYE 5 S4, Wy PER PR 
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Your own pr evailing G Over gy ouard your Age 7 
From ſuch another Pay of doubtful Fate: 1 711315 : 
hut if it comes, then Gar will be. proud 
To be again the Foil of Great Ah . 
Vera. It might, and well it had become my Gon Clabes about for Alphonſo. 


To ſpeak your words; But ꝙou ate till before. bim, 0 
As in the Fight you were. 


Xime, Turn to your father, and preſent. your Duty ;/ 


3B Lal 466856 by the TER 
He thinks himſelf neglected, and 1585 ves ye. 
Here Garcia, after bowing to the King and Queen, goes to the two Princeſſes and ſalute « 
them. Alfter a little dumb Courtſhip, he Ieuds out. Victoria and Celidea, the Ladies 
follow ; Alphonſo obſerves it with diſcontent ; and then turns to his Father. 

Alphon. 1 ſaw you, Sir, engag'd in We og 

And therefore thought l might t defer this Office, 
To give you time for decent Thanks to Carcia· | 

Vera. You rather went where more affection call'd ye. 

Alphon, Lmay have been too ſlack in outward how, 1 
But when your Service, and my Honour call d, 3 05 
None was more forward in the fighting part. 

Viera. The rugged Buſineſs of the War is oer: 
Softneſs and Sweetneſs, and a gentle Air! 
Wou'd make a mixture, that wou'd temper well 
That inborn Fierceneſs of your boyling Mind. 
Alph. \ ſtand correQed, Sir, and let me tell ye now, Mee! - 
That ſweetneſs Which fo Well! you have advis d. 15 ; 
Fortune has put in your own hand to eee 
Upon this Royal Souldier; till we fought. - 
Your Equal, now your Priſoner of the War; 15 
And once, (alas! that ſtill it is not ſo) | 
The Partner of your Thoughts, and Boſom Friend. \ 
 Nime.(afide.) Heav'n that inſpir'd thee with this Pious chought, 
Add Vertue and Perſwaſion to thy words, 
And bend my ſtubborn Lord. 


Vera. Say, have you more to ſpeak on his behalf? 
Alph. Much more, his fair Behaviour in the War, 
Not plundering Towns, nor burning Villages; 
His Bravery of Mind, his Dauntlefs Courage, 
When Hand to Hand, he made me ſtoop beneath 
His weighty blows, and often forc'd to doubt 
The Fortune of my: Youth, againſt his Age. 
Vera. Procecd, proceed, for this is but to ſay, 
That thou wert almoſt worſted in the Combat. 
Alph. T have already ad much more, than needs 
To movea Noble Mind, 
Such as my Father's is, 'or ought to 1 
Vera. Come, let me hear my Duty from my Son. 
Alph. If more be wanting on ſo plain a Theam, 
Think on the ſlippery State of Humane Things, 
The ſtrange viciſſitudes, and ſuddain turns 
Of War, and Fate recoiling on the Proud, 
To cruſh a Mercileſs and Cruel Victor. 
Think there are bounds of Fortune, ſet above; 
Periods of Time, and progreſs of Succeſs, 
Which none can ſtop before th appointed e £4 
And none can puſh beyond, 
Xime. He Reaſons juſtly, Sir. HUGE.” 
Alph. Ramirez is an Honourable Foe, 
Uſe him like what he is, and make him yours, 1127 : 
Vera. By Heav'n J chink, 5 e eee 
That when you cop'd with him in angle Fight, 
You had ſo much ado to Conquer thenuj, 
You fear t'ingage him in ſecond Combat, b. 


Abi. The World knows how Fought: 
Voll. II. X 


([Shewing Ramirez. 


But 


Q 
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But Old Men have Prerogative of Tongue, 
And Kings of Power, and Parents that of Nature. 
Your Pardon, Royal Sir. Mera. I give it you; 
Jour Battel now is paid at the full price. [Ximena whiſpers Alphonſo for 4 moment 
Alph. Fear not, | curb my felt. | [To Simons: 
RNeamir. (to Veram.) Your Son has mention'd Honourable Term. 
Propoſe em Veramond, and for his ſake 
(So much his Valour and rare Courteſie, 
Have wrought upon my Soul,) I will accept em. 
Vera. Who gave you leave | 
To ſpeak of Terms, or even to ſpeak at all? 
Ramir. And who ſhou'd give me liberty of ſpeaking, 
But Heav'n, who gave me Speech? T 
Vera. How dares my Capti te 
Aſſume this boldneſs to his Conqueror? ¾]⸗ęͤe² . 
Ramir. You have not Conquerid me, you cou'd not, Veramond, 
'Tis to 41phonſo's Arms that Tam Priſoner. : 
Vera. Under my Auſpices 4/phonſo tought, | 
He led my Forces. ROY 
Ra, uir. Yes, and made em too 
By his Example, elſe they ne er had Conquer'd. 
Vera, A Bargain! à plain Compact! A Confederacy! 
Betwixt my Son and thee, to give me part 50 
Of what my better Star make all my own, 
_A1ph. Sir, I muſt ſpeaxk— TER 
Hera. Dare not, I charge thee, dare not. 
Alph. Not vindicate my Honour? 
By Heav'n I will, to all the World, to you; 
My Honour is my own, and not deriv'd 
From this trail Body, and this Earth you gave me; 
But that Æthereal Spark, which Heav'n inſpir d, 
And kindl'd in my New Created Soul. 
You tell me, I have bargain'd with Ramirez, 
To make his Ranſom cheap. . 
Vera. To make it nothing, 
To rob thy Father of his Victory, 
And, at my coſt, oblige my Mortal Foe; 
Fool, doſt thou know the value of a Kingdom? 
-ilph. I think I do, becauſe | won a Kingdom. 
Vera. And know'ſt not how to keep it. 
Kamir. What Claim have you? What Right tom Caſtile? 
Vera. The Right of Conqueſt, for when Kings make War; 
No Law betwixt two Soveraignscan decide, ; 
But that of Arms, where Fortune is the Judge, 
Soldiers the Lawyers, and the Bar the Field. 3 5 
Alpb. But with what Conſcience can ye keep that Crown, 
To which, ye claim no Title but the Sword? 
Vera. Then ask that Ne of thy ſelf, when thou 
Thy ſelf art King; I will retain my Conqueſt; 
And if thou art ſo mean, ſo poor of Soul, 
As to refuſe thy Sword in keeping it; | 
Whoſe ſhare of Honour, in that Glorious day, 
Was more than thine, during my Life, ſhall Guard it, 
And at my Death, ſhall Heir it. | 
Alph. Don Garcia is indeed a Valiant Prince, 
But this args e this over- praiſe | | „ 
You give his Worth, in any other Mouth W 
Nine. That was too W the Reverence — 
That Sons ſhou'd bear to Fathers. 
Alph. (to her) Did I not ſay in any other Mouth, 
The King excepted ſtill? 
Ramir. Had J a Son; a Son like your Alphonſo, 
The Pride of War, and Darling of the Field ; 
I ſhou'd not thus receive him, nor detract 


t 


Then Garcia's Aid J 


From 


_ * | 


Nature will Prevail. 
From ſuch High Actions: Let me tell ir. 
(For I who felt his Arm, can beſt fan? br el 
There lives not one, who breaths this Vital Air 
That ere cou'd boaſt, he made Ramirez bend. 
Before Alphonſo undertook the Task. 

Vera. Confederacy again! How they enhance 
Their mutual worth, and bandy Fame betwixt em, 
e ee [ Looks os Ramirez, and farts back, 
Nay, now | wonder not, the Captive prates 
With ſo ſecure preſumption to his King, 
Well may he brave me, while his murd'ring Sword 
Sits as before, inſulting on his ſide. 
Who gave thee back that weapon ? 
Alph. I, who took it. | 
Vera. A careful Son, to truſt a Foe with Arms 
So near his Father. | 
Haſte, diſarm the Priſoner. 
Ap. E're you diſhonour me, firſt hear me ſpeak : 
Took his Royal Word, to be my Priſoner ; 0 
And on his Honour, I reſtor'd his Sword, 
Becauſe | thought, that mark of Sovereign Juſtice 
And Awful Power, ſhou'd not for one ſhort moment 
De wanting tos Mnare n tees, 
Vera. Then when he loſt the Power, he loſt the Claim, 
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And marks of Sovereign Right: 

Nor without my Conſent, cou'dſt thou diſpoſe 

Of him, or er — - of his Life - 7 | 

Once more diſarm him: What, am betray'd ? [Guards hh wes ; 

Have I no Subject left? Sees | e LOR Ach GOD: 4, but ſtir not. 
Nime. Submit, Alphonſo. . 

I, who am partial to you, muſt condemn 

This Carriage as ee — your Father. . 
Ramir. (to Alph.) Brave Prince, too warmly you aſſert n 

Tho''tis indeed Ts common Cauſe of Kings: 10 OY Cauſe, 

But to prevent what ills on my account | 

May hence enſue betwixt a Son and Parent, 

Take here the Sword, you truſted in my Hands, 

Which you alone cou'd take — Now, Veramond, 


[ Preſents his Sword to Al phonſo. 


bl 


Diſpoſe of old Ramirez 22 pleaſeſt; 
[He preſents it ſallenly to Veramond, who puts it into the if a 
Secure thy 7g ene and thy Fear, | Ph rhe Land of an Officer 
And give Ramirez Death, who ſcornsa Lite 
Which he muſt owe to thee. A +: 
Vera. (to the Guards.) Go bear him to the Caſtle; at more leiſure 

His Doom ſhall be decreed- ; . 

Ramir. When e're it comes tis welcome, only this 

(If Enemies be ſuffer'd to requeſt) | 

Forgive th? Imprudent Zeal thy Son has ſhown 

On my behalf, and take him to thy Boſom: 

A noble Temper ſhines even through his faults, 

And gilds them into Virtues: 5 bo? 

Vera. Take himhence — _ Ramirez is ledoff by Sancho and Carlos, and 

| follow d by the Guards, Alphonſo looking frowningly, The reft ſtay. 

Alph. (aſiae.) How I abhor this baſe Inhumane Act! ! BYE 

But Patience! he's my Father. Way bc” 

Pera. Thus all his Praiſes, are thy Accuſations, 

And even that very Sword, 

Puniſh me Heav'n, if I believe not ſo, 

Is far leſs dangerous in his Hand than thine. 
Xime. Forgive the haſty Sallies of his Youth. 
Vera. He never lov'd me. 11 


Aldh. You never gave me cauſe. | 2 5 ; 
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Love Triumphant; Yeu 


His modelty with larger Commendations. 


Nime. [to Alphonſ-] Come, you both lov'd, 

But both were jealous of each other's kindneſs. 

His ſilence ſhows, he longs to pardon you. e 8 2s 

And did not you, my Lord, obſerve 1 Fs TTarning to Veram. 
How, tho? at firſt he cou'd not rule his Paſſion, 92 155 ty 
Not at the very firſt, for that's impoſſible 


To haſty blood, like his and yours, my Lord; 


Yet in the ſecond moment, he repented, 
As ſoon as Thought had leiſure to be born. 
Veram, For ought I ſee, you do him better Office 
Than he deſires, Ximena. | 
Alphon. Keeling.) Sir, your Pardon; 
And if you pleaſe, your Love. 
Vera. Receive the firſt, 
The laſt as you deſerve. 
Re-enter Don Garcia, with Victoria, Celidea, and the Ladies. Veramond 
tdeaees em at a diſtance, | 
Vera. This had not been thus eaſily o'er-paſt, 
But that I ſee Don Garcia with your Siſters ; 


A fair occaſion offers you this hour 


To cancel your Offences ; mark, and take it. 2 4 
The Ring, Queen, and Alphonſo, entertain Garcia in dumb ſhow, while 
Es Victoria and Celidea ſpeak at a diſtance. 
Celid. What think you, Siſter, ofthis Youthful Hero? 
Victo. Our dear Alphonſo? Celid. No; I mean Navarre. 
Victo. As of a Valiant Prince; what wou'd you more? 77 
Celid. Methinks you give him a ſhort Commendation; 
Yet all his Applications were to you. | 
Victo. I minded not his words. L 
Celid. He made a warm beginning of a Love, 
Victo. It ſeems my Thoughts were otherwiſe employ*'d. _ 
Celid. Neither your Thoughts, nor Eyes cou'd be employ'd 


Upon a Nobler Object. 


Victo. That's your Judgment. ; 
Celid. His every Action, nay, his every Motion 
Were graceful, and becoming his high Birth. 
Victo. All ofa piece, and all like other Men: 
He ſeems to me a common kind of Creature, 
One that may paſs among a crowd of Courtiers 
And not be known for King. 3 
Celid. Sure you forget the Troops he brought our Father; 
Beſides his Perſonal Valour in the Fight. . 
Victo. You more forget Alphonſo's greater Actions, 
When the young Hero, yet unfledg'd in Arms, 
Made the tough Age of bold Ramzrez bend: 
He fought like Mars, deſcending from the Skies, 
And look'd like Venus riſing from the Waves. | 
Celid. Navarre had done the ſame; *rwas Fortune's fault 
That ſhow'd him not Ramzres.. . 
Victo. Nou are too young to judge of Men or Merits; 
You praiſe the Vulgar Flight a Faulcon makes, 
When Jove's [mperial Bird,” that bears the Thunder, 
Is aw FIOER above him. | El 
Re-enter Carlos, Sancho, and the reſt of the Officers. 
Vera. Are my Commands perform'd ? 
Carl. With all exactneſs. | 
Vera Approach Victoria, and you Celidea, 
That in your preſence I may pay ſome part 
Ot what I owe your brave Deliverer. 
Celid. We cannot ſhow too much of Gratitude. | 
Vera. Victoria, what ſay you? | | e 
iito, He did the Duty of a brave Allie: | 
Ido not know the War, nor dare | load e 


- 
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Nature will Prevail. 


_ Garci, Even thoſeare much too large, when giv'n by you, 

To Whom my Soul, with all my future Service, 
Are with Devotion offer d. 

VDera. | have indeed diſclosd to her alone 

Tb' important Secret of th' intended Match, 
And that perhaps has made her fear to praiſe 

A Prince who ſhortly is to be her own. LACS, 

___Alph. Aſide.] Oh Heav'ns ! What bode theſe words? | 3 
(Jhe Queen and Celidea ſbem amazement, Alphonſo and Victoria diſcontent. 

Vera. Now therefore | declare the wiſht alliance; . 
Ximena, you may give your Daughter joy; | 


And you your Siſter, of th* Imperial Crown . (To Celid. 


bony Garcia 1 3 our Victorias Head. 
Your ſhare, Alphonſo, in this happy day 0 
Is not the feaſt! nor will you be ths aft ah OP 
T' applaud my worthy choice of tuch a Son. 
Auphon. A ſudden damp has ſeiz d my Vital Spirits; 
I ſee but through a miſt, and hear far off: 
Nay, trouble not your ſelves, a little time 
Of needful reſt, and ſolitary thought, 
Will mend my health; till when excuſe my preſence. 


| „ (Exit Alphonſo, and looks back on Victoria. 

Xime. aſide.] He's much diſturb'd, a ſickneſs of the Soul ; e 
Or I miſtake, he does not like this Marriage. 
Aſſiſt us, Heav'n, if L divinearight, 
And proſper thy own Work. TER 
Ver. aſide.] I like not this, = 
But muſt difſemble, till I clear my doubts. 
Fortune, brave Prince, has given us this allay ; e Os CNL 
Our Joys were elſe too full: „ . 
An hour of ſleep will bring him back reſtor'd; 
Mean time we may withdraw. a geo : 

Gar. to Vict.) Come, my fair Miſtreſs, by your Father's leave 
I ſeize this precious Gage. 5 

Vict. Then thank my Father; : 
He may diſpoſe of all things but my Heart, 
And that's my own - (Aſide) —— Alas! Iwiſh it were. 


(Exeant Vera. Xime. Celid. Garci. Victo. and all the Courtiers, Men and Women. 


The Guards follow : San. and Carl. remain. 
San. Good news, Carlos, the old Jew is dead. 
Carl. What Jew? 
San. Why the rich Jew, my Father. | 
He's gone to the Boſom of Abraham his Father, and I, his Chriſtian Son, am left 
ſole Heir. Now do I intend to be monſtrouſly in love. 5 
Carl. With whom, Colonel? 8c 


San. That's not yet reſolv'd, Colonel; but with one of the Court Ladies, You 


may ſtand a Man's Friend, Carlos, in ſucha buſineſs. 
arl. You may depend on me, Sancho, becauſe my dependance is on you; You 
got Plunder in the Battle; while I was hack'd and hew'd, and almoſt laid aſleep 
in the damn'd Bed of Honour. 5 . „ 
San. Nay, I confeſs lam a lucky Rogue, for Iwas born with a Cawl upon my Head- 
Carl. Pm ſure I came bare enough into the World, and live as barely in it. 
San. Make me but luſtily in love, and Fll adopt thee into my Fortune; but 


thou ſtand'ſt ſhall I, ſhall I, till all the Ladies are out of ſight: Here, take that 


Bellet Douæ which | have pulld out by chance from among twenty, that I always 
wear about me for ſuch Occaſions. „ ns | 

Carl. But to which of em ſhall L deliver it? 

San. Even to her thou can'ſt firſt overtake, 


| Nay, do not loſe thy time in looking on't, there's no particular Direction, Man; 


Fortune ever ſuperſcribes my Letters to the Fair Sex; I let her alone to find me 
out a handſome Miſtrefs; and let me alone to make her kind afterwards. 

Carl. But ſuppoſe I ſhou'd happen to deliver it to my own Miſtreſs, for ſhe 
was in the preſence with her Father. 


San. Then I ſuppoſe thou wilt be the firſt that ſhalt repent it, for ſhe will cer. 


tainly fall in Love with me. Lopez 
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[Lopez 450 Dalinda re-enter, and walk ſoftly over the Grape, | 


| Look, there's one of em already; my Heart eats at the very light of ra ; this 


muſt and {hall be ſhe, by Cupid. 
Carl. And by Venus the 8 ſhe I love. | 
Fan. Prithee no more words then, for Fate will havei it ſo. 


Carl. Aſide) I know it's impoſſible for her Father to receive him, or her to 


love him, and yet his good Fortune, and my Raſcally three penny Planer, make. 
me ſuſpicious without Reaſon: Bur hang g Superſtition, . Plldraw ſuch a Picture of 
1 as ſhall do his buſineſs. | 

Fan. Now will I ſtand by Incognito, like ſome mighty Potentate, and ſee my 


own e deliver d. 
Carlos overtakes Lopez and Dalinda juſt going off, and ſalutes TOY | 


Lop. Couſin Carlos, you are welcome from the Wars ;I think [aw you in the 
Show to day 
Carl. The Ceremony hinder'd me from paying my reſpetts ; but I made haſte, 
ou ſee 
F Lop. | hope you'll no more bea Stranger to my Houſe, than you have 


been formerly: Your Miſtreſs here will be proud to entertain you; and 


then you ſhall tell me the whole Expedition : 1 love Battels wonderful] ly, when a. 
Man may hear 'em without Peril of his Perſon. 


San. Aſidb.] Noting of my Letter all this while 0 . | 


Why, when Carlos? [WW biſperdiy oh aloud to- him. 
Carl. (ide ] Now I dare not but 1 it, becauſe he ſees me. 


Don Lopez, I have a fooliſh kind of Petition to you [To Lopez, 


Lop. Why do you call it a fooliſh Petition? 

Carl. Becauſe i bring it from a Fool. There's a Friend of x mine, of a plentiful 
Fortune, that's deſperately | in Love with your Fair Daughter, Dalinda; and has 
Comm anded me, by your permiſſion, to deliver this Letter to her. 

Lop. A Rich Man's Letter may be deliver'd. [Carlos gives her the Letter. 


Dal. What's here? A Note without a Superſcription. [She ſeems to Read. 


As Live, a Bill of Exchange for 2co Piſtols, 
Charg d upon a Banker, and payable to the Bearer ; 


An accompliſhe Cavalier, I warrant him; He writes: finely, ang in the beſt 


manner. „ 
Carl. Aſide} There's the Covetous? SEN, at 5 rſt Syllable, 
The Foal! 5 good Planet begins to Work already; but J ſhall ſtop its Influence. 


Lob. Good Coulin Colonel ; what manner of Man is my Son- in- Law, that 


may be? 
Carl. P ye ſee that ſneaking res vonder ? 
Lop. Who, that Gallant Cavalier? 
Dal. wiſh it were no Worle. 
(C, Plague, ye make me mad betwixt ye. His outſide's Tawdry, and. his 
inſide's Fool. He's an Uſurer's Son, and his Father was alone CH 
Dal. No matter for all that, he's Rich. 8 
Carl. He was begot upon the Wife of a deſperate Debtor, 47 


Our of pure good Husbandry, to ſave ſomething : He's Covetous by the Father” ; 


ſide; A Block head by the Mother's ; And a Knave by both. 
Lap. I ſee nothing like your deſcription of him, at this diſtance. 


Call him hither, I woud fain ſpeak with him. 
Carl. Come hither, Don Sancho, and make good the Character 1 have given 


of you. [Sancho comes up, and ſalutes em EY. 
 Lop. Cavalier, I ſhall be glad to be better known to you. 
San. to Carl.] Vou ſee I have Luck ina Bag, Carlos. 
Carl. alde.] Ay, in a Bag of Money, I ſee it to my ſorrow. 


Tr y his Wit, Signior, you'll find him as heavy as Lead.  [Afudeto Lopez. 


Lop. to Sau.] So his Money be Silver, I care not. 
Come Cavalier, what ſay you to my Daughter? | 
Sau. Why, Ifay, I was reſolv'd to Love the firſt Fair Lady that I met. 
Dal. Oh Lord, Sir! Carl. to Lop. ] Do but mark his e 
Lop. I like him never the worſe for his Plain-Dealing. 
Dal. Bluntneſs, methinks, becomes a Souldier. | 
Carl. aſide.] How N aturally Old Mea take to Riches, and Women to Fools. 
Lop- to San.] You have made a Noble Declaration of your Love, Ply. 
Witha handfome Pr eſent of two hundred Piſtols. 


San. 
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Fan. What, I hope have not miſtaken Papers, and ſent you my Letter of 
Exchange for 200 Piſtols, charg'd upon the Banker Porto Carrero : Pray return 


that Letter, Madam; and Il look out for another, that ſhall Treat only of dry 
Love, without thoſe terrible Appendixes. | 


Dal. Why, did not ye intend this for me, Cavalier? 


San. No, you ſhall hear me rap out all the Oaths in Chriſtendom, that j am 
wholly Innocent of this Accuſation. | 


Dal. Come, you bely your Noble Nature; look upon me agen Cavalier, 
| | [She makes the Doux Yeux to him, 


And then Examine your own Heart, 

If you meant it not to me. 
San. to Carl.] Nay, I confeſs my Heart beats a charge towards ye : 

And yet Two Hundred Piſtols, is a ſwinging Summ for one kind Look, Carlos! 

Carl. to him.] A Damnable hard Penny-worth | Hold you there, Don Sancho. 

+ | [Dalinda /ooks upon him agen, more ſweetly, 
San. She has two Devils in her Eyes, that laſt Ogle was a lick-penny. Well, 
Madam, I Dedicate thoſe fair TWO Hundred Piſtols, to your more fair 
Hand: And now you have Receiv'd 'em, I meant emto you. . 

Dal. And, in requital, receive you for my Servant, Cavalier. 

Carl. aſide.] Damn him for his awkward Liberality, he's always Covetous, 

But when 'tis to do me a miſchief. „ ; 
L op. to Dal.) He's come on again, my Heart was almoſt at my Mouth, 
Now, Mrs. Minion, let me take you to task in private. [Draws her aſide a little. 
What hope have you, of the Conde Don Alonzo De Cardona? 3 
Dal. Little or none; a bare poſſibility. You know what has paſs'd betwixt us. 

Lop. But ſuppoſe he ſhow'd renew his Love; had you rather Marry that rich 

Old Conde, or this poor Young Rogue, Don Carlos ? . — 

Dal. This Poor Young Rogue, it you pleaſe, Father. 1 
Top. I thouglit as much, good Madam; but to come cloſer to the preſent 
Buſineſs, betwixt Don Carlos and Don Sancho, That is to ſay, a Poor Youn 

Wit, and a Rich Young Fool; put the Caſe Gentlewoman, whichof 'em way? 
you chuſe ? Es „ 
Dal. If it were not for meer Neceſſity, I have a kind of a loathing to a Fool. 
Lop. The more Fool you, Madam. | HG. | 

Dal. Wouw'd you have a Race of Booby Grandſons? 

Lop. That's as your Conſcience ſerves ye; I fay only, that your Husband 

ſhall be a Fool, I fav, not your Childrens Father ſhall be one. 

San. to Carlos. ] This is a plaguy long Whiſper, I do not like it | 
And yet now I think on't, my left Eye itches, ſome good luck is coming towards me. 
Loop. to them.] Tl be ſhort and pithy with Fe Don Sancho, I think they call 

ye? Ifout of my abundant Love, [ ſhou'd beſtow my Dutitul Daughter on you, 
what kind of Husband wou'd you make? 

San Husband, Sennor ? Why none at all, None of my Predeceſſors were 

ever Marry*d : My Father and my Mother never were, and I will not be the 
firſt of my Family that ſhall degenerate ; I thought my 200 Piſtols would have 
done my buſineſs with Dalinda, and a little winking Money with you, 
„ - What, wou'd you make me a Pimp to my own Daughter? 
Dal. And imagine my Chaſtity cou'd be corrupted with a petty Bribe. : 
San. Nay, lam not ſo obſtinate neither, againſt Marriage; Carlos gave me this 
| wicked Counſel, on purpoſe to baniſh me; and in revenge tohim, I will Marry. 
Lop. I hope you'll ask her leave firſt? 
San. Shoo! I take that for granted; no Woman has the power to reſiſt my 
Courtſhip. 3 : = HG 
Lop. Suppoſe then, as before ſuppos d; what kind of Husband wou'd you make? 
San. Then to deal roundly with you; I wou'd run a rambling my ſelf, and 
leave the drudgery of my Houſe to her management: All things ſhou'd goat 
Sixes and Sevens for Sancho; In ſhort, Sennor, I will be as Abſolute, as the Great 
Turk, and take as little care of my People, as a Heathen God. 
Lop. Now, Don Carlos, what ſay you? 
Carl. aſide. to Lop.] I'll fir em for a Husband : _ | 
Why, Sennor, Iwou'd be the moſt careful Creature of her Buſineſs ; I wou'd 
inſpect every thing, wou'd manage the whole Eſtate to ſave her the trouble; I 
wou'd be careful of her Health, by keeping her within doors; ſhe ſhou'd nei- 
ther give nor receive Viſits ; nor kneel at Church among the Fops, that Look 
one way, and Pray another. Dal. 


Dat. Oh abominable f: 


beat thec. Don Sancho I have an Olla at home, and you ſhall be welcome to it. 


our two Intereſts come to claſh, I hope to make a meer Monarch of him: And 


The Scene is a Bed. Chamber, a Couch prepar d, and ſet fo near the Pit that 


Is far leſs pleas'd with his Phyſician's fight : 


Jo eaſe my Death, but not to make me live. 


Eclips'd when you are abſent from my ſight. 
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Lop. Why, thou ungrateful Fellow! Wowdſt thou make a Slave of my 

Paughter? And leave her no Bulinels ; that is to ſay, no Authority in her own 

Houle ? | 5 ne 
Dal. Ay, and to call Fine Voung Gentlemen Fops too! 

To lock me up from Viſitants, which are the only Comfort of a Diſconſolate, 

Miſerable, Married Woman! 55 e „ 
Lop. And 'twere not for fear thou ſhowdſt beat me, I cou'd find in my Heart to 


Farewel Kinſman. 1.645 144271: [Tp Gaplos. 
[Exennt Lopez, and Sancho, leading out Dalinda, 
Carl. Now, if I had another Head, I cou'd find in my Heart, to run this 
Head againſt that Wall. Nature has given me my Portion in Senſe, with a 
Pox to her, and turn'd me out into the wide World to ſtarve upon it. She has given 
Sancho an empty Noddle; but Fortune in revenge has fill'd his Pockets: juſt a 
Lord's Eſtate in Land and Wit. Well, 1 have loſt Dalinda; and fomething 
muſt be done to undermine Sancho in her good Opinion: Some pernicious Coun- 
ſel muſt be given him: He is my Prince, and I am his States-Man'; and when 


v 


my Hunger is ſomewhat in my way toquicken my Invention. 


Want whets the Wit, ?tis true; but Wit not bleſt r 

With Fortune's Aid, makes Beggars at the belt. 

Wit is not fed; but ſharpn'd with Applauſe, „ ee, 
For Wealth is ſolid Food, and Wit but hungry Sauſe. LExit. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


the Andience may hear. 


Alpionto 7 ters with a Book in his hand, and ſits; reads to himſelf a little /mhite : 
| | Enter Victoria, and ſits by him, then ſpeaks. 12 5 5 


ict. IF on your Private Bus'neſs J intrude, . 
1 forgive th' exceſs of Love that makes me rude: 
I hope your ſickneſs has not reacht your Heart; 
But come to bear a ſuff'ring Siſter's part: 
Yet, leſt I ſhou'd offend you by my ſtay, 
Command me to depart, and I obey. | 
 Alphon. The Patient who has paft da ſleepleſs Night, 


Welcome thou pleaſing, but thou ſhort Reprive, 


Welcome, but welcome as a VVinter's Sun, 
That riſes late, and is too quickly gone. 
Vict. Nou are the Star of Day, the publick Light: 
And I am but your Siſter of the Night: 


Alphon. Death will for ever take me from your Eyes; 
But grieve not you, for when 1 Sett, you Rifle. 
Don Garcia has deſerv'd to be your Choice, 7 
And *tis a Brother's Duty to rejoyce. 
Vict. And yet methought you gave him not your Voice. 
Alphon. You ſaw a ſudden Sickneſs left me weak; 
J had no Joy to give, nor Tongue to ſpeak ; 
And therefore I withdrew, to ſeek Relief 
In Books, the fruitleſs Remedies of Grief 
Vift. But tell me what Philoſopher you found 
To cure your Pain? „„ | 


W 


Nature will Pevatil. 
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Alphoa. The fitteſt for my VVound; 
V Vho beſt the gentle Paſſions knows to move : 
Ovid, the ſoft Philoſopher of Love: 
His Love Epiſtles tor my Friends | choſe; 
For there I found the Kindred of my VVoes. 
Fi#. His Nymphs the Vows of Perjur'd Men deplors ; 
One in the Woods, and one upon the Shoar : | 
All are at length forſaken or betray'd : IT 
And the falſe Hero leavesthe faithful Maid. 
Alphon. Not all: For Linus kept his Conſtancy: 
And one, perhaps, who more reſembled me. 
P ict. That Letter wou'd I view : In hope to find 
Some Features of the Fair that rules your Mind. 
Alph. Read, for the guilty Page is doubled down: 
The Love too ſoon will make the Lover known. [Giving her the Book 
Read, if you dare, and when the Crime you ſee, WT 
Accuſe my cruel Fate, but pity me. 
Viet. aſide.] Tis what I tear'd, th' unhappy Carace | 
Read you ; for to a Brother *twas deſign'd, [To him 
And ſent him by a Siſter much too kind. 


Alphonſo takes the Book, and reads. 
V did thy Flames beyond a Brother's move ? 
Why lov'd I thee with more than Siſter's Lede? 
EEO He looks upon her, and ſhe holds down her Head. 
Hie reads again. 5 
My Cheeks no longer did their Colour boaſt: 
My Food grew loathſom, and my Strength I loſt: 
Still, &er I ſpoke, 4 ſ h mond 4 my Tongue: 
Short were my flumbers, and my Nights were long. 
I knew not from my Love thoſe Griefs did grow: 
Tet was, alas! The thing I did not kuow., . EN, . : 
OP. [She looks on him, and he holds down his Head 
Forc'd at the laſt, my ſhameful pain I tell. VVV 
Vict. No more: We know our mutual Love too well. = 1 
) . Both look up, and meet each others Eyes, 
. Alphon, Two Lines in reading had eſcap'd my fight: 
Shall I go back, and do the Poet right? 1 
Vict. Already we have read too far, I fear: 
But read no more tlian Modeſty may bear. 
Vö«p d min 
For I low'd too, and knowing not my wound, 
A ſecret Peaſure in thy Kiſſes m—_— 5: | 
TO, he offers to kiſs her, and ſhe turns her Head away. 
May ve not repreſent the Kiſs we read? uu "© | REP 
. =o no: Brother, I ſhou'd have faid ! 
Alphonſo reading again. 
hen half denying, more than half content, 
Embraces warm d me to à full Conſent : oo 
Then, with tumultuous Joys, my Heart did beat. 
And Guilt that made em Anxious, made em Great. 1 . 
(She ſnatches the Book, and throws it down, then riſes and walks, he riſes alſo, 
Vict. Incendiary Book, Polluted Flame, 9 8 
Dare not to tempt the Chaſt Victoria's Fame. 
I love, perhaps, more than a Siſter ſhou'd: _ | 
And Nature prompts ; but Heav'n reſtrains my Blood- 
Heav'n was unkind, to ſet ſo ſtrict a Bound, 
And Love wou'd ſtruggle to forbidden Ground. 
Oh let us gain a Parthian Victory; Wy 
Our only way to conquer, 1s to fly. 
Alphon. No more, Victoria; tho my Love aſpires 
More high than yours, and fiercer are my Fires: 
I cannot bear your looks; new Flames ariſe 
From ev'ry Glance ; and kindle from your Eyes. 


Yours C 
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Live 75 iumphant ; Or. 


Pure are the Beams which from thoſe Suns vou ae A 

But gather blacknels from my ſooty Heart? . 

"Then let us each with haſty 

Nor ſpread Contagion, where we meant. 3 IO; 
ict, Heir Heav'n and Earth, and witneſs. to my * 


iy : 


®* . +% 


And Love, thou greatelt Power that Nature knows; + ungen e fails ty. 


This Heart, Alphonſo, ſhall be firmly thine; 


This Hand ſhali never with another joyn. Court ena lin Nona] 
Or it by force m Father makes me wed ; an Redd Tic ae Tb 


hen Death ſhall be the Bridegroom of my Bed. e e 
Norv let us both our ſhares of Sorrow take; E 


And both be wretched tor eachothers ſake. i Ga Et LO EY 


.41phon. By thoſe relentleſs Powers that rule the Skies kT 5, prom 4 


- And by «greater Power, d an 6 i os ao ag vet) N 


No Love but yours (hall touch A4iphonſo's Heart; B 
Nor Time, nor Death, my vowid àffections part. | 


Nor ſhall my hated Rival live to ſee E 


"That hour which envious Fate denies to me. 

Now teal we both our Vows with one dear Kiſs. 
Vick. No, tis a hot, and an inceſtuous Bliſs! 

Let both be ſatisfiꝰd with what we ſwore ; 

dare not give i, leſt I give you more. 


(Exit Victoria lookin Jack on lim, 10 he gazing: on wer. ? 


Alphon. Oh Raging , Impious, and yet Ropes eſs Fire, 
Not daring to poſſeſs What Idelire, © | Sl oe ſhoe 
Condemn'd to ſuffer what I cannot bear; 5 | 
Tortur'd with Love, and Furious with Deſpair. 8 
Of all the Fains which wretched Mortals prove, -- 


” 4 ts, 
4 . 


MM 0 a YL 
- 8 : k #1 : 


2434 HO Ones PS — 4 ** 
5 5 


CPs remove; r I} | a 9 18 n 139 9 ef of a - 4 5 =, 
k e# p "SE. $44 4/54 14 


The fewelt Remedics belong to Love: CTR IN Syd Sao nated 


But ours has none: For if we ſhou'd no. 5 tie acad 


Our fatal Cure mult both of us deltroy. . 


On, Dear /Vioria, cauſe of all my Pain! 


h, Dear / ictoria, whom [ wou'd not gain! 

Victoria, for whoſe fake | wou'd ſurvive: 

Victoria, tor whoſe fake I dare not live. 
Enter Garcia with Attendants, The two Princes ſalute fur Alphonſo very cold. 
_ Garci, I come to ſhew my grief for your Diſtemper: "A 


For it my Noble Brother W my Heart, 


here ſhou'd y ou find a Plain, a Holy Friendſhip, | 
Unmixt with Interelt, equally partaking 
Of what affects you, both of good and il. 

A phon. I thank you; but my Malady increaſes 
at your approach; | have no more to lay, 

But with vou better health than I can boaſt ; 
And to my felt a lonely Privacy. 

Carel. | find I am not welcome to your ſight; 
But know not from what cauſe. _ 

Alphon: Angrily.] My ſureſt Remedy is in your abſence : 
*Fis hard my Lodgings cannot be my own; ; | 
But importun'd wich Vilits, undeſir'd; 

And therefore, | mult tell you troubleſom. 
Garci, *Tis an odd way of. entertaining Friends, 


hut ſince I find you diſcompos'd with icknefs, 


That ſhall excuſe your Humours ; where | 80 

hope for better Welcome. | 

Alphon- Sir, T muſt ask whom you pretend to viſit? 

Garci. My Miſtreſs, Prince. 

AD on. Your Miſtreſs! Who's that Miſtreſs ? 

Garci. What need I name F'iForia? 
Alphon. Who? My Siſter? 

Garci, Whom elſe cou'd you magine ?. ods Any other. 

Garci. And why not her? 

Allen. Becauſe I know not if ſhe will admir your 

Garci. Her Father has allow'd it. 

Alphen. But not ſhe : 


6 * bh — — — a 
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Nature will Prevail. 
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Or if both have, yet my conſent is wanting. 
You take upon you ina Foreign Kingdom, 7 
As if you were at home in your Navarre. 
Garci. And you, methinks, 
As if you had no Father, or no King. 
Farewell, I will not ſtay. 
Alphoz. You ſhall not go: 
Thus as I am, thus ſingle, thus unarm'd, 
And you with Guards attended 
Garci. You Teach me to forget the Rule of Manners: 
Alphon. I mean to Teach you better. „ 5 
[ As Garcia is going to paſs by him, Alphonſo runs to one of his Attendants,and ſnatches 
bis Sword away, then ſteps between Garcia aud the Door. 
Enter Veramond and Ximena, Attended. 
Vera, What means this rude Behaviour in my Court ? 
As if our Arragon were turn'd to Thrace ; 
Unhoſpitable to her Gueſts, and thou 
Alphonſo, a Lycargas. 
Alphon. He would pass 
Without my Siſter's leave, into her Lodgings. 
By Heav'n, if this be ſuffer'd to proceed, 
The next will be, to Treat the Royal Maid 
As courſly, as ſhe were ſome Suburb Girl. „ By 
Garcia Vera.] Had I not your Permiſſion, Sir? Pera. You had. 
But theſe, Alphonſo, are thy Ruffian Manners. 
How dar'ſt thou, Boy, to Leak my Orders, 
And then aſperſe thy Siſter with thy Crime? 
Alphon. She ſaid his Preſence was unpleaſing to her, 
Vera. Come, thou bely'ſt her Innocence and Duty - 
She did not, durſt not, fay it. 
Alphon. If ſhe did not, . 
I dare, and will maintain to all the World, 
That Garcia, is not worthy of my Siſter. 
Vera. Not worthy? 5 
| Alphon. No; I ſay once more, not worthy. 
Garci. Not in my ſelf; for who deſerves Victoria? 
But, fince her Royal Father bids me hope, 
Not leſs unworthy than another Prince. 5 
To Ver.] And none, with your permiſſion, Sir, ſhall dare 
To interpoſe, betwixt my Love and Me. | 
Alphon. Sure a leſs Price than our Infanta's Bed, 
Might pay thee for thy Mercenary Troops. 
Vera, Peace, Inſolent, too long J have indur'd 
Thy Haughty Soul, untam'd and turbulent: 
But if I Live, this ſhall not paſs unpuniſht ; | 
Darkneſs and Chains,are Medicines for a Madman. 
Nim. My Lord, l humbly beg you, ſpare your Son; 
And add not Fury to a Raging Fire. | 
He ſoon will recollect his ſcatter'd Reaſon ;_ 
Which Heat of Youth, and Sickneſs, and Fatigues, 
Have diſſipated in his boyling Blood. ; 
Give him but time,and then his Temperate Humor 
Wil ſoon return into the Native Channel; 
And, unoppos'd, be calm. 
Vera. No, never more: 
The Moon has roul'd above his Head, and turn'd it; 
As Peals of Thunder ſow'r the generous Wine. 
(To Alphon.) Hence from my Preſence thou, no more my Son. 
Xim- If he be Mad, be Madneſs his excuſe; | 
And Pardon Nature's Error, not his own. _ 
Vera. Ximena,you have fondled him to this; 
I Propheſied; and now tis come to paſs. 
Gar. Perhaps, I interrupted him too rudely - 
And ſince I caus'd, my ſelf, that ill Reception, lt Woh dips oi on 
Vol. II. IS 3 For- 
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Forgive c our mutual Faults. * 8 A I ie . Che 
era. You ſhall prevail! $1609 e og eee ee yy 
Tho? he deſerves not ſuch an Interceſſor: d fa ons eden 
(To Alphon.) Retire, Alphonſo, to your inmoſt Lodgings; 8 OWENS! NCT OAT” 

And there incloſe your ſelf, and mourn your Crimes ee ii . 
Be this your laſt Relapſe; the next is Fatal. vB oF ren 
Alphon. Iwill retire: Neto b „ 
But, if Jam a Madman, as you ſay; e een e 
And as I half believe, expect no wats F 
But in Alphonſo? s Death. | t 'P N goes in. 
 Xim aſide.) It Works apace : LT FT OB; 44 
But whither it will tend, Heaven only knows. 
Veramond ſees the Book upon the Grown, and 8 it a. 
Vera. This Book he left; go bear it after him. 
Yet ſtay, know not why, but ſomewhat re me 8 
To Read this folded Page. | 8.7 08 
(To Garcia.) Go, Royal Youth, e e eee eld 
I wou'd my felt conduct you to Victoria: ie eee e AC 
But Lovers need no Guide to their Defires : HOG ek & ic. 
And Love no Witneſs, but himſelf Requires. [3.1 1 
TE xeunt the Ring and Queen one way, with their Attendants, and Don Garcia 


with his another. 


The SCENE 4 Smet. 


Enter Carlos, before Don Lopez his ee: i CT 20.01 
Carl. That's the Door of Lopez, and Sancho muſt come out this way ;  now- 


Fool ſit faſt, for thou ſhalt not want for peſtilent Advice: But firſt, I muſt 


know, how far thou haſt proceeded with the Father and the Daughter, that I 

may know what Drugs I muſt prepare, for the preſent Condition of m my Tatient; 

oh, the Door opens already, and he bolts out ſingle, as I wiſht. 
Enter Sancho, picking his Teeth, 0s 2 

Sancho. What, Carlos, you have Din'd before me; but, it may de, you ha 


not far'd ſo well. 


Carl. The beſt part of your Entertainment, I ſuppoſe, was the Deſſert of the 


Fair Dalinda after Dinner; and how, and how, g0 Matters ? 


San. Better than thou wou'dft have em, thou wou'dlt have put a ſpoke i in 
my Wheel, I know it. 


Carl. No, Fortune always ſets thoſe of your Admirable Underſtanding up- 
permoſt; but remember, Dalinda was once mine, however. 
Sa, Thou wou'dft not have me give the Box away, when I have thrown Se- 


ven? 5 2 8 ſet upon it what thou dar'ſt, and PI! give thee leave to do thy 
wor 


Carl. You are very confident of your good Luck. | 

San. Thou know'ſt, I have a perpetual aſcendant over thee. 

Carl. And youare ſure to carry her? 

San. She is fond of my Perſon; the ogled me all Dinner time; the put ws 
foot under the Table, and trod upon mine; and if theſe are not certain Sym- 
ptoms of Paſſion, the Devils in Womankind. 

Carl. And her Father? ; | 

San. The goodeſt Old Man; he drank my Health to his Digs: and * to 


comply with my Obligation, anſwer d the Challenge; : there 1 think 1 Was with | 
her again. 


Carl. You have no more to do but to take out a Licence. 

Jan. Indeed I have her Licence for it. | 

Carl. What, quibbling too in your Proſperity ? If you let a 1 all bei in- 
rag d. But you have not told me that her Father 1 1s conſenting. ” id 

Fan. In a manner: But. — ps ys "1 

Carl. But What, is he not e ney? ? l 


j 


welcomeſt Man alive. * u, 
Carl, Do you know that Conde's Name te 7 33 1 th nt. ca þ 
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Sar. Don ſomething de 7555 rg whom the Devil confound, 

Carl. My old Acquaintance ; he charged with me in the Battel, but what be- 
came of him I know not; if he be the Man, deſpair betimes, Sancho, he'll re- 
venge my Quarrel, and carry her in ſpight of you. 

San. I am cunning, you know); and | believe he named that curſed Conde, only 
to draw me on the faſter. 

Carl. And do you think a Gentleman can LET: againſt a Conde: with a Wo- 
man ? San. Why not ? 

Carl. No more than a Conde againſt a Duke, and 10 upwards, 

Abandon her, Ifay. 

San. No; I amrelolute. 

Carl. To be the Shoeing-horn for the Conde? 

Fan . I confeſs, I wou'd not be the Shoeing-horn to draw him on. 

Carl. No; for that's to be a Pimp for him. 

San. Right ; therefore I will leave her. 

Carl. Then go back; and quarrel with her and her Father : G6, 1 ſay, imme- 
diately before your Virtue ORs. 

San. I'll give 'em their own, PII warrant em: What, make a Shoeing- horn 
of a Man of Honour? [Exit Sancho. 

Curl. alone.] If the Conde be in Love, then why ſhow'd Lopez admit of Sancho 
for a Suitor ; if not, the Fool is in the right, that it was onl 1 eign'd to draw him 
on. However, my advice will ſtrike on both ſides; for if Sancho quarrels he's diſcard- 
ed, and for the Conde — ſtay a little What if I ſhoud play this Conde? I 
know him,and can Mimmick him exactly, tis but a Jeſt if I am diſcovered; and if 
the Conde loves her, and ſhe him, then I marry her in his ſhape---Oh, they are com- 
ing out to quarrel in the open Air; for the Houſe is grown too hot for *em ; but 
I dare not Hay; to ſee the Battel,for fear of gettingblows on both ſides. [Exit Carlos 

55 Euter Lopez, Dalinda, and Sancho. 

Lob. Pll wait upon you out of my Houſe, however. 

San, Father. in-Law, that might have been; no more Ceremonies, PII be no 
3 for any Man. 

Lop. You wou'd not be my Daughter' s hinderance? 

San. There's no more to be ſaid on't; bat either a Bargain, or no Bargain, 
Lop. A Bargain, if the Conde comes not on. 

San. Then as he comes on, I mutt go off, with a Pox to you; and to your 
Daughter. 

Dal. At leaſt it ſhall not be a Pox of your giving. 

San. The Condes Pox take you then; that's an Honourable Pox deſcended in 

a right Line from Don Rodoricł the Goth, Pl warrant you, 

Lop. Indeed, if your Eſtate were as great as his——— ._ 
San. Nay, for that matter I can drop Gold with him,as little as I Care for her. 

Dal. But then his Title ? 

San. I have more Gold yet, to weigh 3 his Parchment. And then my 
Wit againſt a Condes Wit, that's for Overplus; for though Hay it 

Lop. Who ſhou'd not ſay it. 

San. Yet I do ſay it, and will ſay it, eſpecially as Lords go NOW : YR | 
there's no more to be faid, Lopez; but take back your Trumpery,l meap yaur 
N or ll ſend for the Scavenger with a Dung Cart. 

Lyp. This is inſufferable : And by this Honourable Beard — 

San. Which I'll pull off by handfuls, if you ſwagger — 

Lop. afide to Dal-] What ſhall we do with this Madman, Daughter 2 

Dal. Lou ſhou'd fend for an Alguazile to order him, if I were ſure that theCand 
wou'd come on again; but ſince that's uncertain, char in, Father, and let me 
4 2 with him, if I make him Jour Son- in-Law, that's Fabien Re 

or him. 

Lop. Well, Counties. you may chance to hear of me. _ © [Exit (Rock 
_ San: Yes, and of your Daughter too, 'in the next Lampoon. doubt not 
(To Dalinds.) Why don't you n What do you Sac ee Mag- 
dam Counteſs ? a ) 

Dal. Nay, I know not. San. Narl neither, ere 

Dal. I hope you will not URS: me. [She looks langui 

Sar. Ican't tel that Thou haſt :damaable kind of leay t 
voke me to ſomething I fay not what. _ = oF 

Dal. Beat me with my own hand, if I deſerve it, t there? 5 for you... Nn 
Lg him her hand, and ſqueezes his, Sau. 


8 * him, | 
e 10 0+ ; | 


: 
* 9 7 
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San. If I ſhould beat thee now, as thou hatt deſerv'd richly, 1 could make 
thee ſatisfaction. INT 

Dal. Indeed, they ſay an old Man ſhow'd never beat a young Woman, be- 
cauſe he cannot make her ſatisfaction. The cafe 1 | 

Can. Abominable Chuck. If I did not hate thee mortally, I cou'd be content 
to love thee for a quarter of an hour, or ſo -- Why, what's here to do? You 
are at your old tricks again: Prirhee, ſweet Devil, do not ogle me, nor ſqueeze 
my Palm fo ſeclingly, thou dear Infernal, do not. | 1 8 890 

Dal. Why, do { hurt you? 1 

San. No, but thou tickleſt me to the very Heart- ſtrings, moſt wickedly. 

Dal. You command me then to leave you? (.⸗eeming to be going 

San. Not command you neither, not abfolutely. Dal. 1 go then —.— 

| San. Then | do Command thee I mean, to ſtay a little longer. Thou haſt fird 

i 8 my blood molt horribly, with that ſqueezing ; haſt not thou the Itch? Speak, 

= - Damnation, I think I have got the Infection of thee— + . [He ſhakes his hands. 

1 Dal. TIl go and comfort my poor old Father, for the Affront you gave him. 

| = San. No, Perverſeneſs ; Pll make thee (tay, in very ſpight of thy proud Sex 

; Tl humble thee: VV : 

[ Dal. But was not you a grievous Man to uſe him fo? You ſhall tell me, or I 

if break your Fingers. N e | 

| | San. Not a word, to ſave thee fromPerdition ; I amas dumb as a HeathenOracle. 

Dal. Then I mult ſqueeze it out of you — [Profſing his hand again. 

San. Ah, ah, it runs through me like Wild Fire  [Panting.” 

Dal. Did not Carlos Be you this naughty Counſel ?- 7 © 

San. I ſhou'd not anſwer thee, I know it. Hegrthkins, this is juſt cramping 
a Man when he's aſleep, to make him tell his Dream; let go my hand, and Carlos 

did not adviſe me, but hold it, and he did; now will you be at quiet with me? 

Dal. Not, till you promiſe me to be Friends with my Father. 

San. Well, contound thee, I am Friends with him. 
Dal. And to baniſh Carlos for an Evil Counſellor. „ 
Fan. Upon condition, you'll diſcharge the Count from ſeeing you. 

Dal. No Conditions, either ſurrender upon Diſcretion, or l'll put you to theSword. 

San. Pox onthe, for being ſo Tyrannical, but J can't help my ſelf, and there- 
fore I totally ſubmit. 3 Os 

Dal. Now then, you ſhall perceive how Gracious a Princeſs I intend to be; 
my Father dotes upon this Count, but I deſpiſe him. : 8 | 

San. That's a good Girl; for Love of me, Pll warrant you. 

Dal. You think I cokes you now. „ 

San. No, I know my own Merit too well for that. 

Dal. Then do what I adviſe you; my Father has not often ſeen this Count; 
what if you ſhou'd paſs for him ? San. Hum, I do not apprehend thee. ' 

Dal. A Man of your Wit, and be ſo ſtupid ; you ſhall counterfeit the Count. 

San. Counterfeit the Count, that's a pure quibble, but can make no more on't. 
Dal. He's an Old Fellow, and a Fool; now, you ſhall take upon you to be 
this Count, to deceive my Father; and Pl keep your Counſel, and Teach you 
how to Reprefent him. . FIN 

San. Oh, now underſtant you; but *tis impoſlible for meto counterfeit a Fool. 

Dal. I'll warrant you, truſt Nature. 1 5 

San. A Man of my Senſe, can never hide his Parte. 

Dal. No, but you may ſhew-*em.; go back to your Lodgings, Pll provide 
you Cloaths, and ſend you Directions in Writing, how to behave your ſelf be- 
tore my Father One word more, be ſure you manage this in private, and 
{hut out Carlos, leſt he ſhould diſcover our Intrigue.” . eee 

San. Well, I will ſtrive for once to get the better of my Wit, and play the 
Natural as Naturally as I can, but you had better come your ſelf and Teach 

me, for you have put me in a pure way of taking your Inſtructions. [Exit Sancho. 

Dal. alone.] When I conſider what has paſs d between the Count and me, 
there's little Reaſon to believe, a Man ſhou'd put on a foul Shirt again, when he 

has put it off already, and has change of Linen by him; however, my Father 

{hall know nothing of this Diſguiſe, for he that fold my firſt Maidenhead to the 
Lord, may fell my ſecond to the Fool; and that wou'd be too much in Conſci- 
ence, that a Woman once in twice, 'ſhould not have the Letting her own Free- 
hold; and therefore, I will have the Selling of my felt, and Sancho, ſhall have 
the refuſal of the Bargain. L eee 1 Abd. 
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Wiſe Heav'n, in pity to the Sex, deſignd 
Fools, for the laſt Relief of Womankind. Ae 
Two Married Wits, no quiet can enſoy: 5 Klei! 
Two Fools together wou d the Houle dgltroy. 6 fd 
But Providence, to level Humane Life, 
Made the Fool Husband, tor the Witty Wife. 


* 


[Exit Dalinda, 
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- The Scene, Victorias ( Hamber. 
| a f | ry As 
Enter Alphonſo, with Muſick. 
oe k xx of ON Tf Sang When it is beginning, Victoria Enters. 
14 „„ . 3 
Song of Fealouſie. 
De 11. ., But, ab, no Cure but Death we find, 
Hat State of Life gan be ſo leſt Jo ſit us free 
2 As Love, that warms a Lovers Breaſt ! From Tealouſie : 
Two Souls in one, the ſame deſire © © Jealouſie CY 
Togrant the Bliſs, and to require T bon Tyrant, Tyrant Fealoiſie, 
But in Heav na Hell we find, FT ThouTyrant of the Mind. 
Tis all from thee, FTF 3. 
Q Fealmefie ! ©: 7 5 01 Mo Falſe, in thy Glaſs all Objefs are, 
'Tis. all from the, SZBrlͤome ſet too near, and ſome too far. 
O Fealouſie ! 250 Head lint Thon art the Fire of e leſs Night, ave 
Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealouſge, - be Fire that burns, and gives no Light, _ 
Thou Tyrant of the Mind! Au Torments of the Danin d we find 
„ . VVV 
All other ills, tho ſharp they prove, , O FJealouſie! 3 | 
Serve to refine, and perfect Love: Tou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealouſte, e 
In abſence, or unkind diſdain, Tou ant of the Mind. LExeunt Muſicians. 
Sweet Hope relieves the Lover's pain: | i The 5 33 99 — 


Alphon. Tis true, my Tyrant Father has confin'd me; 
But Love, who traverſes the World at will, | 
Who knows not Awe, nor Law, nor Parentage, 
Has broke my Tedder, and enlarg'd my bounds. 
Vict. Retire betimes, the Court is full of Eyes; 8 
As Eagles ſharp, fatal as Baſiliſque s 1 
Who Live on Looking, and who See to Death. a 
Alphon. I come but to depart, and go for ever: | 
Becauſe denied the common Rights of Nature; . 3 
Which the Firſt Brother, and Firſt Siſter haf. 
Why, were not you and Ithat Happy Pair? 55 
But Nature doats with Age. 14 
Vit. What e'er it be, tis paſt redreſs, Alphonſo. 
Alphon. But then, ſhall Garcia takè thee in his Arms? 
Glutted with Joys, which I wou'd die to Taſtt: 
No, let me ſtab the Wretchin every Vein; ” -. + 
And leave him dry of Pleaſure, e er we part 
Vict. Alphonſo, no, you cannot Kill Don Garcia, 
But you declare the Cauſe, and own your Love. 
Alpbon. And what care l, what after Ages ſaxx eee, 
Alphonſo did, to make 4/phonſo Hapyßy ??: io ot 
But oh, you Love; and would preterve his Life 05 
TODEIOr A ͤ!—x ] Ü— ]i]i]!) einn en 
, . nien 
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Hate your Rival, and I die for you. n 0 31.3403 

All but my Spotleſs Honour ſhall be Aout on ot 
Alphon, By Heaven! But that word Heaven comes croſs my Thoughts — 
Via, Beware; for by my own, I gueſs your Paſſion. mal Et 
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Allolon. Enjoy my Heaven one err 
Pit. And part with it for ever: Think on that. 
Alphon, That moment were ae to in lietle?: 
A mighty Summ, but taken on content; 
To fave the tedious telling o'er and o'er, 
Viet, Oh, we are too long together, 
Alphon. Tear you that? 
Vict. ] ouęht to fear it; but I truſt my Virtue, 


5 Depart, my Soul, I will not ask you whither ; 1 


For fear, Ithou'd Repent of my Repentance ; 
And follow you to Death. 
Alp hon. Igo, Victoria: FN 


But Love'scold Fit of Jcalouſie returns; 


' You mult not be Don Garcia's; Swear, you wil! not, 


Viet, I Swear | will nor, by my own conſent. _ 
Alphon. You may be fore d; oh, curſed Jealouſie, 
Thou Baſtard Son of Love, unlike thy e 
Why doſt thou ſtill Torment me? 
Vid. Truſt my Honour. 
4/pbon, That may be chaft into a warmth, Victoria. 
Tall, Sceing, Touching are Incendiaries. | 
And theſe may mount your Young Deſires, like Straw. 
To meet the Jett that draws you. 
ie. Truſt my Love. | 4 
fre: [ Swear I trult it, but I fear your Beauty; ; 
*Tis a fair Fruit that hangs upon the Bough : 
Tempts and is Tempted. 
Viet. *Tis indeed a Fruit; 
Seen and deſir d of all, while yet unpulf's, d, 
But can be gather'd by one only Hand. 8 e 
Alphon. That one, is Garcia; ttill the Fit returns ; , 
I wiſh my Jealouſie cou'd quench my Love. 
Viel. It cannot, if I meaſure yours by mine: 
Or if extinguiſher, like a trail of fmoak 


From a Wax Taper, ſoon wou'd light again- 


Aiphon. *T1s fo, for when I fay Iwill not Love, 
Then 1Love moſt: Farewel my only Joy, 
I go to hide me from the World and you. 
Viet. As when the Sun is down, 
Hs Light is clipt into a thouſand Stars, | 
So your ſwWeet Image, tho' you ſhine not on me, 
Will gild the horrour ofthe Night, and make 
A pleaſing Scene of ſolitary Gref. | 
Enter Veramond and Ximena, he with an Ovid: in his band. 
Vera. How dar'ſt thou, Rebel, thus provoke my Patience, 
Beyond all ſufferance, and tranſoreſs thy Bounds? | 
Alph. When Kings and F athers, 5, on their Sons and Subjects 


Exact into Intolerable things to bear, 
Nature and Self- deſence diſpence with Duty. 


Vera. Oh Heav'n, what horrid Sin have I committed ! A 
That I was puniſh'd to beget this son? 
Alphon. Icould ask Heaven another Queſtion too ; 
But that 'tis not ſo decent: In few words, _ 
Hither I came to take my lateſt leave 
Ot dear Victoria, then depart tor ever. 
and buried in ſome ſolitary Cave, 


Forgetting, a d forgotten, end my Days. 


Yer, ITis what thou haſt deſerv'd : Perform thy Pennance. 
Now So hard a Sentence for ſo {mall a Fault! f | 
5 you a Father, Sir ? 
Vera. Ts he a Son Ez 
Thou know'ſt not his Offence. 


But mark the glowing Blood, the guilty Fluſh 


— 


— x — 


Nature will Prevail. | N 


Upon Victoria's Face and read it there. | > + 
Xim. | know not what you mean. 
Vera. Vittoria, (peak © 

And clear your felt ——- She anſwers not a word. 

Nay then my fears are true, on both ſides guilty: bs 
Vict. (aſide.) "Tis found; and we are loſt. 
Vera. But what needs more Conviction: Know you this? 


This Book the Tutor of Inceſtuous Love ? | 
The Page is doubled down, and points thee to thy Crime. 
I fear”d, before, from every rolling glance; 
How quick they ſhot upon thy Siſter's Face: 
And ſhe receiv*d them all, like ſmoking Flax; 
Conteſs'd the Fire, and anſwer'd to the Flame. 
Vict. J Love my Brother, and avow that Fire: 
His Love to me has rais'd his Noble Thoughts 
To Brave Atchievements, for your Crown and you. 
For Love's the Steel that ſtrikes upon the Flint: 
Gives Coldneis Heat, exerts the hidden Flame; 
And ſpreads the Sparkles round, to warm the World. 
Vera. Oh Heav'ns, ſhe makes a Merit of her Crime. 
Victoria, | wou'd yet think better of thee, 
And theretore dare [ not enquire too far; 
Willing to doubt the Guilt I fear to find. 


Depart and Anſwer not. | [ExitViRoria, 
For thee, whom I abhor to call my Son, 4 | [To Alphonſo. 


And wiſh thou wert a Stranger to my Blood —— 

Nm. (aſide.) That was a happy hint; I muſt improve it. 

Vera. One way, and only one, remains to clear thee : 

If, with a Holy Fire, thou Lov'ſt thy Siſter, 

Aſpiring but to Fame, not ſinking down 

Into th? abyſs of Luſt unnatural, 

Conſent that ſhe may be Don Garcia's Wife; 

Elſe give the Lye to all thy fair Pretences; 

And ſtand expos'd a Monſter of Mankind. 

Foul as the Fiends, which fell from Heaven's high Towers, 

Fall thou from Empire fo; and from my ſight 

Depart, Accurit forever, NEE 

 Alphon. GladlyT leave you; but ſhall go more lightly, 

It eas'd of this your dreadful Imprecation: 

O! let me go unloaded with your Curſe; 
And I will bleſs you for my Baniſhment. 

Vera. So may that Bleſſing or that Curſe o'ertake thee, 
As thou Obey'ſt or Diſobey'tt my Will. 
Alphon. Guiltleſs of Sin, with Conſcience to my Friend, 

I go, to ſhun that fatal Hour, that ſhews me 


Victoria Married, and Alphonſo loſt. . [Hes going. 


Nim. Stay yet, Alphonſo; for one moment ſtay: 
For ſome what, if I durſt, I have to ſpeak, 
Which wou'd at leaſt take half thy load away; 
And free thy ſhoulders from the weight of Sin. 
Vera. Ximena, dar ſt thou hope to palliate Inceſt, 
And gild ſo black a Crime? 5 

Nim. ] gild it not; but if I prove it none, 
You may be kind, Alphonſo may be happy, 
And theſe Domeſtick Jarrs, for ever ceaſe. 
Vera. Explain your ſelf. 
Xim, Afford me then your Patience. 
A mighty Secret labours in my Soul, 
And like a ruſhing Stream breaks down the Dam; 
This day muſt give it vent, it reſts in you 
To make it end in a Tempeſtuous Night,  *®. 
Or in a Glorious Evening. | | 


Pera. No more Preface: : 
Vol. Il. Z Z 7. 
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[Shewing the Ovid to Alphonſo. 
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"Xn. You wonder at W 6b Carriage, 
thi ery Temper, and his awlels Mind. 
Vera. Too true, Ximena. 

Nim. And he wonders more | 
At your harſh Nature, and your rugged ufage, 
On each ſide unbecoming Son and Father; 
And yet the cauſe of both is to be found. 
But e're I farther ſhall proceed to ſpeak; 
Command your Royal Priſoner to be brought : 
For I mult be confronted with Ramzres : 
And in his Preſence tell you wondrous things; 
Which if he vouch not, let Ne Die. 

Vera. I ſent for him to hear his final Doom: 
And think he {ona without. 4 
Admit the Priſoner. | [ He goes to the Door aud I 

Enter Ramirez, Guaraed, 5 ſpeak 

Now, Sir, is yet your Haughty Soul reſolv'd 
To quit your empty Title for your Freedom? 

X:m. Ramirez, anſwer not, to raiſe his Paſſion : 
For now tir important Secret of our Lives 
Mult come to Publick view; and on that hinge 


Depends thy Crown, thy Liberty, and Lite, 


My Honour and thy Son's. 
Alphon. (aſide.) What Means my Mother? 
LV. 51 A Son, Ramirez? _ Ram. Yes, a Son J had. 
Vera. He Dyed an Infant here in & 17400ſa. 
Ram. A living, Son I have; and ſince the Queen | 
Is pleas'd t' expole my Lite, 
Before a Judge lo prejudic'd as you- 
Undaunted in the Face of Death I ſpeak ; 
And claim Alphonſo mine. 
era. There needs no more; I ſpare thee all the reſt: 
My Wite's Adultery, thy foul Interloping; 
My own Diſhonour, and that Baſtard's Birth. 
Nm. Injurious words, unfitting you to ſpeak; 
And me, my Lord, and thoſe concern'd to hear. 
Alph. (to Vera.) "Tho Iwou'd give what e er the Sun beholds 
Not to be yours; yet, when my Mother's Fame 
is queſtion'd, none {hall wrong her Innocence: 
Nor ſhall Ramzrez go 
Unpuniſht for that Infamous Aſperſion. 
mom Alphonſo, Peace, your Father bids you Peace. 
era. Then, what am I? 
828. His Foſter-Father. 
Vera. Impudently ſaid: 
And yet I hope 'tis true: ſo much 1 hate him, 
That I cou'd buy the Publick n, to be 
An Alien to his Blood. 
Nim. Have patience, Sir; 
And you ſhall have your wiſh, on cheaper Terms, 
But hear me ſpeak. 
J'ers. Good Heav'n, then give me patience. 
Xim, When you and brave Ramirez, then your Friend, 
Me and my Sitter Married, four full Years 
We paſs'd in Barren Wedlock, Childleſs both; 
Ramirez, you remember, brought his Queen | | | 
To Saragoſſa on a friendly Viſit: N 
Then as we both were Married on one day; 
We both Conceiv'd together. Vera. Tobſerve it: 
That when Ramirez came, you both Conceiv'd. ' 
Mark that; and if thou haſt the Face, Proceed. 
Nim. My Lord, I dare; 
You took me once "aſide: andas your Rage 
inſpi'd your Soul, ſpoke thus; Ximena, Know 


ee 


"Nat Ane wil Prevail, 


dentin of 
ka. ad. 1 


That che Fruit hog bearlt, be not a Son, 79 755% 15 10d 
Henceforth, no more my Queen, we part for'exer. n Li 
The word was hard, ! bore it as f ud; of my h 
I Pray'd, and Heav'n in pity heard my Vous: 10 Sn 
Two Boys in one fair Morning were diſclos g 
By me, and by my Siſter. | 
_ both the Fathers equally were Bleſ. | Jr 
era. Say one was bleſt with two; and Geaak! more ., | N 
3 Forbear this Language, Sir; or T am Dumb; i 1 
It ſeems that you deſerv d; not him you nad! EIT, 
For, in ſev'n days, Heav'n Raviſht your _— N 
My Siſter's lirtle Ver amond ſurvivd, 4715 
And ſhe's a Living Witneſs of this Truth. N 
Great was my Grief; but greater was my bear, e 
From your (alas) too much experienc'd Anger. 495 
Thus low reduc'd, and urg'd, by anxious Thougd, BY: 67 i 
Of what I might expect from your unkindnefs —— t 
Now ſpeak, Ramirez; and relate the reſt,: 
For my Tongue falters, and denies its Office Euceſet!! 
So much I fear my Lord ſhou'd take offence.” 0 
Ram. Then like, or diſapprove it, thus it was. 7 2191 
Sbe told my Wife and me this mournful Story, n 
Her Fears for thy Reſentment of thy loſs, »-./ - . | 
It by misfortune it ſnou'd reach thy Ears: OE 29S | 
Begg'd Secreſie, and then'Implor'd our Aid, i e 
To ſubſtitute the Living for the Dead; 5 15 15 D 
And make our Veramond paſs for th Ahlen. 011 1 NEAT 
A hard Requelt, but with comp ion mov dd, 301% 7557 
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At length, *twasgranted. _ HET 
Pera. 1s this true, Namens? C 
Nim. So Heav'n and you forgive ry Pious fraud, FF 
As what he ſays is certain 12955 4 f A Cs wo "7 
© Alphe on. Oh Joyful News, Oh Happy Day: too good | 
Toe in Night, 3 Father, and my King. 110 % Sth; 30411 

— 8 C Reus lo Ramirez, hal wed mite hie Hind 
My Soul n you with a ſure preſage : 
Of Native Duty, and 3 Love... ur 5 


Ram. Ariſe, nig-Sor; | prog ut F-11793} : | 11 1 757 5 | 
Vera. You own him chen? f of filider bis ro n | 
Ram, I do. . 5 defi in: to; Ifls -* 

Vera, A welcome riddance; Bont n FE; : 


Mean time, in proſpect of a double Crown, 157 Ne me. 
You gave the Sparrow leave to brood upoa cn AN 019700 


The Cuckoo's Egg. . oy of orig 
Ram. The advantage was to ou; bitztF33 ih Ain oo ei afoot Hie 


He provid his Blood upon me hen we fought: 551% 101 % ham , 


Fierce Eagles never procreate fearful Doves: —— M0 vr ail 
I ſent kim word 8% 8 m Soi 1 „before eo! L el. 8 
The Battel, but the Hand of Fate was init emitſlinnt eh 
The Note miſcarried, and we blindly net. Mal H oft oves! motos 
Xi». Paſt Accidents imbitter both our Minds. Mob lopreare ot id ho 


v 
72 


Think forwards on your mutual Intereſts; JV 
Alphonſo Loves Victoria: 43539 be 01339, ez mio hug 5 ASST 
I ſaw it in the Seeds, before diselosd or! 5 „I Wi * 210 * iO. . of ; 
To other Eyes; conniv'd atit,approv@ir.? 1 woll s o 1 nuts boi 
molt commodious Mother |! 1B ti Dt Fl ant Yo tagts; 3 
5 . arne me not; _ Ubqtoh vi 215, F 20 675 F 
Guilt there was none, but in their ap ien 27 Nice WEN vnn 
And both their Virtues bar'd ill conſequen csi ae! 8 ablod. 18 3 
Now take the bleſt occaſion by the foretog; 1 +; BY. 2140 208 1090 ee 
And, on their Marriage foun a laſting,Peace)} 21! {1} 11 vnofl tn or An 5 
* A trivial Accident begot this War.. 5 an e 
Some paltry bounds of ill diſtingwthr: Earth3 4; 81901 mbM oo Grail ot) 


Aclpd that lay berwixt us una 
Vol. II. 222 2 


deere 71 U. 5 2. als 4 5 A . 4 


SF, 
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And Royal Pride, on both ſides, drew. our Swords: 40 fl 21014 det tht 
Thus Monarchs quarrel, and their Subjects 0 5m 5.5; 1 0 — 
Remove your Land- marks, ſet em where you pleaſe: "00 e c£047 o wi 
Stretch out your Arragon on my Cafe;, wg ntfs H hne 1 
And be once more my Brother. : 1.7 og d wo e e 
 Alphon, 1 implore it: | n irs 
And proſtrate, beg your Pardon, and your GR {ins noi 00 "We" 
I have offended in my Proud Behaviour; 5 Ache #20. ve” wort 
But make / icforia mine, and whatiyour Son JET e ani 
In Duty wanted, by your Son-in-Law V Tt, 201] D 60 A 130 
Shall doubly be fupply'd. Nn 24, 7 OMEN P01 oagal et e 104 
7 What, wou'd you more ? 1 $1416 W. ecke 3 4 1279 119 55 
Vera. (to her.) Are you the Mediatrix of che kescc? N ee l fn 
Xim. It well Ces the ſoftnetls of my Sex; vie) ore * tt dhnn'y 
To mediate for ſweet Peace, the heſt of blogs, | 107 (4%) 100 0 
And like a Sabine Wife, to run 9 e 1 22 vol amy 
Relations lifted Swords. Au = t; carrot Laokwio) 
Pera. A rare Chaſte Sabine, you! | 26S nnd ts onto 
To fave th* Adulterer of thy Husbagd's Bed: eoifl ord otter nad k vine 
Sce there Aphonſo's Father, that Ol ene FFC 
Who on Two Siſters propagated Luſt: VCC 
And Got two Children, ſor himſelf and me. 385 £17 n as 21107 vor blades: 
$5uppoſe thee Chaſte, a favourable Gueſs jo ai te a 
N o any of thy Sex, theſe are my Foes. om ein c! 


(To Ramirez.) Thou firſt, the former tare of my Sheets: ie! tld FO 
A King without a Kingdom, thine is Conquer d; Alt t ga. tate 


And Garcia with Victoria ſhall enjoy it. . Ne hh, To 
Ram. So monſtrouſly you wrong your Wikand 8 WO eat rr . Ml 


era. No more, my Will is Law. I r gef i ia 46 
2 So Tyrants ſay. _ b . h of: went 
1 wt Kr this ſneak; conduct him hence; n j ne , 
i few him in the Dungeoa's Ae with Toads. 0 811 1 0 F . 
550 Urs Gander MiLeZ. 
ug 0, For thee the worthy fan of ſacha Father 15 Pr 
hon.) *Þis TI ; and L with tim d cel, 
Have Dons NY ein 9 en bor ear gel ivo2 FP 
Alphon, Co her.) You have Sav'd me. % Sv al DOS e 993804 10 


Vera. (aſide.) Say I ſhou'd put ti ungrateful Wretch to d RY Mirko 
He's. 320015 my = and whilit ſo thought, tis aa 78 8 ir he: L 


Impriſon him; the People might Rebel: W 

He's Popular, and I am ill-Belov'd. 4:5 rbbi2 li e A aol 

Then Baniſh him, that's beſt, but yet . gIdvob 1 BaGJion ti mi n 
He may with Foreign Aid Reconquer all. ir: Foo wy 61-9189] , NOE eie ER voy 

I'll venture that, with Garcia to my Friend; NT ooo 01 4 
. He ſhall recall his Troops, mine are at hand 5 bin De al oa 


And ready preſt for Service. ©: 57 105 0 aer to Alph, and CER: 
Tm Now the ſtorm 00 3681883 Toe 
Vera. (To Alphon.) Thy Doom” O refolv's; tod geatle.far thy Grimes, ins 
7 ſpair thy Life, depart to Baniſhment 5; Ge ee! 10 Dig] on 9 d. f91 So! 1 K 
To morro leave the Realm, this day the Town: ad. % bag barns 3 [ 
And like the Scape-Goat driv'n into the B 192 3162101 21 b 4 116 "ware 
Bear all ill Omens with thee. | l 16:35 TYOF U eb: 16/70) Ani L 
Alphon- Pr oud of my. Exile, with 1 Face, g NW TV 25 F el A. 
I leave your Court, your Town, and your Domicons. M boo of; 1 1 28) J 
Pleas'd that I Love, at leaſt without a gc 3 . 11 75 Devin COO 23 41 19030 001 
Lighter by what loſt: I tread in Air t# clomnogy Dn TY 
n but Triumphant in deſpair. en ENI b an 
Vera. Behold how haughtily he bbs ovny, 1/5112 111 £177 5 — * 9 li 
Lofty and bold; as if not  Baniſht henee, — 905 wi i 160 eoU31V "ads diod DR 
But ſeeking for ſome other place to Reign. was 3 oil ld et oi Wo 
I think he cannot hope; but leſt he ſnomd, 15 2s 55 2 no bas 
7/iForia ſoon ſhall be Don Garcia's Bride. . ble 2& tut 2 os | 
(To X:men.) Go, Madam, Cp Ge ito zbaucy (ulcg See 
Fo greet your Daughter with this goody a 6G a JETS bei zds Se. 
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| Nature will Prevail | . 


Tell 1 5 mn is no more my Son. 
ut tell her too, he ſhall not be her Husband · 
Bid her prepare her ſelf to Wed away: 
Whether by force or by conſent, I care not: 
To morrow ſhall determine that Affair. 
Nor ſhall my Will be fruſtrate, or delay d:. 1 
Kings are — Kings, unleſs they be obey d. [Exenurt Ambo. 
e SCENE is in the Street, before Loper's Houſe. 
Enter. Sancho, Habited like Don Alonzo de Cardona. Dalinda meeting Sink, 
Dal. I watch'd your coming at the Window, and told my Father : He com- 
out to welcome you. 


5 e But if 1 1 to break out into a little Wit ſometimes, you'll exciſe my 
railty. 


Dal. Pugh, you are ſo ſuſpicious of your lf, and have ſo little reaſon for't: 
be as witty as you can; I fear you not. 
Enter, Don Lopez, and Valle, him. 

Lap. Noble Conde, you ate welcome from the Wars: and who did beſt in a the 
Bartel, I beſeech your Honour? 

San. Why, next m my Honour, one Colonel d did beſt . | =_ 

Lo. Who, Sandhu? he's little better than a Coxcomb. RES 


Ee N ay, be bas too much Wity if he had as much Sen, wou d be better 
for him 


© 4% # 


Rurhe's your Lordſhip's Rival in my Daugliter. 1 784044521 
5 Is he ſo 185 make much of him, wy = owt 4 . 
Loep. You wo'd not have me prefer him to your Excellency ? oy OR 

San. Faith, you can hardly chuſe amiſs betwirt us two; he's my eee ff Man. 
Lob. I make a vaſt difference hetwixt you. 

San. That ſhall be a very good Jeſt between you and me ede time. 


Dal. (aſide. ). NN Fool's too much a Fool, he's going to diſcover himſelf, if I 


prevent 1 it not. (Tv Lopez.) Make: haſte, Fathet, and put him upon the Point, 
or he'll give me up to Sancho. 


Lop. Let Sancho be no Fool, face your. Lordſhip pleaſes, for he is not bound 


to make my n hter any ſatisfaction, as you are. 


Fan. And ſatisfac Aion ſhe ſhall have: War Lhopeyou don't think I axvariBy auch? 


Dal. (aſi 14) Oh Heaven! 1 ſhall beruinꝰd be tween tliem, 1 forgot to inſtruct 
my Father not to meddle WIL that Point. 0 To Lopez. /Say' no more of i it, beſeech 
. Sir. 13 Ahn 


p. (zo 100 "Tis for thy good; ler r No alone: You know you have injur' 


3 4 Girl, my Lord! 


San. Not to my Remembrance, "Ian N 5 and 1 may have quatre', 1 
confeſs, and I think i may dave given you dome hard words to day. 


Dal. (aſide.) Now has he forgotten he's my Lord, and is hacping upon * 


Quarrel he had With him as Sabo: this mult end in my Deſtruction. 


i; Ae. Your Lordſhipand I can have had no Quarrel ĩo day, for I have nor ſeen 
— this Twelve- month. 


Sam, That's ttue; now Loemember n my ſelf, you have not. 500 05 
. But that you have wrong d my Doughectis ns” 21 1. aug 


td Szxch) Sir, J muſt needs ſpeak a word witli-youcin oibatd;. i 
love — confeſs you have enjoy'd me; tor I told my Father ſo on Furpoſ — 


make him the wre gondeſcendidg 0 the Matern 
mo (to her.) A word to the 5 1 underſtand you; Now. you aan ſeq mo 
top ure ARIPO n bas gtobioma ods nog hogdt Hot 3; 


o Lopez.) Wel, Sennor, I wor't and with y you for fi ight's Toagi i 
2 e Ila ve been a litile 1 with her, or fo; en 
make her amendis i will marvy her, and confurpmate withoher moſt abundant! ly. 
Lop. Then all ſhall be fer right, and re Mad-hall bavehis Mars again ov, 
Euter Carlos habited-like Sancho. pl. 9 5 Ide 25 5 21 vg. 
Lop. What] another Dom 2/wizo? thisi4Prodigioust 107/10 OY as 


Carl. (afide, ſeeing Sancho.) Blels me, hel Fot is taker uf akeady, nad the : 


a 1 5 is here before me.. 19! l by mah N bid; 
(aſide.) This is not my Conde: but Spie ee (Seuche 


eas trus a Count as he tand to your:Likenels. . 4% UT 
w Wou'd I were out of my Likeneſs. 8 e back, 2 
Dal. Put forward, dan, ſecond vou. „ i > Y 


| ite Su 
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533 "T7 Triumphant n dr 
San. But what A Deviliſ high Back he has gotten too, lie'l carry me avg! A 


pick a pick, that's certain. 
Carl, (aſide I find him now: by their whiſpering, and by his aks 


R 


— — * 


this mult be Sancho; and [ll outface him. N 
(To Lopez.) Sennor Don Lopez, I am come ie by your Permiſſion to renew my 
Addreſſes to your fair Daughter. 121 te leckt 0 


199 


Lop. Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome. = JE ag Tour 316 e 

San. Whoſe Lordſhip ? 

Lop. Why, one of your Lordſhip; ; [ know: not Which; for by y your Backs 
you are both my Lords: That's as you two can agree the matter. 

San. (to Carl) 05.) Sirtah, where did you ſteal that Back of mine? {ON FH Gig, 

Carl. Sirrah, I was. born with it; but what He Cammel'has youth 
been dealing withal, that you are begotten | in my Reſemblance? : * 

San. What, I hope you won't pretend to e tor the true e Conde? FS, 

Carl. lam Don Alonzo de Cardona. | Tip v9 e of 

San. And ſo am J. 

Carl. If you ſtay a little longer, III ſtreteh your Bones bl Tay as ſiteight 
as an Arrow. M ITE 
San. Do not provoke me; [ am miſchievoully dent. we. 

Carl. Nay, you are beat enou gh in Conſcience, but 1 have a bent it forBoxihg, 
San. And I have a ſtreight Foot for Kicking. [They con up to each orher. 
Lop.Here will be Blood-{hed immediatelyzhold N oblemen both; will ye be con 
tent that I ſhould examine ye; and then ſtand to cd award Which! is the true cht. 
Jan. Well, to ſave Chritlian Blood, I Will. 5583-20} 263 a0 one 
Carl. And to ſave Jewiſh Blood, that” $ your - Blood; Sirrah, Tam tontented too. 
Lop. (to Carlos.) What Command had you, my Lord, in the laſt Battel? 
Carl, I had none; I was a Volunteer, and Ong d with: Ae Calonel 
Carlos in the Fight. | 


Lop. (to Sancho.) And what command had your Lordſh? there? | A 

Sau. Ihad none neither; and I charg'd with chat Rogue, Gb. 0 

Lop. (aſide.) So far they : are both right, as I have heard. GY om 092 og) 
(To Sancho.) And whar became of you afterwards? ; 2d Awe 38 l owl 


San. Now Iam pos'd; for Carlos told me he knew EE of the Conti after: 
wards; Sennor, I do not well remember what became of me „ for F'was in#\ very 
great Paſſion; but I did prodigious things, that's certain. 8 5 

Carl. (to Lop- ) Sennor, you may ſee he's a 8 beers b klows 
nothing of himſelf; but 1. the true (on Was trodden under the Horſts Feet; 

and lay for dead above half an hour. el nd oy) el 
Sa. Well; and now remember my ſelf, Iva laid for dead too for Jalta 
bout halt a year. Im 03 30 vat, 

Lop.(to Dalind.) This is the wrong g Lord; hecan ay nothing bat wharithb'62 
ther Bw has ſaid before him. wor {ax hg 

Sr. Thea he's the likelier to be the true Cad for he's a Fook; Pabel. 516 

Carl. You ſee, Sennor, he does nor remember What enen of him, as Gd 


before. A- e © ents 1297 
San. How wou'd you have a Man remember; when he was laid for deadÞ © G 
Carl. But I recover'd, Rogue, and purſu d the Enemy. | 07 3544329 ae. 
Sm. And Lrecoverd, and Ac em doo, for above an hundred mike 

| gether; QT full ſpeed. 28 1 JOY eI1DHIOY9 REFS + gol 
Ly. That's farther than you needed by chregoors miles for dis but forty from 
the place of Battel to the City. 1: 1% 9613 6 A (. WG © 


Carl. Yes, at full ſpeed upon the ame Horſe, and nevee? cients then: d 
Sax. (to Dalin.) Help me, dear Dalinda! I am Bogg d, you Re? Il 
Dal. (to him.) That's with purſuing. your Ehemies too far; but u. 

out (To Lopez.) Fray, Sir, let me examine em a litls- 51 1 

. You'll make led of that firſt Conde... „ nod © gel 

Da. Yes, a Son- in-Law, I watrant you. [169 xaaxH 

(To them.) Which of you two promisd me Marriage? 0 "Both: Tia. 94 
Dal. (to Carl.) And did you enjoy ne? N 5 120 
Carl. Heaven forbid, Madam: har, before Marriage? 1d et 201100 2079 
Dal. (to Sanch.) And what did you? CJ in 16H 4. aut T (ally. AQ 
San. [did enjoy her, ſo Idid: and there! was bers you;"f665 4 ale Cortes 


YOU are, | 310 9T9VW 1 b 00H 9595 | 


Carl. Speak for your ſelf, Madam, and clear your Repitaribn, from that fcan- 
dalous Companion. Dal. 


of 


—_ 
* 


Nature will Prevail. 
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Dal. (with her Fan before her face.) I muſt confeſs the true Conde has enjoy*d 


me; the more my Frailty. 
- Lp. es matter mends on that {ide. 
San. Now Good man Gooſe- cap, who's the moſt a Man of he's 
has enjoy'd a fair Lady, or he who has only lickt his Lips, and gr Bee og 
Carl. (aſide.) J ſee ſhe takes his part; this is all a Lye contriv'd betwixt 
74. (0 Dad) Mad 1112 Meſſenger. | TN 
WVeſſ. (to Dalind.) Madam, I am ſent to you on a ſad: 1e 
Don Alonzo, W was kill'd in the laſt 950 3 2 3 
Lob. Vou are miſtaken, Friend; for here he ſtands alive, and well. Pointe 
And for fear of failing, here's a Counterpart of him. l My ore 
Meſſ. Do not abuſe your ſelf, Sennor; neither of theſe is the true Con: 91 
took him from under the Horſes Feet, and he had only life enough to ſa R 
member me to my fair Dalinda. | 12 
74 #2 0 wins, 1 55 docs wg Lordſhip fay to this? 
an. He was fairly kilPd, J muſt confeſs: but I can gi a bette 
of his Lordſhip a ke by | 8 * N 
Lop. You ? why, who are you? 
San. Nay, I am he too. 
Meſſ. You ſee he's a Counterfeit ; and fo is the other. 
Lop. Tis too true. e 
Dal. Did the Conde lea ve me nothing in his Will? 
e. Not a Croſs, Madam. | 
Dal. There's the fame Payment for your News; be gone, poor Fellow. 
1 3 3 [Exit Meſſenger, 
Carl. At lealt I have the ſatisfaction that he's diſcoverꝰ'd as well as I am 
| | | [Throwin Off forme pa is D 
Now, Sancho, you are welcome to the diſcovery of ere th 64 ay OE. 
Lop. Then, Sancho, I make good my word to you; ſince the Conde is dead. vou 
ſtand faireſt for my Daughter; And you, Couſin Carlos, with your Wit od 
your Poverty, are in Sat Quo: Come away, Son-in-Law, and leave the for- 
faken Lover to make himſelf a Willow Garland. f 


LExeunt Sancho, Lopez, and Dalinda. 


Carl. Vet if I cou'd hinder Sancho from marrying her, I ſhowd a 
ſome ſatisfaction. Pl think on't farther e d comes ho or: Porn 
ready. Nö 
þ . Enter Alphonſo. 
Alphoa. Now Carlos, what make you here in this Diſguiſe? I have been look- 
ing for you atlealt half an hour. 5 5 1 _—_ 
Carl. Only a Maſquerade, Sir, an innocent Diverſon in times of Peace. 
Alphon. No, Carlos, theſe are times of War, not Peace: I muſt abruptly tell 
you what 1s paſt : | 50 4b 
lam Ramirez Son, not Veramond"s: 
love Victoria, and for her am baniſht. - 120 1 
Carl. Juſt my own condition: I have had a Revolution in my ſmall Affairs too; 


Tam baniſht, and going to look for the next commodious Tree to makea wry 


Face upon it. 
Alphon. I know you Brave; and if you love me ſtill, 
Follow my Fortune ; yours ſhall be my Care, 
Our Army lies Encamp'd without the Walls: 
Lour Regiment is Quarter'd in the Town: 
T think I can with eaſe Revolt the Troops, 
Becauſe they love me; and with their Aſſiſtance, 
Releaſe my Father; and redeem my Miſtreſs : 
While you and yours, at an appointed Signal, 
Procure me Entrance. eee ee 
Carl. Right; and force the Gate. — 
Alphon. That's all Lask: I think my ſelf as worth 
To Wed Fiitoris,-as this Foreign Ern eee 
But if you find Reluctance to this Action 
Now ſpeak, that I may ſeek ſome other Friend. 
Carl. No, Sir; I ſhallnever break with you for ſo ſmall a matter as a Rebel- 
lion, I warrant you for my Souldiers, they 'I never flinch,” When there's a Town 


| Alphon. 


W 


to Plunder. 


[Stands mufing. 


— — — 2 2 - * 
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Alphon « Ihe Signal andche Time ſhall be concerted: ——— — 
jctoria be the Word L I. 24 
hat happy Name our bold Attem ſhall bleſs; r 67% 300 
And give an Omen of aſſurd Succeſs. Exeunt ſeverally, 
P JON" SET 2 e EM in 


ACE IV. SCENE LI. 


The Scene à Street; with a Temple at a diſtance. 


Enter Garcia, with a Letter in his Hand; OR and Celidea. EY 
Garcia. AY I believe you, *tis //idorja's Hand ? 
For 'tis a ſtrange Requeſt. \, 


Nin. So may it move your Noble Mind to pity, _ 
As What the Paper tells you 1s molt true, 
She gave it me; and with a thouſand ſighs, 
Begg'd me to recommend her Life, her Love, 


And all her hopes of Happineſs to yous 


Gar. To break my Marriage oft, renounce her Bed, 
To ſtand excluded from my promis d Bliſs, 


And as my proper Act to do all thys ? 


Diſdainful, Faithleſs, and Ungrateful Maid! 
Celid. Diſdainful and Ungrateful ; but not Faithleſs. 
Becaule ſhe never vow'd nor promisd Love, 
But only to Alphonſo, 
XN: They lov d not as a Brother and a Siſter, 
Bur as the Fair and Bra vè each other Love. 


For tympathy of Souls inſpir'd their Paſſion, 


Gar. That ſympathy which made him Love Victoria, 
T as caus'd the ſame oa of love in me. 

Celid. But not in her: She Lov'd him firſt, my Lord; 
And you Belieg'd a Town already his. 


As you for her, others may Die for you, 
And plead chat Argument to hope your Love, 
If the fame Reaſon hold. = 


G. No doubt it wou'd, 
Were not my Soul already prepoſſeſt. 

Celid. So is Victoria's Soul, for her Alphonſo. 
And that's her plea for Conſtancy to him. 

Gar, My Reaſon is convinc'd, but not my Paſſion, 


For | muſt Love, and Loving muſt Enjoy. 


Celid, Others muſt not Enjoy, and yet muſt Love. 
Nim. You cannot Wed Victoria but by force: 

And force can only make her Perſon yours. 

Think what a fatal Doom you paſs on her, 

To make your ſelf half happy. 
Gar. When ſhe's mine 

I will purſue her with fo dear a Paſſion, 


So chafe her coldneſs with my warm Embraces, 


That ſhe ſhall melt at length, hard as ſheis; 
And run like {ſtubborn Metal. 

Celid. No, my Lord, 
Victoria is not form d of Steel, but Marble, 


Whichis not made to melt, but flies the Fire; 


And neither yields nor ſoftens to the flames. 


Gain her Efteem, at leaſt, her Love is hopeleſs. 


- Go. Eſteem, a ſcanty, mean Reward of Paſſion, 
Thar pays not half the value of the loſs. 

Celid. Pay Scorn, with Scorn, and make Revenge a Pleaſure: 
Minds ſhou'd do, and fo {hou'd I; | a f 80 Gegerous 
What needs there more, 
You fee who Loves you 8 „ 1 
SF IP» ; ; | 4 5 Nim. 


* 


3 Nature will Prevail. 


—— — — X — 
Xim, And ſhe wow'd ſay, you may behold who Loves you 


But Maiden Baſhfulneſs has ty'd her Tongue: 
Look on her Eyes, they ſpeak. 


Celia. ( ſoftly.) A Language which they never ſpoke before. 


Xim. Mark how ſhe whiſpers, like a Weſtern wind 
Which trembles thro? the Foreſt ; ſhe, whoſe Eyes 
Meet ready Victory where ere they glance; 
Whom gazing Crowds admire, whom Nations court, 
And (did her Praiſe become a Mother's Mouth) 
One who cou'd change the Worſhip of all Climares, 
And make a New Religion where the comes, 

Unite the differing Faith of all the World, 
To Idolize her Face. 
Gar. And well ſhe may: 


Her Eyes, her Lips, her Cheeks, her Shape, her Features, 


Seem to be drawn by Love's own Hand; by Love 
Himſelf in Love : but oh, *tis now too late, 
My Eyes have drank a Poiſon in, before; 

A former Baſilisk has ſeen me firſt, FR 

Yet know, Fair Princeſs, if there were a part 

In all my Breaſt, that cou'd receive a wound, 

Your Eyes cou'd only give iit. 5 
Celid. So helpleſs Friends, when ſafe themſelves a-ſhoar, 
Behold a Veſſel driv'n againſt a Rock; _. e 
They Sigh, rhey Weep, they Counſel, and they Pray, 
They ſtretch their unaſſiſting Hands in vain, 9 
But none will plunge into the raging Main, 

To ſave the ſinking Paſſenger from Death. 

Xim. Already ſee the Joyleſs Bride appears, 

Griet, Rage, Diſdain, Diſtraction and Deſpair 
Are equal in my Daughters diff'rent Fates: 

In one, to be conſtrain'd to be your Wife; 


In one, to be refus'd. 


Euter Veramond and Victoria; led as to Marriaze, a Train follows; and after it a 


Guard. 


Celid. Great Nature break thy Chain, that Links together 


The Fabrick of this Globe, and make a Chaos 
Like that within my Soul; Oh Heaven unkind 
That gives us Paſſions, ſtrong and unconfin'd ; 
And leaves us Reaſon for a vain Defence; 
Too Pow'rful Rebels, and too weak a Prince. 


[Garcia, Ximena, Celidea, mix with the Train, which walk as in Proceſſion, Fu 


wards the Temple. 


Enter on the repay? Alphonſo 42d Carlos at the head of their Party; the Soaldiers 
wards, and Ring; and drive em off the Stage : Alphonſo fights with 

Garcia, grapples with him and gets him under; in the mean, time Ximena, Victo- 

ria, aud Celidea, retire to 4 corner of the Stage: when Garcia is fan Celidea 


attack the 


runs, and kneels to Alphonſo. : 
Celid. Oh ſpare him, ſpare the Noble Garcia's Life, 
Or take the Forfeit in the is of mine. | 
How happy ſhou'd I be to die for him, 


Who will not live for me! 3 
Alphon. (to Garcia.) Riſe, and be fafe: 1 eO?: 


Tf you have any Thanks to pay, reſerve m 
To give this Royal Maid. . 


Gar. (riſing.) You'd been more bad 12285 Ya) oy 


To take my Life, for I wou'd throw it off 
Diſhonour'das I am, tis worn to Rags, 
Not worth a Prince's wearing. 

| Re-enter Veramond ai/a 

Vera, Ungrateful Traytor! + 
Alphon, Hold thy peace, Old Man: 
I do not love tinſult on thy Misfortunes, 


Tho thou haſt brought this Ruine on thy ſelt. 


k Ei Garda 
ria and led by Carlos. 
$3 1/4 7 i * 1825 | 
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- er A, Avenging Hoa [o===—once 77 ; 1 


Alphon, | prithee curſe me not. Lale. 1 5 0! SY rr IP 
Becauſe | held thee for my Father once. ene 
| era. Then wou'd I were thy Father, that my Cite AN ene 
* Might take the ſurer place, and VCF we 3 


alphon. Guard him hence; 
But uſe no Violence to his Royal Perſon : 
Call back the Souldiers, Carlos, from the Spoil ; 
I I have my wilh in having my Victoria, 
And wou'd no more of him, nor What is his. JH 
[Carlos reflores toVeramond his Sword, with Reſpect, and connntts hi "of; 
| Ximena follows him: Alphonſo waits un them to the Door, and Tefurns. Neg 
| 1'iff, What have you done, 2/phonſo? 3a, 
Alphon. What | ought- ? 
| Obtaurd the Glorious Prize for which! fought ; 
Redeem'd you from a Farher's Tyranny 
And from a hated Rival ſet you tree. 
| Remove, my Fair, from this unhappy place; 
The Scene of Sorrows, Suff'rings, and Diſgrace: 
To my Victorious Camp with me remove: 
The Scene of Triumph, and Rewarded Love. 
ct. Mars has been preſent with your Arms to 12 0 
But Love and Hymen have been far awa 
You torc'd me from a Rival's Pow'r, 1 know : 
| But then you torc'd me from a Father's too. 
g I lphon. What words are theſe ! I feel my Vital Heat 
| | Forſake my Lunbs, my curdPd Blood retreat: 
| 'Too much amaz'd to ſpeak, in this Sürprize, 
With ſilent Grief, on yours I fix my Eyes: 
1 Jo learn the reaſons of your Change from thence; 
To read your cruel Doom, and my y Offence. 
Vit. Your Arms, and Glorious Action, Iapprove : 
$ Eiteem your Honour, and Embrace your Love. 
=: Alphoz. M\ Soul recovers, as a gentle Show'r 
Retreſhes and revives a drooping Flow'r. 
Im yours fo much, ſo little am my on; 
Your Smiles are Lite, and Death is in your * Frown. 
ict. But oh, a hard requeſt is yet behind; 
Which, for my ſake, endure with equal Mind: 
Your Debt of Honour you have clear d this day; 
| But mine ot Duty, ſtill remains to pay: 
; Rettore my Liberty, and let me go 
Jo make a full Diſcharge of all I owe. Rs REG 

Alph. Whar Debts bur thoſe of Love have yu to clear? 
Are you nor bree, are you not Soveraign here? 
And were you not a Slave, before I broke 
Your fatal Chains, and loos d you from the Voke? 

ict. is true, I was; but that Captivity, 
Tho hard to bear, was more becoming me. 

A slave l am: but Nature made me ſo, 
Slave to my Father, not my Father's Foe : 
Since, then, you have declar'd me Free, this hour 
put my felt within a Parent's Power. 

Alphon. Cruel Victoria! wou'd you go from hence, 

And leave a deſolate, deſpairing Prince? ; 
Is this the Freedom you demand from me; | g 
Are theſe the Vows, and this the Conſtancy ? 

Put off the Mask: tor I too well perceive 
Whom you reſolve. to love, and whom to leave, 
Go, teach me at my own Expence, to find ; 


What change a day can make in Womankind. „ I” MS 

Vie. Think not a day, orall my Life, can make : „ i gatte Þ 
7 1 her ſtedlaſt Love forſake : mr nnen - 
Eplighted you my Faith? aud I ˙ᷣ K nen SY 


_— 


ieee eee 

Nature vil Prev, 75e 

a ; PP! | Mean * lik, FL.” 

My Vows once more, to love but only you. © | : | 
Alphom. You vow'd no time our Fortune ſhou'd divide: 


2 


And well *was kept, like all your Vows beſide; 
When ev'n this hour you went to be a Bride. 

Vic, I went ; but was ſecurely firſt prepar'd : ES Fans 
For this was my Redemption or my Guard, Calls out a Dagger. 
Let this your cauſeleſs Jealouſie remove; . | 
And learn no more to doubt Victoria's Love. 

Alphon, That fatal Proof never did deſire. 

Viet. And yet a Proof more fatal you require. 

Which wou'd, with Infamy, my Name purſue ; 
To fly my Father, and to follow you. 

Aiphon, Your Love you forfeit, if you go away. 

Vict. Itorteit my Obedience if I ſtay. 

Alphon. You may transfer your Duty, and be mine. 

Viet. Yes, when my Father ſhall his Claim reſign: 

For when the Nuptial Knot our Love aſſures; 
All that was his before, is after, yours. | 

Alphon. Then when you vow'd your Love, you falſly ſwore» 

ict. I love you much, but love my Honour more. | 
Alphon. You hate my Rival, yet you take the way 
To make you his inevitable Prey. "4p 

Vict. Bealts fear not more to be the Hunter's Spoil. 

Alphon. Then ſure you wou'd not run into the Toyl. 

How ill your actions with your Words agree ! 2 

ict. This Friend is ſtill at hand to ſet me free. [ Holding up the Dagger. 

Alphon. Let me not live to ſee that Fatal Hour: . 
Rather return into your Father's Power. 

Rather return into his Arms again, 

For whom your Loſt Ap] you diſdain. 

It one muit die, to ſer your Honour free, 

Lou have already caſt the Lot on me. 

Death is my only way to clear my Fame; 

Which muit be Branded with a Coward's Name, 
If baſely I reſign Victoria's Charms, | 
And tamely give vou to my Rival's Arms. 

Vict. To give me to my Father is no Crime. N 

| Alphon. Tis ſtill the ſame; your Father gives you him. 

Ungratetul Woman! I 

Pict. More ungrateful Man! 

More than I ought I give, and all I can: 6 

But if my Duty I prefer to you, 

Be ſatisfi'd with all that Love can do. | 

Alphon. Not fatisfi'd ; but yet your Will ſhall be 
Like Fates inviolable Law to me. | 

Since my Unhappy Stars will have it ſo, 4 40 

Depart from hence, and leave your Father's Foe- 

Go then; but quickly go; for while you ſtay, 

As on a Rack I find my ſelf decay; 

And every Moment looks a part of me away. 

Vict, 1 wiſh Ll with my Duty cou d diſpence: 
Heav*n knows how loath I am to part from hence: 
So, fi om the Seal is ſoften'd Wax disjoyn'd : 
So, from the Mother Plant, the tender Rind: 
But take the lateſt Pledge that Love can give: | 
Have Courage; and for your Victoria Live. 


[She offers him her Hand, he Kiſſes it: Exit Victoria, he Looking after her. 


Enter Ramirez, Attended by Carlos, Ramirez Embraces Alphonſo. 2 
Ram. Prop of my Age, and Pattern of my Youth, _ | Ss 
Burt ſuch as tar excels th' Original ; 0 GN IE} | 
Ten Thouſand Bleſſings on thee, for this Deed. _ 1 
Alphon. Heav'n and my Fate ſpeak other Language to me; 
No Bleſſings, none, but millions of their Curſes, 


Voll. II. Aa aa 2 Sod So On 
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$44 _ 1 Tove Triumphant Or. 


m_ — bn vn, 
Like burning Glaſſes, with contracted Beams, xl 1906 ky rr eo foal 
Are pointed on my Head. 6 4 oh aher en 
Ram, What words are theſe, onthis Auſpicious Day! rely hn N 
Alphon. Oh fly me, fly me, Sir. „ H Ertytiunt if 
Lett the Contagion of my Woes, - tie ten ot and rind ro JAG) 
Pollute my Father s Joys ; . þ rie gone, ert inst e ir e e 


And with her, went Alphonſo's Life, and Soul. r 

Ram. You had her in your Power; and were too eaſie. 55 

Alphon. Or rather ſhe too cruel. 
Her 2 forc'd her hence, in ſcorn of Love. 1 © 

Ram. You muſt reſume your ms P  /! 1 

And force her Father's Will, to make her yours. | 
Why, like a Woman, ſtand you thus complaining, - 
Born to the Strength, and Courage of a Man? 
Rouze up your Spirits to a juſt Revenge: 
Like Lightning waſtful, and like Thunder loud. 


- oo 
_ 


Rivers of Blood ſhall run about the Town; 


For which you were ſo laviſh of your own. 

Garcia ſhall Dye; and, by his Death, remove 

he cauſe of Jcalouſie, and Injur'd Love. 

Ihe King himſelf, th? ungrateful King , hall fall; 

Ot all our is, the curſt Or iginal. N11. 

phon. Beleech you, Sir, no more. , F 

"Reis. Your Reaſon, Son? | F 
lphon. For you have giv'n my Soul 0 large a ſwing, | 
hat it bounds back again with double force : 

Only becauſe you carried it too far. 

You've ſer an Image of ſo vait deſtruction 

Before my light, chat Reaſon ſhuns th' approach; 


* CY 
3 * v 
* * 


and dares not view the fearful precipice. | n 
Ram. Is Vengeance, which is ſaid ſo ſweet a Morſel | „ 61 
That Heav'n reſerves it for its proper Taſt, PAs Ane bin that 
Is it fo ſoon dif-reliſht ? 7 
Alylon. What have the People done? The Sbaepof Frincha, t de 305 onb 


5 855 they hou'd periſh for the Shepherd's Fault? 
They bring their yearly Wool, tocloath their owners, IT 
And yet when bare themſelves, are cull'd for "vr exc | Ehen 
Shou'd I do this, what cou'd the Wolf do more, 1 
1 an what the Matter did ? 

Ram. Then Garcia, muſt he ſcape ? 

#/chon. * iis true, I had him at my Mercy once; 


1 fhou 140 nave Nil'd him then, or once forgiven, 


Shou'd ſpare him now. 
Nam. (afide.) His Noble Soul relents! 
A4lvhoa. But then I give Lickoria to his Arms; 
And make my own Deſtruction my own eee 
"That fires my Blood again------------yet if ſhe Love him, 
+ Killing him ſhe Loves, the way to gain her? 
No, let him Live- But J cramond ſhall Die; 
Who, when he was my Father as he thought, 
When I deſerv'd his Love; then hated me. ; 
Ram. (aſide.) Oh! now theT empelt drives. 5 Way. I | + 
22 No more deliberation, there it goes: 1 nnd 
Pl Kill him firſt, io ſatistie my Vengeance: | TM A ow 
a 1 then t' Atone her Anger, Kill my felf. erm nf 
Rum. Hold, hold, Alphonſo, Heav'n and Earth and I, | 70 5 e . 2 1 
Who lave a Father's T itle to your Life, 


Forbid that Parricide. 


Alphun. Wow'd you refuſe a Mad- Man leave! e 
'T'is Sleep mult cure me, and that Sleep is Death. _ N A d e 
Ram. A Mad-Man mult be cool'd, to make him Sleep. 125 e l $267 
l have prepar'd a gentle Opiat for you, NA Ep allo} ue Fea] 
One Nloment's Patience, and I will infuſe it: MLS e onde 


Lou ſee me diſpoſſeſt of all my State:! 1 elo 


Alphon. Yes, to my Grief: and to enhance that Grief; 2 (let 20 42 19th fe nþ 
*'T is tomy Sword, my Father ows his Ruin. : | 
Ram. And 'tis that only Sword that can reſtore me. 
It muſt, and ought: you owe it to your Duty. 
Alphon. Duty was what Victoria urg'd tome: 
I hate that fatal word, becauſe ſhe us'd i 
And for a Cruel Father, left her Love. 
Ram. Cou'd ſhe do that, for Veramond, a Tyrant, 
Which you refuſe to me? 3 = Bf | 
The Conquering Troops of Arragon are yours: 
You are their Lite, their Idol, and their Soul. e 
Conduct me Home, and with their Aid Reſtore me; | 
And that once done, we ſhall not need to Treat, 
For YVeramond himſelf will fend ; and ſue 
For that Alliance whuch his Pride now ſcorns. 
Alphon. Long ere that time, Victoria will be Garcia's: 
Her Father will not loſe one moment's ſpace, ' 
To gratifie his Vengeance with Ruine, 
It Iwou'd force him, this muſt be the time: 
Which ſince I now retuſe, *ris loſt for ever. 
Hear then; and take it as my laſt reſolve; 
| Lead you the Troops: you need not fear their Faith: 
The Guilt of their Rebellion make 'em yours. 
With them, and with your own, Reſtore your ſelf. 


* 


Ram. Then what becomes of you? 

Alphon. No matter what. FRED 
Provide your ſelf of ſome more worthy Heir. 
For am loſt, beyond Redemption lolt ; 
Farewel the Joys of Empire from this moment: 
Farewel the Honours of the duſty Field ; | 

Here lay | down this[nſtrumeat of Death."  - [Uagiras his Sword, and lays it down. 
And may it gird ſome Happicr Souldier's ſide: * 8 F 
For nothing it cou'd gain, can countervail 
To me, the loſs of my Victoria's Love. 
Lour Bleſſing, and farewel —— --- 


Ram. Alas, I fear ſome fatal Reſolution 
Is harbour d in your Soul: if thus you leave me, 
My Mind forbodes, we never more ſhallmeet. 

Alphon. Give not fo black an Omen to this parting; 
For we may meet again, if Heav'n thinks fit — 
A Beam of Comfort, like the Moon thro' Clouds, 
Gilds the brown Horrour, and directs my way. 
Blaſt not my purpoſe, by refuſing leave, 
Nor ask the means: but know 1 will not Dye 

Till I have prov'd tl extreameſt Remedy. 
And, if Unarm d, I go to tempt my Fate: 
Think my deſpair is from Victorias Hate. MN 88 
Ram. I might have us'd the Pow'r Heav'n gives to Parents, 
And hindred his departur mme 5 
But ſomewhat of Divine controuPd my Tongue; 
For Hero's Souls, irregular to us 2 
Yet move like Planets in their proper Sphere ; 
Performing even.courſe,;.:::; lt ln thts why ts 2 a AY, 
In Paths uneven to beholders Eyes. | [ Pauſes a little. 
(To Carlos) His words, myſterious as they were, imported, res 
Some deſperate Deſign, which Imuſt watch, 


Intels. 


Exit Alphon : | ufo; 


And therefore dare not lead the Forces far 
But Camp'd without the Town at ſome {mall diſtance; 
T” expett the Iſſue, and prevent his Death. | 
Cal. Sir, What Orders give you? for you-are now our General. ah} 
Rain. Follow, and you fhall know —- © [Exit Ramirez. 
Carl. Follow! whither? No Plunder when the Town was fairly taken, there's 


a hopeful Genera! to follow; the Son and Father are both gone away, without 


z 


providing for me, ho betray d the City to em; a fine Ineouragement for . 
COVICHOS der fer 5 
\, ; 


4 1 


which I have ready coin'd, will go near to ſpoil his Market. 
Enter Sancho. © © | OW} Kg hg OE 
San. Well, Carlos, the Hurly Burly's quite over; I met Ramirez marching off 
the Army; and juſt afterwards appear'd a Fellow in a Fool's Coat on Horſe-back, 5 
with three Trumpets; Herod, 1 think they calld him; or ſome ſuch Jewiſh 
Name. | ES 
Carl. A Herauld at Arms you mean. 3 . 
dan. It may be ſo; but I ſhou'd have taken him for ſome Par donner, for he 
ſcatter d Indulgences by handfuls to the People, but only they paid nothing for 
em. Eo, | | 
Carl. But did he Proclaim nothing? . 
San, Oh, yes; and now I remember, he began his Speech with, O Tes, too; 
he Proclaim'd a General Pardon to all Rebels, of which number, you know, 
you and, Carlos, were two Ring-leaders. | CK AIC bs: 
Carl. Then farewell Ramirez, een trudge on by your ſelf, for there's an end 
of my Expedition; I will lay down my Arms like a Dutiful Subject; and ſubmit 


to his Majeſty when I can rebel no longer. ; 
Jan. Very good; and try t'other touch for Dalinda, will you? 
Carl. You know I have quitted her for your fake, and now am altogether 
for Let me ſee, what Lady am I for? pd 6 Oy 
Fan. Pump, pump, Carlos; for that's to be invented yet 25 
Carl. Only out of my Head a little: Tis the dead Count's Siſter; a great 
Fortune fince her Brother died, but ſomewhat homely : She has already made 
{ome Advances to me, or elle | lye. _ hens 
Sar. And will you fay To Have and to Hold, with an ugly Woman? 
Carl. Yes, and For Better for Worſe, that is, for Virgin or for Whore, asyou 
will, Sancho; who are liſting your ſelf into the HonourableCompany of uckolds. 
Fan. What, a Hero as | am, to be a Cuckold? JEET EE 3 
Carl. Do not diſdain your Calling; Julius Cæſar was one beſore you: The 
Count has had her by her own Confeſſion; ſo ſhe's a Nobleman's Dowager for 
your Comfort. 5 5 1 
San. Pugh, ſhe deny'd it afterwards; that was but a Copy of her Countenance. 
Carl. What if it prove a Copy of the Conde's Countenance, do you think ſhe 
had not a Baſtard by him? x 3 . 
San. That was only a Plot betwixt us to cheat her Father. 
Carl. Did her Father know nothing of it? 
San. Not a Syllable. bs 
Curl. Then when he believ'd you to be the Count, how came he to charge you 
with enjoying her? | 5 8 
Sax. That is ſomething to the purpoſe; but now I think on't, *tis nothing 
neither; 'tis but asking her the Queſtion, and I know ſhe'll fatisfie me. 
Carl. And you are retolv'd to take her word? EO 


San. Rather than yours; for you may have a mind to have a lick at the Ho- 
ney- pot your ſelf. 5 R 
Carl. Farewel; you know I have other buſineſs upon the Stocks. 

| : 5 . (Seems going out. 

San. Stay Carlos; l'm afraid you know ſomething more of this bawdy buſineſs 

than you confeſs. Wt | 40 3 

Carl. Fecks, not J. | SEA | 

San. Fecks! what a ſneaking Oath is that for a Man of Honour? Swear me 
bloodily like a Souldier, if you wou'd be believ'd. e 

_ Carl. Without Swearing, I believe her honeſt; therefore make ſure of her 


immediately. 


San. Thar is, take a Rival's Counſel, and make ſure of being an Antedated 


7 


Cuckold. | 
Carl. If you won't believe me, I can't help it; but marry Dalinda, and be 

happy; tor | may prevent you, if you make not haſte. _ 5 
San. Thou haſt cheated me fo often, that I can't credit one Syllable thou ſay'ſt. 
8. Carl. 


* 
324 | egy LEGS 
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| Nature will Prevail. © 


— 
* * —— — 
8 8 

* 


* F 


Cerl. (going out.) Then take your Fortune. 
: [Carlos pulls out his Fandkerchie 


—_— 


roy . f 8 her by her Trip 
San. Ihe Rogue's malicious, and wou'd have me marr in ſpight ; be- 
ſides he's off and on at ſo Deviliſha rate, a Man knows not Road 10 f 5 Rag 
Well, I am reſolv'd in the firſt place not to follow the Rogue's Counſel, I will 
not marry her becauſe he advis d me to'r; and yet I will marry her becauſe he 
counſePd me not to marry her: Hey day, I will marry her, and I will not 
marry her: What's the meaning of this, Friend Sancho? That's taking the 
Rogue's advice one way or t'other, x 


[ Sees the Letter, andtakes it nn. 
What, has he dropt a Letter! To whom is it directed? to Don C Werra. 
chars himſelf 1 ee eee 


. PN watch their Greeting. [Ex#:, 


Mutters, as reading to himfelf. 


Dalinda's Fair, and a Fortune: but marry her not; for to my knowledoe P 
MN N 2 i A OAT O) 
confound him tor his knowledge) ſhe has had z — What A . Pay Friend 2 
why, a Baſtard, % he late Conde: (Ay, I thought as much.) But his Siſter 
Leonora #s in Love with s. | 855 | 4 
Damn it, Il] read no more: Ir agrees with what he firſt told me. and therefore 
it mult be all Orthodox. Here ſhe comes 1 3 


but I ſhall be very Laconic with her. 


Enter Dalinda. 


Dal. Now Servant. 
Sax. Now Cockatrice. 25 
Dal. Yowre pretty familiar — 
San. So have you been — 
Dal. With your Miſtreſs. 
San. With the Conde, of Whoring Memory. 
Dal. A fine Salutation? 9 
Na partngg. On 
Dal. What's the meaning of this! will you come in? 
San. Will you go in? how tug Ky 
Dal. Come, look upon me. 


5 : f A [ She makes the Doux Yeux 50 him. 
an. J have no Eyes. 2p 
Dal.” Then I mul take you by the Hand. '  [Sheoffers, and he palls back, 
Sun. I have no Hands neither. „„ 
Dal. How's this! I have been but too kind ĩ - 
San. Ves, to the Conde. | IG. 
Dal. Pugh, that was a Jeſt, you know. 
San. Tis turn d to earneſt. . 
Dal. Lou know 'twas of my Conception. 
San. And of your bringing forth too. 
Dal. What did J bring forth? 
San. A Baſtard- 
Dal. Oh Impudent! 
Sun. Woman. 2 
Dal. What Proof have you of that Scandal? 
Fan. This with a Pox to ye. wh 'S [Throws her the E 
| 1 2 Gods U ; * | js, | Eil. 
. on N [ She takes ap the Note, and as ſle is reading it, Re-enter Carlos. 


Col Much good may do you with your Note, Madam; now I think Lam 


Revened at full; your Cully has forſaken you. © 
Dat "Well, Tel hocerpect this from you, Couſin Carlos. 2 . 
Carl- What did you take me for? King Login #/op's Fables, for you to in- 

ſulrme, and play ar leap Frog over me? Did not you forſake me for a Fool? 
Dal. But was not this a terrible Revenge of yours? muſt you needs ſhew him 

the Letter which has ruin'd my Reputation, and lolt my Fortune? Am'Trhe firſt 


{cajl Creature, that had the Mis fortune of rwo Great Bellfes, and yet afterwar ds, 


was Decently Married, and paſs d for a Virgin 75 | 


Carl. Na' don't aggravate the Matter: conſult your Note, and you'll fin d | 


but one Baſtard charg'd upon you; you ſee I was not for laying loaders. 1 


by * 
e 
"TI - 4 
4 * g 
— 
1 1 ? 
—— _—_ vines 


f to wipe his Face, and arops 4 Letter, 


too, juſt in the nick of my Revenge; 


& 


* 


Nou, what ſhou'd [ write ? 


my letter. 


* \ 


— era yece patent tnooumegywmtyuatngeoooogtoonmmmemnmnore mn: 
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Hal. A great Curteſie to bate me one, as.if that was not enough to ES 


Buſineſs- | n — . „„ OS IIS. well ts, d 
Carl. Well, ſuppoſe I ſhou'd diſcover this Contrivance of mine; and ſer all 
right again ? Fe; ix | To” | 2 21 ee 3: 4 
Dal. (aſide.) Contrivance; oh Heaven! Pve undone my elf, by confeſfing 
all too ſoon. 3 | K | [FALL 4 E183 11S 
Carl. If I ſhou'd prove you Innocent, you'd prove ungratetul ? nen 
Dal. No, you know I always Lov'd you 1:8 © TW 500 
Carl. You've ſhewn it molt abundantly, in chuſing Sancho? d 
Dal. You ſpeak more truly than you think: I have ſhewn it. For, fince I 
muſt confeſs the Truth to you, I am no Fortune : my Father, tho? he bears ir 
high to put me off, has Mortgag'd his Eſtate: We keep Servants for ſhew, 
and when we ſhou'd pay their wages, pick a Quarrel with their Service, and 
turn 'em off Pennyleſs. There's neither Sheet nor Shirt in the whole Family; 
the Lodging Rooms are furniſht with Loam: and bare Mattreſſes are the Beds. 
The Dining Room, plays the Hypoerite for all the Houſe; tor all the Furniture 
is there: when Strangers Dine with us, we Eat before the Servants, and then 
they Fait; but when we Dine alone, tis all a muſs: They ſcramble for the 
Victuals, beſore 'tis ſerv'd up, and then we Faſt. 1 
Carl. The Spirit of Famine comes upon me, at the very deſcription of it. 
Dal. Now, ſince neither you nor I have Fortunes, what ſhou'd we do toge- 


83 


. 


ther, unleſs we ſhou'd turn Cannibals, and Eat up one another? But if you wo d 
make up this foul Buſineſs, and help me to that Rich Fool Sancho, I ſay no more, 


But —— 2 „ 
Carl. But thou wou'dſt be kind to me; ſpeak out; tor I dare not truſt thee; 


thou'rt ſuch a Woman. 


Dal. You ſhou d. . 

Carl. What ſhou'd !? : 1:5 6h 

Dal. Why, you ſhou'd — _ „ 

Carl. Well, well, I will believe thee, tho my Heart miſgives me plaguily. 
And therefore, in the firſt place, I beg, your pardon for the Scandal I have laid 
upon you: In the next, I reſtore your Virginity, and take away your Baſtard. 
Dal. And vou'll tell Sancho *twas a forg'd Letter. 

Carl. No doubt ow't; for I wrote it to my ſelf; and out of Revenge invented 


the whole Story. | 


Dal. But ſuppoſe, Dear Couſin; that Sancho ſhou'd not believe all this to be 
your Invention ; and ſhou'd {till ſuſpect rhe Letter to be true? OW - 
Carl. I can caſily convince him, by Writing the ſame Hand again, in which 
that Letter was Inditec. | | 1 
Dal. That's an excellent Expedient ; but do it now; for a Woman can never 
be clear'd, too ſoon. Wh 3 BPR Th 5 
Carl. But when you are cleard, you'll forget your Promiſe to me ——ꝛ— 
Dal. But if lam not clear'd I cannot Marry him; nor be put in a way to keep 
my Promiſe. Come, I'll hold my Hand, Write upon it, I always carry Pen 
and Ink about me. 1 S 
Carl. Let me Seal my Affection firſt: ¶Xiſſes her Hand. 


Da.. Only thefe words at the bottom of the Note, in the ſame Character. 


This Letter was wholly forg'd by me, Carlos. [ He Mueels and Writes. 
Carl. There ' tis Gives it her, ſhe puts it in her Pocket. 


But now tell me truly what made you confeſs a couple of Baſtards, have you 
indeed been dabbling? _ 5 55 
Dal. Who, I confeſs it! Oh thou Impudent Fellow! I only ſooth'd thee up in 
thy Villainy, to make thee betray thy own Plot. I confeſs d ſeemingly, to make 
thee confeſs really. Heav'n and thy own Conſcience,know I did. [Seems to weep. 
Carl. But when you're Married, you'll remember your Promiſe? 
Dat: What r A 
Carl. That I ſhowd —— 
Dal. Shou d what? þ 0% 

(Carl. Muſt J tell you? Ae t | nv FPG 3 
Dal. No, Þll tell you; I ſaid you ſhould, and ſo you ſhall, be cozen'd in 
your Expectation. VOY Oy FF 
Carl. I foreboded this; and yet was Fool enough to truſt thee; give me back 


8 "a 


Fm... —— 


Nr ure will . TY 549 
. "Dat Wins deliver up m 7 Evidence that? $ the Teſti 
and thy Wickedneſs. RE a 5 ory of T ARTS 85 

45 Pl _ your Petticoat. 

al. Dare but touch my Petticoat, and P'll cry out a Rape againſt thee, 

Carl. Oh thou Exe of Gepeſ s, thou wou'dſt have T 
too kg bin ee. ie; empted the Serpent, if 
Dal. The next News you 1 is of my wedding; be Patient, and you ſhall 
be . the Dinner. 8 5 
Carl. I ſay no more, but Ill go Hou and. Indite Iumbicſts; 

want far an Epithalamium, Ill do v. buſineſs in Verſe. _ 2 77 
Dal. My Comfort is, I have done your Buſineſs in To already. 

The Wittieſt Men, areall but Womens Tools, 
is our Prerogative, to make dem Fools, 

For one Sweet Look, the Rich, the Beaux, the Braves, 

And all Mankind, run headlong to be Slaves. 
| Ours isthe Harveſt which thoſe Tudians mow; | 

* . * the n : but we er What they Sow. Exit. 


< AC T V. 80 E N E I. 
Ne SC E N-E, Lopez's Hoſe 


Sancho, Lopez, Dalinda. | Carlos meeting them. 


, 


c | \ Ive you Joy, Mr. Bridegroom a and Mrs. Bride, you ſee 12890 ace. 
ted your Invitation. 
San. And thou art welcome, as a Witneſs of my Triumph. 
Carl. I cou'd tell Tales, that wou'd ſpoil your Appetite, both to your Dinner 
and your Bride: Nou think you are married to a vaſt Fortune. 
Dal. A better, perhaps, than you imagine. 
Lop. For if Sancho looks into his Writings, hell find that my Eſtate was 
mortgag'd to his Father. 


San. Then wou'd I had lookt into my Writin g before! had lockt fo far into 


your Daughter. 
: Dal. My Father s Fortune will be yours at laſt : and I me but redeem'd it 
or you. 

Sw I'm ſure Pm married without Redemption ! 

Carl. You mult take the good and the bad together ; he that keeps a tame 
Cat muſt be content to be ſcratcht a little. 8 

Dal. The Count's Siſter, I hope, has Claws for you too. 

Carl. That was invented only in hopes of you, Dalinda: tho now I thank my 
Stars that I have miſsd you: for two Wits without Fortunes, wow'd be like 
two Milſtones without Corn betwixt em; bor wou'd only grind upon one a- 
nother, and make a terrible noiſe, but no Meal wou'd folow. 

Enter a Nurſe leading a Boy and a Girl. 


Nurſe Madam, here are two poor Orphans, that hearing you are married, q 


come to dine with you. 
Dual. (aſide.) My two Baſtards ! T am undone: what ſhall Ido with em: 


Lop. (Ad.) The Devil take my damn'd Grand- children for their unſeaſonable 


Viſit. 
3 Welcome, welcome: They re come a mumming to grace my Wedding, 


Pll warrant you. 
Carl. 1 hen to ſuſpect they come to Sup and Lodge as well as Dine here. 


Lap. (0 Nurſe. ) There's two Piſtols for you; take em away, and bring em 
again to Morrow Morning. 


Nurſe, Thank your Honour: Come away, Children; bur firſt 1 muſt de- 


liver a Note to this Gentleman. Don Carlos, Tm ſure you remember me. 
| | [Gives him a Note. 


C JA Did not ou Wait on Pond Leonora he Conde's Siſter ? 
Well Have you forgotten Ie the faithful Truſtee of your Affection ? Read 


Letter; there 8 better N eWS than you deſerve. | 
5 He [Car los reads his Letter ro himſelf. 


Vol. IL „ | Bbbb N | Dal. 


6. 


* a 
a * . 10> 


the fault was none of theirs, I'm ſure. | h 


* ESA p 8 1 ll. tlic a — — 
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Dil.” @ Narſe ) Steal away, dear N urſe, while bes reading! ad es 8 More 
Money for you; fear not, you ſhall be duly paid; for I am married to a Who 
can provide for them. a 

Nurſe. (to her.) well, TI keep your Credit: bur nated. 

Exit M arfe with the "OY 

Carl. (after Reading Poor loving Creature, ſhe: is een tod Conſtant; T coud 
never have expected This from her: Look you here, you ſhall ſee I have no rea- 
ſon to envy your Fortune Sachs. [Looks about him. 
How now, What's become of the Nurſe and the two Children! pn, 

Dal. They wou'd have been but too troubleſo Gueſts, and are g ne away 

Carl. By your Favour I fhall make bold to call em back again. Exit Cat 355 

Dal. (to Lopes.) Oh Barbarous Villain! hell diſcover all. | 

Lop. The belt on't is, you're already married: 5 

Dal. But we have not Confummuated ; I cout have fo wheadled Mr. ile 
groom to Night, that ere to Morrow Morning heſhow'd have forgiven me. 

Ne. enter Carlos with Nurſe and Children,” 2 


Carl. Come, Nurſe, no more mincing Hatters; your” Lady's Orders i in my 


Letter muſt be obey'd; I muit lind a Father and Mother for the Children i in this 


Company. 
_ Whole pretty Children arexbeſe, Carlos, that you are t provide for? 
Carl. Een your Bride's, Sancho, at your ſervice: OY do your Duty to 
Our Mother. 
Children. (kneeling). Mamma, your Bleſſing,” > 
San. Hey day „ W hat 5 here to do? Are theſe the Iſſue of your Body, Madam 


| Bride ? | L1G. 


Carl. Yes; 0 they are now your Children by the Mother's ſide: The late 
Conde preſents his Service to you, with theſe two e of his Atlectihn to 
your Wite. . e 

Hin- Is it even rhus, Dalinda? POSE ITE BR A e 

Lap. Chirutian Patience, Son-in-LJa c. LF $0 ( 

Sz. Chrittian Patience! I fay Pagan Fury: This iS enough to make me ira 
Jew again, like my Father ot. Hebrew Memory. 

Cart, You may make your Aſſault, Colonel, without danger; the breach i is 
a 1 made to your hands. 
San. Ay, the Devil take him that ſtormid it firſt. 
0 7755 Speak well of the Dead. 
. Tueecling.) And forgive the Living. 

$1. Oh Dalinda! no more Dalinda, bur D. Uilah the Phil. Pine: Coud you find 
none but me to practiſe on? 

Carl. Sooner upon you than upon any Man; for Nature has put a Syperſeri 
prion upon a Fool's Face, and all Cheats are directed thither. He 

Lop. There's no recalling what's paſt and done. RE AO: 
Fan. You never ſaid a truer word, Father-in-Law' 'tisdone,indeed;to my Sick, 

Carl. If you cou'd undo it, S aacho, it were ſomething}; but lince you cannot, 
Your only Remedy is todo it again- 

San. That's true: But the Memory of that damm d Conde is enough to turn 


"of * 
» 5 
* 1 


ones Stomach to her: Do you remember what a Dev iliſh hunch Back he had 


when you and E play'd him. 
Carl. For that Reaſon you pay be ſure ſhe'll loath the thought of him. Ken 
Jau. Do you think ſo, Carlos? 
Dal. How can I do otherwiſe, when I have in my Arms ſo handſome, ſo 


ſweet, and ſo charming a Cavalier as you ? 


Sau. Well, I am! Know not e ſhe has a delicious Tongue of herown, | 
and I begin ro mollifie, 
Carl, Do, Saucho: Faith, you've held it out too long, in Conſcience, for fo 
flight a quarrel; this is nothing among great Ladies, Man; how many Fathers 
have I known that have given their Bleſſings, to other Mens Children: Come, 

bleſs em, bleſs em, honeſt Daddy: Kneel down, Children. RY 
Ch:lares.  (Fmceling. ) Your Bleſſit ing, Pappa. : Childrais, 
San. It goesagaintt the grain to give it them. 
Carl. For ſhame, Saxcho, take em up: you'll break their pretty Hearts «le : 
'twou'd grieve a Mans Soul to fee em weep thus. 
San. Ay, they learnt that trick of their Mother; but I cannot be > obturate b 


ea v'n 


-- ” 6 
rr 2 


Nature will Prenat l 


Heav'n cen bleſs you, and Il provide for you: Nay, and it ſhall go hard 
but PI get you ſome more Play-Fellows : if your Mother be as Fruicful as ſhe 
us'd to be. 
Lop. Why this is as it ſhou'd be. 
Dal. Heav'n Reward you; and PII ſtudy Obedience to vo 


U. 


San. They ſay, Children are great Bleſſings; if they are, I have two great 


| Bleſſings ready gotten to my hands. 

Carl. For your Comfort, Marriage they fa y, is Holy. 

San. Ay, and ſo is Martyrdom, as they fay; but both of 'em are good fot 
juſt nothing, but to make an end ofa Man's Life. WI i 

Lop. Chear up, Son-in-Law: your Children are very towardly, you ſee they 
can ask Bleſſing already, | 

Dal. If he docs not like 'em, he may Get the next himſelf. 

Carl. I will not trouble the Company, with Reading my Letter from the 
Dead Count's Siſter; Tis enough to tell you, that I Lov'd her once, and for- 
ſook her, becauſe ſhe was then no Fortune? but ſhe has been kinder to me, than 
I deſerve: and has ofter'd me her Brother's Eſtate in Dowry with her. 

Dal. Which TI hope you will accept. . 5 
Carl. Yes, and releaſe you of a certain Promiſe to me, without explaining. 


She only recommended to me her Brother's Children by Dalinda. And Ithink 


I have taken a decent care in providing them a Rich Father. 5 9 
San. always lovda Harlor, and now I have one of my own, Þll een take 
up with her; tor my Youth is going; and my days of Whoring, I mean em- 
phatical Whoring, are almoſt over: but for once, well have a Frolick; come 
Off-Spring, can either of you two Dance ? ny „ 
1 Child. Yes forſooth Father, and my Siſter can Sing too like a little Angel. 
San. Then foot it featly; that you may ſay hereafter, you remember when 
your Mother was firſt Married, and Danc'd at her Wedding. | 
Carl. Hold a little; you may remember too, Madam Bride, that I promis'd 
you an Epithalamium: "I was mcant a Satyr; but Fortune has turn'd it to a Jett; 
Thave giv'n it to the Mulicians, and brought 'em along with me; ſtrike up, 
Gentlemen. | | 


[The Dance is firſt, then the Song, the laſt words of which are Sung 1 Com- 


pany is going out, and the Muſick Plays before ther. 


Song: By Mr. Congreve. 


DO [ been try'd! 1 . | 
OW Happy's the Husband, whoſe Wife 2 Children are Bleſſings, his Comfort's the more, 
H Not Damm d to the Bed of an Ignorant Bride Whoſe Spouſe has been known to be Fruitful before; 
Secure of what's left, he n&er miſſes the reſt, And the Boy that ſhe brings ready made to bis Hand, 
But where there's enough, ſuppoſes a Feaſt ,, - May ſtand him inſtead, for an Heir to his Land, 
| So foreknowing the Cheat, | Shot d his own prove a Sot, 
He eſcapes the Deceit, When hes Lawfully Got, 


And in ſpite of the Curſe, reſolves to be Bleſt. | As when ere *tis ſo, if be don't, I'll be bang'd 


Song fr a GIRL 


. P 3. | 
V Oung I am, and yet unjkill'd Stay not till I learn the way, 
How to make a Lover yield : How to Lye, and to Betray- 
How to keep, or how to gain, He that bas me firſt, is bleſt, 
Ihen ts Love; and when to feign : For I may deceive the reſt. 
2. ER 6. 2 enn n 
Tale me, take me, ſome of you, ©, Coud I find a blooming Youth, 
While I yet am Young and True, Hull of Love, and full of Truth, n 
Erre Ican my Soul diſguiſe ;, Brist, and of a janty meen, 
Heave my Breaſts, and roul my Eyes, 2 1 ſhow'd long to be Fifteen, & 


© TExeunt Omes; 
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=: Tode Tas; Or, 


F Royal Chamber: 15 erer by drawing the former Scene; Veramogd,Sarcis N 
mena, Victoria, Celidea, with a full Train of Courtiers "and Guards; amongit the 


Croud, Ramirez Diſguis d, with ſome of his Party. 


Vera. (to Vict.) No more delays, but 80. . 
Ximen, This is Inhumane, ye: 9 
To preſs her to a Marriage made by Force. 
At leaſt allow your ſelf and her this day, 
T 75 each of you may think, and one may change. 
era. You mean the Times or Accidents may change, 
And leave her for Alphonſo. | 
Xi» Your Enemies are but without your Gates, 
1 ſoon they may return: forbear for fear. 
Vera. The ſooner then 
1 muſt prevent thꝰ effect of their return. 
What now remains, but to compleat ny Yows, 
And Sacrifice to Vengeance? 
regs Your own Daughter! 
era. Even her, my ſelf, and all the World * 
Vi Can you refule me one poor day to Live? 
Vera, Obey me, and be Bleſt; if not, Accurſt. 
A Father s Curſe has wings, remember chat ; 
'Throthis World and the next, it will purſue thee; 
And ſink thee down, jor ever. 
ict. "T's enough, | TO; 
I know how tara Daughter owes Obedience ; 
But Duty has a bound like other Empires : 
It reaches but to Lite, for all beyond it 
Is the Dominion of another World., 
Where you have no Command. 
For you, Don Garcta, 
You know the Pow'r a Miſtreſs ought to ve: 
Bur ſince you will be Maſter, take y your Hour, 
'The next is mine. | 
Car. [grant the Debt of Service which I owe you: 
put *tis a dumm too vaſt to pay at ſight. 
It now You call it in, I mult be Bankrupt 
To al; my future Bliſs. 
1”iff, 1 find by you, 
The Laws of Love, are like the Laws of Heav'n; 
All know, but few will keep ' em — To the Temple, 
Where Imy ſelf am Victim. 


Enter Alphonſo, Unarm'd; all ſeem AmaZz'd, 


4%. Stay, Veramond. | 
er 4m01d«(aſi ie.) Alphonſoherc'then all myHopes are blaſted. 

1 * Town is his, and I once more a Slave. 

Alph, Diſmniſs thy fears and tremble nor, Old Man, 
I neither come with purpoſe, nor with Power 
T* avenge my wrongs, but ſingle and unarm'd : 
This Head is neceſlary ta thy Peace, 
And to Fidtoria's violated Vows : 
Who, while [ Live, can never be Don Garciss. 
Take then this odious Lite; ſecurely take it, 
And glut thy Vengeance with Alphouſo's Blood. 
Behold the Man whoforc'd thee in thy Strength, 
In thy Imperial Town made thee a Captive. 
Now give thy Fury {cope : Revenge th Affront, 
And ſhew more pity not to ſpare my Life, 
Than 11n ſparing thine. 


Xim. (to Celidea.) Oh boundleſs Courage, or extream Deſpair! 
Celid. (to her.) I tremble for th? event; tee the King reddens. 


The Fear which ferz'd him at . O f She, 


- * 


-_ „ 


* 8 * 
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- Nature will 


1 revail, 
And left his Face forſaken of his Blood. 
Is vaniſht now; rok: | e 
And a new Tide returns upon his Cheeks: . 
And Rage and Vengeance ſparkle in his Eyes. : A 


Vera. (aſide.“ All things are huſht; no noiſe is in the Streets; 
Nor ſhouts of Souldiers, nor the cries of Matrons 
Io ſpeak a Town in plunder — Then take ETHOS 
(To Aueh) A Traytor's Counſel once, and thou ſhalt Die © 
Condemn'd by thy own Sentence, go to Death; *©— 

Nor ſhall thy ſeeming Generoſity, 
And feign'd aſſurance, fave thee; 'tis deſpair, 5 
Jo feethy fruſtrate Hopes, that brought thee hither ; 
To meet my juſt Revenge. 25 . 
Alphon. Yes, Iwill Die, becauſe I chuſe to Die. 

Which had I not delir'd, I had not come 
Unarm'd, Unguarded, and alone, to tempt 
Thy known Ingratitude, and barb'rous hate. 
_ Poalt not th' advantage, which thou hold'ſt of me, 

But know thy ſeit tor what thou art; no more 
Than the mean Miniſter of my deſpair. 
Viera. Whether to Heav'n's Juſtice, or thy Choice, 
] owe this happy Hour of ſweer Revenge, | 
ll not be wanting to the wiſht occaſion. 
ict. You ſhall not Die alone, my dear Alphonſo, 
Tho much I blame this deſp'rare Enterprize : 
You ſhou'd have ſtay'd, to fee  _ 
Th' Event of what I promis'd to perform: 
For had I been ſo baſe to be another's, 
That baſenefs might have cur'd your ill- plac'd Love. 
But this untimely raſhneſs, makes you Guilty, 


% 


Both of your Fate, and mine. 
Alphou. While I believ'd 
My Lite was precious to my dear Victoria, 
Ivalu'd and preſerv'd it for her fake. | 
But when you broke from your Deliv'rer's Arms, 
Io put your felt into a Tyrant's Power; 1 5 
I threw a worthleſs, wretched Being from me; 
Abandon'd firſt by you. 
- Vie, Oh Cruel Ma! | 
Where, at what moment did that Change begin, 
With which you tax my Violated Vows ? 
Tleft your Lawleſs Pow?r, to put my ſelf 
Into a Father's Chains, my Lawtul Tyrant. 
If this be my upbraided Crime, even this, 
On that occaſion, wowd do once more. 
But, cou'd l, with my Honour fafe, have ftay'd 
In your dear Arms, bear witneſs Heav'n and Earth, 
Nor Threats, nor Force nor Promiſes, nor Fears 
Shou'd take me from your Love. 
Alphon. Oh, I believe you. 
Vaniſh my fears, and cauſeleſs Jealouſies; 
Live my Victoria: for your ſelf, not me; 
But let th? unfortunate Alphonſo Die; | 
My Death will glut your Cruel Father's Rage; 
When I am gone, and his Revenge compleat, 
Pity perhaps may ſeize a Parent's Mind; 
To free you from a hated Lover's Ame. 
Celid. Speak Mother, ſpeak: my Father gives you time: 
(to Ximen) & He ſtands ama d, irreſolute, and dumb: 
Like the ſtill Face of Heav'n before a Storm; 
Speak, and Arreſt the Thunder e're it rowls. | 
Xim. I ſtand ſuſpected : but you, Celidea, : 
The Favourite of his Heart, his Darling Child, , 
May ſpeak, and ought, your Int'reſt is concern dq ʒ⸗ 
4 N | | 
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For if Alpho ſo Die,” Tour "hopes are loſt. EF 
I fee your Father's Soul, like glowing _— 1 IOryF ae: ay 
Is on the Anvil; ſtrike, while yet he's hor: i 
Turn him, and ply him, {et him ftraight betimes, 

Leſt he for ever wal DE Ca 
Celid. J fear, 4177 et wou'd ſpeak; but will he Neat 0 wer „ 
Nim. For what is al this ſilence, but to rr 

Pring him but to calm Reaſoning, and he's gain Ct. PN 

eld. Then Heav 'n inſpire my Tongue 7 

Git, Rog Sir EE en 

He hears me not; he lifis not up his Rye: 1 ele 

But fixt upon the Pavements JJ th pt 15 

That points to Death. 535 

Oh hear me, hear me, Father. 7 „ ; Ih © ION 

Have you forgot that dear indulgent Name, ICT Let. 

Never before in vain pr onounc'd bye: „„ 
Vera. Ha! ho diſturbs my Nee R N 1 
Celid. (kneeling. Tis Celidea. 5 


—  — 


Alas I wou'd relieve e you, if I durſt; Ws TK 
it ever I offended, even in Thought, gets 8 
| Or made not your Commands 1 1 70 1 
| The bounds of all my Wiſhes, and Deſires, * 


Bid me be dumb, or elſe permit me Speech. 
era. Oh riſe, my only unoffending Child, 

B Who reconciles me to the Name of Father! 

Speak then; but not for her, and leſs for him. 
Celid. Perhaps | wou'd accuſe” em, not defend; 
Por botli are Guilty, dipt in equal Crimes: 

| And are obnoxious to your 1 5 -both. 

| | Vera. True, Celidea; thou confirm'ſt my Sentence; 

| | : Tis jult Alphouſfo Die. | 8 | a 

| Vr (z lde.) Forgive her, Heav'n! ſhe aggravates their Faults ; 

And puſhes their deffruction. 3 . 
Celia, Speak Alphozſo : 
Can vou deny, when Royal eramond, 
hen Thought your Father, and by you fo deem'd, 1 6 
When he requir'd your Captive, old Ramirez, DEALS Bs 
=: And order'd his Confinement ; did you well OI 
2 ET Then to controul the Pleaſure of that King, 
Under whoſe juſt Commands you Fought and Conquer'd?. 
{phoz, 1 did not well: but heat of boyling Youth, 
And ill-weigh'd Honour, made me diſobey. 
Vera. That Cauſe is gain'd; for he conteſſes Guilt. 
Proceed, molt equitable judge, proceed. 
Celid. (to Alphon.) Next I reproach you, with a worſe Nebelneh. | 

The King) $ firſt Promiſe to Don Garcia made, 

You dar*d t' oppoſe : forbad his lair Addreſſes; Ek 
Then made a Ruffian Quarrel with that Prince. „ 
And laſt, were guilty ot Inceſtuous Love. | 
I will not load my Siſter with Conſent ; 

But, in ſtrict Virtue, liſtning toa Crime, 

And not rejecting, is it ſelf a Crime. 

Viet. Is = a Siſter's Office? Peace for ſhame : 
We Lov'd without trangreſſing Virtues bounds ; 5 
We fixt the limits of our tend'reſt Thoughts; 3 RS 

Came to the verge of honour, and there opt: „ GER 
We warm'd us by the Fire; but were not ſcorcht:t: Deer 
It this be Sin, Angels might Love with leſs; 1 
40 mingle Rays ; of Minds, leſs pure than ours. 

ar Souls znjoy*d; bur to their Holy Feaſts, _ 
1 on both lides, were forbidden Gueſſs. 

Celid. Now help me, Father; or our Cauſe i is loſt: 
9 much I fear their Love was innocent. be 3 

Vera. With my own Troops Alphonſo ſeiz'd my reiben; „ 
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Nature will Prevail, 
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In my own Town, to my perpetual Shame 

Paſs on to that; and ſtrike the Traytor Dead. 

_ __ Ce/z4, Yes, Proud Alphonſo, you were baniſht hence: 
Your Father was confin'd ; 100 doom'd to Death; ' 
The Beauty you Ador'd was made another's. . 
How durſt you, then, attempt t' avenge your wrongs 
And force your Miſtreſs from your Rival's Arms? £ 
Rather than Die contented, as you ought, _ 

Alphon, Even for thoſe very Reaſons you alledge. 

Nim. (aſiale.) At laſt I find her drift. | 

era, Thou Juſtifieit, and not Accuſeſt him. 

Celid. Patience, good Father, and here out the reſt, 
Thought you, becauſe you bravely Fought, and Conquer'd 
For Royal Feramond, nay, ſav'd his Life, 

And ſet him free, when you had Conquer him, 
Only becauſe he was Vidoria's Father, 

Thought you for ſuch light Services as theſe, 15 
Thar he ſhou'd ſpare you now ? O Generous Madman, 
To give your Head to one, who ne'er forgave. 

Hera. (aſide.) Oh, ſhe ſtings me. 7 

Celid. And you, Don Garcia, witneſs to this Truth: 
You were his hated Rival, fairly vanquiſht; |: to 
And yet he ſpar'd your Life. 

Garc. At your requeſt: | 
T owe it to you both. _ „„ covet 
That he diſmiſt my Siſter, was her Fault: 

I charge it not on him; but 'twas his Folly. 

A Capital Fool he was, in that laſt Error, 

For wh:ch he juſtly ſtands Condemn'd to Death. 

Your Sentence, Royal Sir? 3 

Vera. That he ſhou'd Live, 

Shou'd Live Friumphant over Feramoud, 
And ſhowd Live Happy in Victoria's Love — 
Oh, I have held as long 4 Nature coud; 
Convinc'd in Reaſon, obſtinate in Will; 

I faw the Pleader's aim, found her defign, 
1long'd to be o' ercome, and yet reliſted. 

What have I done againſt thee, my Alphonſo? 
And what haſt thou not done for Yeramond ? 

Nim. Oh fortunate Event! | 
Vict. Oh happy me 6 | 
Alphon. Oh unexpected Bliſs, and therefore double! 


Vera. (to Alphon.) Can you forgive me, yes, I know you can? 


Alphonſo can forgive Victorias Father. 
But yet, in pity, Pardon not too ſoon - 
Puniih my Pride a while; 
And make me linger for ſo great a Good, 
Leſt extafie of Joy prevent the Bleſſing ; 
And you, inſtead of Pardon, give me Death. 


1ꝶꝗ6— 
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{To Aptok. 
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| He offers to kneel to Alphonſo : Alphonſo takes him up, and kneels himſelf, 


Alphon.” Oh let me raiſe my Father from the ground! 


Vera. ( riſing. ) *Tis your peculiar Virtue, my Alphonſo, 


Always to raiſe me up. | 

Alban. Herelet me grow, till J obtain your Grace: 
My Liſe has been, one Univerſal Crinmemem 

And you, like Heav'n, accepting ſhort Repentance, 


Forgive my length of Sins. 


Vera. (raiſing him.) Let us forget from whence offence began. 


But ſince to ſave my ſhame, thou wilt be Guilty, 
Impute thy hate for me, to ſure inftin@t; 
That ſhow'd thee thy True Father in my Foes 
Now Grafted on my Stock, be Son to both. 
(turning to Garc .) To you Don Garcia, Next. 
Gearc. Before you ſpeak, = 


2 3 N 
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— Or, © 


12 me, Sir, © afſume ſomelittle Merit 
Lu this days Happineſs; your Promiſe made, 
9 #oria mine eee 

Als hon. What then ? Fs 

Garc, Nay, hear me out, 


He kept his Royal Word; he gave ber we. 


- I loſt her, when fell beneath your Sword. 
Or if have a Title, Ureſign it, | 
And make her yours. 
Alphon. I take her as your Gift: 5 
Garc. (to Vera.) Make me but bleſt in C elide as . 
She ſav'd my Life, and hers it is for ever. 
Tis pity ſhe Who gain'd another's Cauſe, 
Shou'd pose her wn. 
Vera, (preſenting Celidea.) She's yours. 
Celid. My Joys are full. 
Vitt. And mine o'er-flow. 
' Alphon. And mine are all a Soul can bear, and Live. 
Vera. Then ſeek we out Ramirez; 
To make him Partner of this happy da 
That gives him back his Crown, and a Al honſo. 
Ram. Behold me here,” unſought: with ſome few Friends; 
1 of his Pizard. 
(Re ſolv'd to Save my Jon, or Periſh with him) 
Thus far Itrac'd, and follow'd him, unknown, © 
And here have waited, with a beating Heart, 
To ſee this bleſt Event. 
Vera. Juſt like the winding up of ſome Deſign,. 


Well form'd, upon the crowded Theatre. 


where all concern'd ſurprizingly are pleas'd; 
And what they wiſh, ſee done. Lead to the Temple; „ 
Let thanks be paid; and Heav'n be prais'd no leſs 


For private Union, than for publick Peace. 
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